AN UNFORGETTABLE FRIEND
By Orah Zamir
	New York City is an exciting place to live. Coming from growing up in an environment that stifled my humanity, the possibilities life in New York held both lured and terrified me. I joined a Jewish community after I had completed writing my M.A. thesis on it. I had not known friends before and had difficulty making friends. I did not know then that I had CPTSD (complex trauma) from growing up with a narcissistic mother. I had several internal aspects of myself that had not developed. I was 40 years old chronologically but much younger in my skills at relationships.
	Two close relationships grew in this community for me. Both women were young enough to be my daughters, but the relationships worked. I am going to write about the one I still have a connection with through Facebook. I will call her Naomi. Naomi was a student, as was I; but she was an undergraduate student trying to decide her major. She loved art, but she had a desire to be of service in some way. She had lived out of the country with her family for many years. That did not work out for her, so she returned to the U.S.  She was dark complected, with straight dark hair and thin. She was unique. She was about 15 years younger than I was and just beginning to grow into herself as a woman. Even though older, so was I.
	We often spent time together just talking. I wasn’t used to that kind of relationship, but I found it comfortable with her. One night, Naomi was sharing her struggle todecide her major in college. She was a visual artist, but she was thinking of pre-med. I don’t remember her exact words.
	“I’m not sure what direction to take. I enjoy visual arts so much, but I think I could be more useful as a doctor.  It is so difficult to decide. It is about what I will do with my whole life.”	(I didn’t know about vision boards then, or I would have suggested that.) You are so talented, and it is amazing that you have such an opportunity for a fulfilling life with either choice. For me, I choose creativity, but I don’t have that kind of choice to have to make. I have observed that those who become great artists have two things. They have become skilled in their field of choice whether it is visual art, writing, music or whatever; and they have something to say through their art. Nothing else will do for them. (When I think about it now, this was really the first time something beyond me spoke through me. I have always thought that didn’t start until many years later. It was another time that I needed to hear what was spoken through me.)”
	“I am afraid I won’t be good enough at math and science for pre-med.”
	“If pre-med is what you choose, it will mean you know inside yourself that you will.”
	Many years later, my friend had become a doctor and was about to marry a lawyer. She had invited me to spend the night before her wedding at the hotel with her. As she tried to use a tissue to avoid picking her nose, (I would have just done it), she seemed happy with what she had chosen and how it was turning out. She was a bit nervous, as all brides are. ‘
	“I’m glad you are here.”
	“Me too.” I am glad you seem happy with everything.”
	The wedding went off perfectly. The officiant joked to the groom,
	“You have mother a happy woman today. You are marrying a Jewish doctor.”
	Everyone laughed. Among Jewish people, doctor and lawyer are preferred professions, but it is usually the bride who is marrying the Jewish doctor.
	She settled into a practice, and they built a life for themselves. The last time I saw them, they had become the parents of a daughter. 	
	
