What prompted the following was on March 3, 2002 at around 8PM, I learned

20 years later that I was adopted. My brother I'd known. I'd always

thought my mom just either at that point couldn't have kids, or didn't

want to by choice of birth. I look like my dad and sound like my mom, so I

never questioned it. 

Anyway, the following is an email I mailed a close friend of mine. 

Don't feel sorry for me or anything. If anyone has questions:

film2edit@aol.com. Please don't discuss this beyond email to me. Thanks.

------------------------------------------------------------------------

Okay, you asked fer it. It's long. You don't need to reply or annalyze any

of this. 

>I know you're feeling wonky right now.  But I want you to tell me how you

felt >about yourself - your life, your feelings, your family, friends,

anything >about your actual self before you found out about your parents

and how you >feel now after the fact.  What's different?  And how do you

really feel about >that?  There are no right or wrong answers, I just

think it's good to express >things like this while they're still fresh in

your mind.

How to sum up 20 years in 20 minutes? To be quite honest, at the moment,

I'm stuck in my drone job feeling I'm wasting away there. Been

procrastinating from school, and last night didn't help. Tonight I find

out about my transfer. Yay. My folks are cool with that, thank goodness. 

As for over the years. Well, I grew up on Long Island. My folks used to

take me out down by the beaches a lot when I was little. Either Long

Island's or south Florida's, where I have family left. Our house was

smaller, but to anyone 9yrs and younger, our basement was huge. It

probably still is, but if you've seen Jumanji, even a porch step to an 11

yr old seems bigger than going back when yer 35. I used to be a packrat,

and have a reitual removal of junk from my closet every 4 yrs or so, and

the "burning of the books" at the end of the school year when I throw all

my past homework and papers awake. The books I keep.

I've always been able to make friends. Friendships usually never lasted

after 5 years, I've noticed. After school I'd walk around neighborhoods,

bike, explore classrooms after hours, bug secretaries, and basic

curiousity of sorts. Particularly the lil parakeet in the middleschool

library that responded to the recording of himself I made and automaticly

shut up when it saw the tape recorder just there.

Throughout middle school and highschool I basically was taunted to death

to the point I didn't want to be around anyone. I found santuary in the

middle school's library, and later in the video room with Ms. Smith. I

used to sneak out from the 9th grade building (a former middle school that

was closed down next to the high school) and visit over there. What did

they do? From what I recall, people would stick gum or random garbage in

my lockers, accuse me about killing cats and various ways that was done,

barking or mewing at me. Never about my height of all things, or the time

I confessed being dyslexic in a Senior English class when I kept getting

stuck on something and didn't want to read outloud anymore. Basically took

no slack in highschool. Most of the losers either graduated or dropped

out.

As for family. I think it was harder years ago than it is for me now.

Particularly being able to come home at 3AM. That never used to be. So

many times I've came so close to getting kicked out. It wasn't until 2

semesters ago I would do homework until insane hours at Selden house and

come home that they let off. Even when I didn't call, which was an issue

that prompted so many things. Like that time I was in the city with you. I

forgot to call.

Things like even my period I don't like my mom know, or some other little

things. Just many things that've not wanted me to get involved. My folks

are honest, but I won't lend money to my mom anymore because she so rarely

pays me back. But that's a recent thing.

As for past, we've traveled a lot, until maybe 1994. That's when my mom

got stomach cancer. Stony Brook University Hospital misdignoised her with

an ulcer. It wasn't. My dad got more cranky back then, and me having a cat

at the time wasn't helping. I'm not, but my folks are allergic, and even

thought Blue was a long hair'd cat, had to give him away. First critter I

ever trained. Second was a pigeon. Like I said, I just automatically block

out many things. I got really into photography more so because of that. My

dad handed me a push and shoot camera when I was 9, but it broke some

how.

Over the years, our family has shared different holidays. Ours is usually

Yom Kuppur and Thanksgiving. I was uber disappointed when we didn't go to

my mom's sister's for Xmas or my dad's for Hanukkah. I'll either end up in

Whitestone at my mom's aunt's place or my dad's brother's place in New

Jersey for Passover. That's cool.

My family thinks I'm really talented, but my dad boasts about my work that

he's so rarely seen. They know I do get dedicated but call me single

minded. I can be, but not totally true. They like how I like to travel,

but that's more so prompted because I wanted to see the US so I can

eventually move. My first trip to CA (Jan of 2000) was actually 4 years of

ideas and planning). My dad thinks I'm abnormal because I keep late hours

and "that's when normal people sleep". If you get up at 8 for school, and

come home from work at 10:30 and most of your friends don't live in the

same time zone. Going to bed at 1 or 2AM's normal. Most people like my

friend Ben would be uber exhausted. I'm a masocist. Have to be. I enjoy

stupid comedy movies, just cause I can, and animation. Occationally I can

draw, but there are so many times I just can't. 

Things like relationships have probably screwed with my head over the

years. Being with someone not just for physical satifaction is cool. I

love to be held though Some other things if they become appropriate. There

are people, like yourself, I do like. It pulls me in so many directions,

I'm not sure where I'll end up eventually. Particularly the people who've

helped me over the years. AIM and IRC makes it that much easier to be

contacted these days (and email), but when I noticed I stopped calling

certain people, they never called back. I try not to forget the good

people have done, but it can be over taken by stupidity. Not that I

haven't done my good share of stupidity.

I'm a feminist, bi, dyslexic, student, lost, comedian, photographer, poet,

writer, babysitter, student/rabbi, animator, animated, shy, outgoing,

short, contains low sugar, good for your health and home cooking, contains

no msg, batteries somewhere included, traveler, and often just mentally

tired. That's me, and will probably always be. "My name is Erika Leigh

Rosengarten, and I am dyslexic. I'll be here all week. Don't forget to tip

yer waitress." If I ever wrote a book, it'd have that in the title.

>I love you and I miss you a bunch... *giant hug*,

Love ya too. *hugs* Stay cool. I've probably left so many things out, like

my Utica experience and Chris flying to me on a voucher he found on eBay

for $40 (he called me from O'Hare in Chicago and asked to visit), but I

need the right keys to open the storage lockers of my mind to get to

them.

How do I feel now? Knowing I don't recall them ever telling me when I was

4 and 6 and when ever makes me feel strange. Then again, if you told a

small child that, how much will they remember? My dad said I tuned it out.

I have memory problems, I know. I know I hear things on the left and think

it's on the right and vice versa til I know where it's coming from. My

main concern was now I have no medical history outside my own (after May

7th, want my blood tested and a bunch of stuff, but was planning on that 2

months ago) and I don't know what my country or countries of origin are

anymore outside of coming from people who were "Jewish". Being from

Brooklyn's cool though. I like that. 

There's not a "who I was", but "what am I still"? I have this Truman Show

routine I will break. I need the transfer. Tonight's a step closer. Who

knows? I may move to CA. I'd still come back for one more semester. Maybe

transfer after that. I've joked that I wasn't gay because I don't know

enough girls, but I would like a boyfriend, but haven't been around folks

aside certain male friends the most, but I don't see them as one. Being

able to talk is a wonderful thing, but being close physically helps too.

It makes me depressed sometimes, but I've learned time is precious, but

I'm a great procrastinator too.

-Erika (the very weird thing in the backroom of the I-CON meetings)

