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W
ithout a doubt, we are liv-
ing in very difficult times. 
It still feels surreal when 
going outside seeing the 
entire world in masks.

I keep wanting to write about something 
other than COVID-19, but cannot yet while 
the world is hurting to the degree that it is 
and people are struggling to cope despite 
tremendous emotional and financial pain, 
when the country has pandemic fatigue, ex-
hausted by all the restrictions, and all con-
tinues to feel so uncertain and scary. 

Our assumptive world has been forever 
changed, and our naivete lost. While we 
pray that this will be the only pandemic that 
we, our children and our children’s children 
will ever know, perhaps we are being taught 
that if we, as individuals and collectively, don’t take good care of our world and all 
of our treasures (both human and otherwise) within it, we may experience much 
worse and ultimately no longer have a world in which we can live.

The time has come for us to do our own personal accounting in order to learn 
from all that has happened in this past year, find a way to make meaning of it all, 
not waste our precious time and resources, and work hard to emerge from it all as 
better people in a better world. We must each find a way to appreciate whatever and 
whomever it is that we treasure, learn what it is that we value and want to pass on to 
future generations, and find a way to achieve it.

As a clinical psychologist, I’ve been deeply saddened by the depth of desperation 
that people have endured, witnessed their feelings of chronic isolation and help-
lessness, and like others have seen the lack of cohesiveness and unity in our tiny 
country and throughout the world.

We must all work together to fight this coronavirus. We have shown our ability 
to come together in the past and must do so now with a greater understanding of 
how the very fabric of our society has come unraveled, setting us apart from others 
instead of drawing us together.

We can’t simply go back to our previous lives as though this pandemic were a 
mere blip in time, even if we wanted to. Our old world as we once knew it has been 
transformed in every way, and while some things may ultimately return to a state 
of “what once was,” many other things will never be the same. The “new normal” 
may be anything but normal.

IT WILL be up to us to decide how we’d like to live each day, how we choose to de-
fine who we are, how we infuse our life with meaning, what our purpose is and with 
whom and how we’d like to spend our time.

This can turn out to be a remarkable opportunity for change in the right direction, 
and the pandemic has hopefully given each of us the impetus to think very seriously 
about these issues.

Hatred must be turned into hope through the cultivation of respect for one 
another, and we must learn to let go of our divisiveness and focus instead on learn-
ing how to live with each other, if we are to survive. Relationships must be para-
mount because, at the end of the day, there is no place for an “I” world. 

As I look outward, grateful for the mask which makes it safer to be around others, 
I personally feel deeply challenged by the lack of others’ smiles, the inability to dis-
cern someone’s facial features and at times to hear their muffled words.

Now, more than ever before, we must each find a way to understand one another, 

appreciate the positive, grow from these 
challenges and open ourselves up to a world 
of new opportunities. 

Here are some suggestions for beginning 
this process:

1. Reach out to others and check in to see 
how they really are doing. Lend an ear. Be 
supportive, listen to people, give encour-
agement and let others know that you care 
and are there for them.

So many people are feeling so lonely, de-
pressed and anxious right now and would 
very much appreciate any contact.

Go outside of your comfort zone and pick 
one or two people each day with whom you 
might not otherwise speak. Encourage your 
children to also reach out to others and 
buddy up with someone their age who may 
be having a harder time. Whether young or 
young at heart, the goal is to enable each 
person to feel heard, valued and taken care 
of, in a kind and consistent way.

Most people are feeling fatigued and fed 
up and would welcome the pick-me-up and 

grounding that a phone call provides. Keeping in touch on a regular basis helps let 
others know that they’re not alone.

2. Show appreciation to others. Whether it’s someone you know or the person 
cleaning your street, driving a bus or packing your groceries, not to mention doc-
tors, nurses and those who work in the healthcare sector. Say thank you, show your 
gratitude and remember: your kind words and a compliment go a long way. 

3. Give people the benefit of the doubt. You don’t know what worries are on the 
minds of the person who cut you off in traffic, was seemingly inpatient, or seems to 
have different priorities from yours. 

4. Cross the bridge into the world of the stranger and try to imagine what his 
world may be like. While you may choose neither to protest nor to pray, try not to 
pass judgment. Be respectful and honor the person you want to be. 

5. Recognize that we are all in this together. We each may feel or show a sense of 
dis-ease in differing ways. Talk to your children and help them put a name on their 
feelings so that they can better understand them. Let them know that their feelings 
are normal. These are abnormal times, and your goal is to help them or get help for 
them. They are missing their friends, consistent schooling and routines, and feel 
the sense of uncertainty and stress that we adults can verbalize.

6. Stay connected. Physically distancing does not mean emotional or social dis-
tancing. We are all innately programmed for social interaction, and now, more 
than ever, it feels so good to see people “live,” even if for now we can’t touch or hug 
them and have to stay 2 meters apart and safely outside. This is true for our children 
as well as for seniors. We all are craving connectedness and a sense of normalcy. Be 
part of a greater community. You might just be surprised how good it feels.

