Chapter One

I don’t remember much of what happened during the early years of my life, since my tiny little brain was still in the process of forming. I was having a great deal of trouble with simple tasks such as talking and walking, let alone storing memories for future use in psychology projects. My first memories are of my oldest house – it was a large 3 story house in the Santa Cruz Mountains near Boulder Creek. There weren’t a lot of people living in this area, so we were completely surrounded by forest to play in. My mom and dad had to work during the day, so my sisters and I had a nanny who lived with us and took care of us. Her name was Devora.
MY FIRST DREAM :

I was walking in the desert right behind my dad, dragging my huge Mickey Mouse comforter behind me. Randomly, we came upon a bottomless hole in the ground. My dad and I looked down into the hole, and the sound of a witch’s cackle came out of it. My dad picked up a rock from the ground, and chucked it into the hole. The cackle stopped. Then, we started to walk away, but the end of my dragged blanket fell into the hole, pulling me in after it. I fell down a ways, and then stuck out my knees, wedging myself against the sides of the hole. Looking up, I could see my dad’s head silhouetted against the sky. I yelled out “Help me!” and then I woke up.
MY FIRST BIRTHDAY :

My entire preschool class came over to my house for birthday festivities, carrying a massive pile of presents with them, with made me very happy. My mom created a treasure hunt, in which she wrote a trail of clues from one place to the next, until we found paper party hats and goodie bags at the end. Since we were slightly literacy-impaired, my mom had to follow us as we went and read the clues to us. I remember finger painting using pudding that had been dyed with food coloring. We got to paint with our hands, and then lick them clean afterward.
