Acceptance
Even fifty years after losing my beloved Papa, I still carry the scent of his tobacco and the echo of his laughter. His absence created a void I’ve never been able to fill. There’s a cruelty in finality and in how a life can vanish in a single blink, leaving silence where there once was steady love. How does one go on by accepting the silence left behind? I’ve struggled with these questions for decades, yet Papa’s unspoken lessons have continued to be my guiding light.
With his quiet strength and unwavering resolve, my father taught me to endure life’s harshest trials without succumbing to bitterness. Even as he faced the relentless discrimination that marked our life in the Soviet Union, he refused to let hatred take root in his heart. Instead, he focused on protecting us. He shielded me from a world that constantly tried to diminish our worth. His resilience became my foundation. Though I struggled to accept his death, I carried forward the strength he showed, using it to face the challenges he could no longer help me handle.
The USSR, a land marked by scarcity and oppression, revealed countless realities I found hard to accept. Antisemitism wasn’t merely whispered in the country where I was born; it roared openly and systemically. Antisemitism was not just a shadow that trailed me. It was a heavy weight that hindered every opportunity, silencing my ambitions and crushing my dreams. 
When I walked into the admissions office with my honors diploma, I was reminded that my Jewish identity mattered more than my scholarly accomplishments. One glance at my Jewish surname was enough. The disdain in the official’s eyes said more than words ever could: You do not belong. That moment cracked something inside me. The rejection was no longer mine alone.
It was a warning of what awaited my future children. I could not bear to watch them grow up in a world that denied their potential before they’d had a chance to imagine it. From that moment on, every closed door, every insult, every humiliation ignited something fiercer in me: resolve.
When our daughter was born, my focus shifted away from myself to her future. The quotas, restrictions, and unspoken but constant limits painted a bleak picture of the life that awaited her. I couldn’t bear to see her grow up in a world that would stifle her potential before she even had a chance to dream. Every rejection and insult became a spark, fueling a growing determination. In 1977, we stopped clinging to the illusion of waiting for things to improve. We knew they wouldn’t. 
Leaving was tough. It felt like tearing away from the only life we knew, the one that connected us to friends who shared our struggles, the fragile sense of belonging we had created, and the memories of a home that, despite its hardships, was ours. But when I looked at my daughter’s innocent face, I realized that accepting this life would mean condemning her to the same silent endurance I had gone through. That was something I couldn't accept. 
Staying would mean condemning our child to the same system that had silenced us, where her name rather than her abilities would determine her potential. Leaving, though frightening, promised dignity and a chance to live without fear. Every step in the process felt irreversible, like burning bridges to a life we could never return to.
We took a chance, and in November of the same year, on Thanksgiving Day, the American Embassy granted us refugee status based on religious discrimination, and we received our exit visas. That day, antisemitism and I signed our divorce papers, shedding the decades of inherited fear. I accepted that.
I walked the streets of Moscow without looking over my shoulder. I talked without fear and didn't care whether or not someone could overhear what I had to say. That Thanksgiving Day, I found my voice and embraced its sound.
A day later, my small family was on a plane to Italy. For three months, we waited in Ladispoli, clutching our dreams and waiting to receive our entry visas. 
On March 7, 1978, at age twenty-three, I took my first step into the land of the free and the home of the brave. We had reached a point of no return, and I accepted this truth.
The weight of our decision to come to America was heavy. It meant trading the familiar oppression of our lives for the unknowns of an uncertain future, and holding our entire existence in our hands, unsure whether to cling to it or let it go. But as I balanced the fear of starting over against the crushing injustice I lived with in the Soviet Union, I realized there was no real choice. 
I had to accept that there were no guarantees about what lay ahead. There was no promise of success, no certainty that freedom would come without struggle. I had to admit that uncertainty was a small price to pay for the chance to build a life of freedom, no matter how daunting it seemed.
Forty-five years later, I have become wiser and realize that some things are beyond my control. I cannot accept racism, anti-Semitism, Nazism, socialism, communism, or the propaganda being fed to my country's people to promote a political agenda. Still, there isn't much I can do to change it. It's hard to face the reality of today, but I have accepted that.
The seeds of hatred and greed, handed down through generations, still plague humanity, fueling cycles of division and despair. I saw how this legacy thrived in the USSR, where prejudice and fear dominated lives, including my own. But I chose to break that cycle intentionally. When my daughter was born, I promised to raise her not with fear, but with hope; not with silence, but with strength.
I wanted her to grow up in a world where she could confidently embrace her identity and walk proudly in her skin. I taught her to see the humanity in others, regardless of their differences, and to value kindness and dignity over hate and suspicion. In doing so, I planted different seeds of resilience, compassion, and courage, hoping they would take root in her life and bear fruit for future generations.
I refused to be the kind of parent who taught her child to despise others for being different. Like Papa, I didn’t want my daughter to grow up fueled by hate or to measure worth by money and power. I wouldn’t raise her to be ruthless or to believe that control was worth any cost. 
With time comes clarity. At our core, people are more alike than different.  They bleed the same blood, human blood, and they are made of the same flesh, human flesh. People laugh, cry, breathe, and love just the same. These are the things I accept. As for everything else, I trust God to handle the issues beyond my control. That quiet surrender fuels my hope for a gentler, kinder, and braver world. 

