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Dedication

For Barbara: 

  Driven by reliable strength to 

    confi de true needs 

      and fi nd common ground.
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Preface

For thirty-six years, it has been my privilege to initiate, 
repair, and enhance thousands of emotionally committed 
partnerships.

The narratives within these pages come from neighbor-
hoods nearest to the center of the human bell curve.

They are amalgams to protect the confi dentiality of those 
who call me Rabbi, Doctor, or Friend.
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Prologue:

DAWN OF OUR CHOICE

I fi ddled absentmindedly with the leather bindings of the 
steering wheel cover, barely seeing what I was looking at 
through the windshield of our car. The bulk of my attention 
got wedged into a spot about an inch behind my eyes by a 
mob of daily notions gathered to clamor for my attention.

These notions percolated down amongst my half-baked 
hunches and other inklings, totally unaware that to be fully 
pondered, each must break for the surface one by one. Each 
arose only to be swept away without due consideration by the 
urgency of the rest, leaving none with any hope of becoming 
a full idea any time soon. So, on I drove.
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Traffi c lurched forward and stopped in a sickening staccato 
that in no way heeded our need for speed. Our day had been 
long and it was getting longer.

We drifted into the far left “not-so-fast” lane and took our 
place in yet another long line of strangers sealed within the 
metal casings of their cars. Halting progress forced us all 
to traffi c our rugged individualism simply to move and then 
stop in unison.

This daily ordeal of herd behavior made our crowded lane 
look like a huge metal snake from above, shifting only long 
enough to squeeze and digest hapless folks headed for home 
at crunch time.

When fi nally we could speed up, I shifted from my inner 
focus to seize the open road. Seventy-fi ve yards of being 
teased by freedom ended abruptly, pushing us deeper into 
our seats before popping us out again to strain against our 
seat belts.

My wife Barbara hated sitting like a crash test dummy 
anticipating a fate not of her choosing. She groped for any 
illusion of safety promised by her passenger side hand rest. 
She clenched it with a pallbearer’s grip, holding on but 
shaking.

Amid mounting evidence that the better part of my attention 
was missing in action, Barbara’s right foot began its search 
for a passenger side brake pedal that was also not there. She 
managed to contain her scream until it fi nished gathering 
its force from every fi ber of her being. She swallowed hard 
against letting it out. She tried, and then she tried once more, 
but she could not contain it.

She shrieked, “WE’RE GOING TO DIE!”

Her lethal forecast nudged my focus fully into the world 
before my eyes. I swept the scene with a glance. Nothing—no 
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squealing tires, no crunching sounds of metal bumpers 
meeting by accident.

The only crash scene was happening an inch behind 
her eyes. Barbara was the sole witness to the collision she 
conjured. Grim matters had not declared themselves on that 
ride home. We were perfectly safe in our undented car.

I noticed exasperated, hungry, and tired looks taking turns 
distorting Barbara’s face. We had both seen better wars than 
the one we were being drawn into, so I quickly planned and 
measured my response to renew our equal partnership in all 
matters, including making our way back home.

I was proud of the choice I offered her; it was worthy 
of Lady Justice blindfolded to avoid bias and be fair to all 
concerned. Barbara’s shoulders softened as I reached over 
with my right hand to caress her left. I candidly asked, 
“Honey, do you wanna drive, or do you wanna bitch?” She 
could complain about my driving, or she could take the 
wheel. It was her choice.
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The depth of this option triggered a contagious laugh 
between us that grew in intensity because it could fi re on 
so many levels at once. Did we choose to create what we 
wanted or complain about its absence, be the cause or suffer 
the effects, create the menu or be on the menu? It all came 
down to a choice: Drive or Bitch.

Did we choose to create what we wanted or complain 
about its absence, be the cause or suffer the effects, create 
the menu or be on the menu? It all came down to a choice: 
Drive or Bitch.

Questioning, “Drive or Bitch?” soon drove deeper than 
checking in to see which of us was more in the mood to sit 
behind the steering wheel to have our driving skills critiqued. 
This choice continues to steer us from defensive complaining 
into courageous confi ding—far away from familiar detours 
leading only back into the Badlands.

No one is perfect. We can’t demand it because we can’t 
offer it. In the real world, good enough can be great. Choosing 
to drive the closeness we need rather than bitch about its 
absence helps us balance the 15 percent of one another that 
we will always fi nd annoying with good humor, forgiveness, 
and arithmetic. We refuse to let the missing 15 percent ruin 
the 85 percent we have going for us as friends, lovers, and 
lasting witnesses to each other’s lives.

Questioning, “Drive or Bitch?” lightens while it enlightens. 
Cortisol, the bio-chemical hangover of stress, gets fl ushed 
out of our blood streams when contagious laughter returns 
enough control to bridge the gap between what is and what 
we would prefer. We practice bonding through humor skills 
on purpose to use in pesky situations that stubbornly ignore 
our preferences.

We play public roles in our community, so our domestic 
and foreign policies are not necessarily the same. Only in 
private do we triumph with one-liners like, “I used to think 



PROLOGUE: DAWN OF OUR CHOICE 5

that guy was a pain in the neck, but now I have a lower 
opinion.” We save our darkest private humor banter for when 
the bottom falls out of what we had begrudgingly accepted 
was the bottom. We ask, “Besides that, Mrs. Lincoln, how 
did you like the play?”

Questioning, “Drive or Bitch?” also delivers a good 
measure of enlightenment, by driving us back into the 
present moment, worlds away from fretting about the future 
or wishing for a better past.

Barbara holds one Master’s Degree in Counseling and 
another in Labor Relations. I am an ordained Reform Rabbi 
with a Ph.D. in Psychology and another Doctorate in Divinity. 
We are serious people, yet behind closed doors, we lift our 
spirits and refresh our hopes by dancing the Funky Chicken. 
We tuck our hands beneath our armpits, bob our heads back 
and forth, and take large steps around our living room until 
the sky stops falling.

Using “Drive or Bitch?” to bond through humor proved a 
handy coping skill in 2008, when Barbara collapsed at MD 
Anderson Cancer Hospital.


