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1. 

Myra ran into her closet and shouted, “I’m not coming out until you leave.” I ran back to my 

house next door. There was no way for me to know whether Myra came out or not. Maybe she 

spent the rest of the day there while I lay on my bed reading Misty of Chincoteague for the third 

time. 

2. 

Sometimes, in the middle of a summer night, when we all slept with our windows open, I heard 

screams coming from Myra’s house. Then their kitchen light went on and I watched as Mrs. 

Abramson got milk from the refrigerator and poured it into a pan on the stove while Mr. 

Abramson shuffled over to the table. When the milk was ready, they sat across from each other, 

heads bowed, hands cupped around their mugs. There was no way they could see me in the dark 

through their lit window, but Mr. Abramson often pointed a shaky finger in my direction and 

then their lights went out. 

3. 

When I was in the sixth grade, we were shown the movie Night and Fog during assembly. As a 

kid I thought remembering the Holocaust was a core religious practice. When I had kids of my 

own we traveled to Israel and Eastern and Western Europe to see Jewish ghettos, Holocaust 

memorials, and a concentration camp. The three of them huddled around me and said the right 

words of shock or grief, but mostly they were concerned that I was okay, as if I had witnessed 
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the Holocaust first-hand. But there were no stories about the Holocaust in my own home. I never 

wondered about the Abramsons. 

4. 

I was afraid of Mr. and Mrs. Abramson. They had harsh accents that reminded me of the Nazis in 

the movie. I only knew Polish and Russian Jews. I thought German Jews should sound like them, 

not like non-Jewish Germans. I thought their accents should have different markings, like birds 

of the same species but in different locations. 

5. 

Our houses were set in the woods. Myra and I wore a path in the dirt going back and forth. It was 

mostly me going forth. Mrs. Abramson didn’t like it when Myra was out of sight. Once, when 

we were eight, I convinced Myra to come to the swamp with me, which you got to by following 

an old carriage trail. A rickety walkway was suspended just above the muck. “The dogs are 

coming. Quick. Jump. They can’t smell us in the water.” Myra spoke with such command, I 

jumped. “Ha, ha, fooled you,” Myra said as she ran back home. I followed, my cheeks smeared 

with mud and tears. I told my mother I fell. She asked no more questions. Later that day I heard 

Mrs. Abramson yelling and Myra sobbing. Myra wasn’t able to come out and play for a week. 

6. 

When my kids were little and one of them went to the neighbor’s house across the street without 

telling me, I thought about Mrs. Abramson and how frightened she must have been when she 

realized Myra was gone. I never heard what Mr. and Mrs. Abramson shouted at night in their 

dreams but maybe it was about dogs and hiding in cupboards and train whistles and yellow stars 

and gun shots and the sound of jackboots. If my children coopted a terror of mine and made it 

into a game, would I punish them? What are my terrors? 
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7. 

Questions I never had as a child about Mr. and Mrs. Abramson: 

Did they have numbers tattooed on their arms? 

Where was the rest of their family? 

Was Abramson their real name? 

How did they learn to speak English so well? 

Did they ever stop having nightmares? 

8. 

I assume I had relatives who died in the Holocaust. Distant ones about whom no stories were 

told, at least to me. Are they buried in cemeteries, in mass graves? Are they particles of ash? My 

father was known to throw punches in his dreams. Had the voices of the dead made it across the 

ocean into his bed? Or maybe he was avoiding the fist of his father or remembering his life as a 

poor, first-generation-American city punk. I don’t know what my mother dreamt about. She slept 

quietly, even during the day when I’d find her in bed when I came home from school. She cried 

when she was awake, tears without words. 

9. 

“Hey, I’m sorry,” Myra shouted from her window when she saw me out playing with my dog. “I 

have soda,” she added. I forgot the swamp episode, her closet hideaway. Myra knew my mother 

didn’t allow me to drink soda so I went, and Myra and I became friends again. Myra’s mother 

kept all kinds of sweets in the house, right on the kitchen counter where you could take them 

without sneaking. A house of nightmares sweetened with sugar seemed preferable to the silence 

in my home. That was the terror that I inherited. Not the Holocaust but a mother who lived so far 
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within her mind that nothing could get in or out. A black hole of twisting thoughts like worms 

constantly turning in on themselves. 

10. 

Myra came to my wedding. She stayed in the room next to mine and had loud sex with her 

boyfriend. I listened, intrigued that the soil of fear and overprotectiveness Myra was raised in 

grew this free and sensual being. If I didn’t know it was sex I would have interpreted her moans 

differently. 

11. 

I Google Myra’s name once in a while. No matches yet. We lost touch after the wedding. No 

longer friends by virtue of proximity. Maybe she married and took her husband’s name, but can 

someone totally disappear like that? Did she close the doors of her closet one day and never 

come out?  

12. 

I am easy to find, at least on the surface. What lies underneath continues its wormy existence like 

I always knew it would. In silence, the mind makes its own noise. 