7. Volunteer. Offer help in small ways. If you are getting groceries, ask what you 
can bring back for someone else. Help with errands, make or drop off food, work on 
a craft project or read a story to a child, share a funny joke or a past memory. 

8. Exercise, eat healthfully, work on sleep hygiene and other self-care strategies to 
lower your stress. In these challenging times, trying to maintain a routine is benefi-
cial and helps you feel in control. Buddy up with a friend and encourage each other.

AS THE numbers go down, it will not be as easy as we may think to return to any 
semblance of normalcy. Having learned that we are not in control of our world to 
the degree we thought we were has been a life-changing lesson.

We have learned to feel just as anxious at the thought of catching COVID-19 from 
our family and friends as from complete strangers. Perhaps, as this pandemic sub-
sides, our task will be to work in every way possible to make the strangers in this 
world our friends, as we attempt to feel safe again.  � 

The writer is a licensed clinical psychologist in private practice in Ra’anana, and 
author of Life’s Journey: Exploring Relationships – Resolving Conflicts. She has 
written about psychology in The Jerusalem Post since 2000. ludman@netvision.net.il, 
www.drbatyaludman.com

The books all 
represent my youth, 
when I discovered the 
world... No, I can’t 
throw them away!

Among my souvenirs
• DVORA WAYSMAN

I 
never set out to be a collector. Whenever I’ve 
read about millionaires with fabulous private 
collections of art and sculpture, I’ve thought: 
Why not just keep a few pieces you really love 
and give the rest on loan to a museum or gallery 

so that others can share their beauty?
Yet I find now that I do have collections. They’re not 

worth any money, and probably no one else would 
want them. Most people in my age group have accu-
mulated possessions they can’t bear to part with, de-
spite moving homes and maybe even countries several 
times in their lives.

Who remembers that song of yesteryear: “Among 
My Souvenirs”? Part of the lyrics went:

Some letters tied with blue,
A photograph or two,
I find a rose from you
Among my souvenirs.
What we are really collecting are memories. There 

are times in our lives we want to hold on to forever, 
and when we handle these mementos, they bring a 
smile to our lips, a tear to our eyes and a bittersweet 
wave of nostalgia.

I have more than a thousand books, and nowhere 
to put them all. Those that overflow my bookshelves 
are stowed in cardboard cartons. Many are paperbacks, 
yellowed pages and tattered covers. But to throw them 
out would be like disposing of dear friends. Lots of po-
etry – some by almost-forgotten writers such as Alice 
Duer Miller, Rupert Brooke, A. E. Housman, Dorothy 
Parker. Old novels by Somerset Maugham, Evelyn 
Waugh, Hemingway, Steinbeck. Books on philosophy, 
psychology, the craft of writing. They all represent my 
youth, when I discovered the world and the wonders it 
contained. No, I can’t throw them away!

Then there are the photos. They started out in 
albums, but now there are too many and I’m too 
lazy. Beloved family no longer with us. Friends of my 
youth. Weddings. Babies bright-eyed and dimpled. 
Rites of passage – first day at kindergarten and school; 

graduations. Grandchildren. Great-grandchildren. 
Holidays. They are all cherished, and overflow in 
drawers and cabinets.

Bric-a-brac. One earring (the other lost) given by 
your first boyfriend. Small children’s awkward draw-
ings. Their clumsy efforts at making you strange things 
from wood or papier-mâché. A challa cloth with 
crooked stitches. A letter on a torn page that proclaims 
in shaky Hebrew letters: “I love you.” How could you 
ever toss those?

And now I also have a collection of shells and rocks. 
Most were gifts from grandchildren who wanted to 
give me something in return for the toys I gave them. 
There is a pine cone and a curiously shaped rock. Shells 

you can put to your ear and hear the sea. And stones I 
gathered at the Dead Sea on my sister’s last visit here, 
when we spent a perfect day of peace and tranquility 
together, exchanging memories of our parents and 
siblings, our childhood, the dreams we realized and 
the ones we lost along the way. All precious. All irre-
placeable.

“Get rid of the clutter,” we’re told. Not me. I’ll go on 
collecting mementos and memories until I die. And I 
hope my children, even then, will save a few of them. 
Because some things are worth more than money! � 

The writer is the author of 14 books. Her latest novel is 
Searching for Sarah.
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It will be up to us to decide how we’d like to 
live each day
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SOUVENIRS ON offer at the Ponte 
Vecchio (Old Bridge), Florence, 
Italy. (Illustrative; Wikimedia Commons)

FACTORY 
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FREE QUOTE AT 
YOUR HOME

• Vertical Blinds
• Roller Blinds – ready in 
1/2 hour

• Venetian Blinds
• Woven Wood Blinds
• Blackout Shades
• Roman Shades
• Pleated Shades
• Ready to hang drapes
• Quilted Bedspreads
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STOP SHOP 
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