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I have one purpose in writing this document–to share my words with you. I am about to describe a
design for living that makes us take an uncomfortable posture–to self-examine, pray and meditate
every day in order that our lives become the best qualityof the human experience possible.

My name is Jeffrey Pergament and I am the son of Marilyn Atlas, Irv Homer and Lou Pergament. I was
born in Philadelphia, reared in Atlantic City and matured in South Florida. I currently reside in the SW
suburbs of Philadelphia in Upper Darby Township, Delaware County, Pennsylvania. I have been in this
vicinity since October, 1998. I will be 59 years of age on March 8, 2010. Today is Friday,December 4th.,
2009 and the time is 12:59 PM.

“All my life I wanted to be a gangster…” is an off-screen comment stated by Henry Hill, a character in
the film “Goodfellas”, based on the book, “Wiseguys,” about the “mob in New York” and the
relationships between Irish and Italian neighbors. Ray Liotta plays Henry Hill in this film and Henry Hill
is a facebook friend of mine. He and I recently exchanged paintings. I had asked him about two specific
pieces and he “conned” me and created two paintings for me using a different color palette rather
than answering my specific questions prior to the exchange. If you saw the movie or know the public
story about Henry Hill, then you know that Henry was involved to some degree with an incredible heist
of cash from a Long Island airport terminal. You also know Henry became a “rat” to insure that his
former cohorts would not “contract” him. Seems a bit oxymoronic, doesn’t it? Doing something that
guarantees a “contract” to insure against the probabilities of an existing “contract” and transferring
trust from one group of humans to another.

This is the painting I sent as my gift exchange to Henry:

Like Henry, all my life I wanted to be a gangster. When my
mom married Lou and we moved to Atlantic City, I got my
wish.

I became the youngest of four brothers and lived in the city
where I used to vacation. I started my life as a resident of
the city by the sea as a 6th. grade student at Richmond Ave.
elementary school.

In 1961, the Philadelphia school system excelled and my
education had exceeded what was offered in Atlantic City.
I was smart and I had skipped 4th. grade. I was tested in high
school and had a 140 IQ. Two other students were IQ equals.
Bobby Eissler and Sonny Popowsky and I were the smartest
kids in ACHS in 1968. We all held 140 IQs. Susan Lear was the



Wait and waiting…

An exercise in patience.

2

smartest girl with an IQ of 138. We had an exceptional graduating class with many exceptional
graduates, academically and athletically. We recently held our 40th. Reunion for the Class of 1968
under tents one block from the beach in Margate on Nassau Ave. August 2nd., 2008, was our 40th.
Reunion party–“NOT YOUR PARENTS’ REUNION!” Despite my left shoulder pain at that time, I had a
fabulous timeat this event.

Lou Pergament was one of the smoothest men I ever met. He taught me many things and was a great
father for me. He died in 1984. I got 23 years with this guy–I am a very grateful boy to have these 23
years and the residual impact and “net worth” of being adopted and reared by Lou. I am always
Marilyn’s son. That is its own story.

1968 Yearbook Picture
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These are the two specific Henry Hill paintings I requested. Great work, yes? Welcome to my 2009 design/build tax year!!!2.
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Another friend of mine, Tim Janna, suggested I write a book. He is not the first ofmy friends and
associates to make this suggestion. My family, of course, knows better–hahahahaaa. My nephew,
Gregory S. Pergament, recently self-published a beautiful book, Chi Kung in Recovery. He sent me a
copy which I had requested. Greg is beautifuland always was beautiful, irrespective of the ugliness he
embraced for a decade or so. His life story and my life story overlap at key points. That is another story.

I replied to Tim’s request and began consciously to write a book. I did not enjoy this predetermined
approach to creativity and self-expression. I ended that exercise. Today, as I was reflecting during my
morning espresso time, I thought about writing this book–the title and emotional transformation
objectives came to me so I began this action. It now is 1:36 PM.

Tim sent me an email recently. I am grateful for this man’s friendship. He is a father of girls as I am. I
had one daughter. Tim has two. That, too, surely is another story. Being Alethea’s father was the most
joyous experience I can imagine. There is no greater bliss for me. That IS my story.

I have earned my “living” as a professional visual artist since 1974 and began photography as an art
form of self-expression with 35mm equipment in 1972 with a Practika screw-mount lens system. I
added Chinon with its Nikon-like shutter and smaller profile and then added Olympus, Nikon and
Canon equipment. I currently use Canon, Olympus and Chinon 35mm film-based cameras for film work.
I also use digital photography equipment–still and motion picture photography. I maintain a digital
and analog studio for sound recording, filmmaking and my other fine arts efforts at my home.

35 years of art history can be witnessed in my portfolio.
I also have a drawing I made when I was 7.
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It’s my life–a design for living I practice and follow. It is based upon the 12 Step Recovery model and is a very
effective strategy to change one’s posture, wellness and sense of direction.

This document is the truth as I know it. This is my experience.

Blessings to and for you and your relations. Shalom.

I wish you were a sunset.

Sunsets have no prejudice.

Rainbows are the casinos of children.

Summer is the illusion; winter is the color red.

Life is fabulous.

Are you?

An exercise in patience.
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[1974]For my daughter, of course…
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This page purposely left blank except for this self-descriptive statement which renders the fact incorrect…
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My story continues now.

It is 3:19 PM on Friday, December 4th., 2009. I am at home. Ollie, my Shih Tzu, isat home with me. He is
curled on the small rug outside my bathroom. He is asleep after walking with me to the dumpster to
throw away my kitchen trash bag. I am making a 17 bean soup using an organic beef stock at a 1 to 2
ratio with water, using 4 cups ofbroth against 8 cups of water, brought to a boil and then simmering
for two hours. I used some herbs and spices, including curry, crushed peppers and Cerulean Sea salt. I
also added sliced organic carrots and chopped white and purple onions. This recipe uses 2 pounds of
beans and 12 cups of liquid after soaking the beans in water overnight and then rinsing the beans
before combining the ingredients. My idea also includes pan searing an organic NY Strip steak in grape
seed oil and then adding the diced meatto the soup in the second hour of its simmer.

My home smells wonderful and it is an absolutely fabulous December day in the SW suburbs of
Philadelphia. All things considered, I am content today. My life is fabulous most of the time and I am
able to address the shit that comes my way–from enemies and from my own design–whether rooted
in selfishness, fear, insecurity, greed, lust, envy or miscalculation–whatever–I am responsible today
and that is the outstanding aspect of this design for living.

Mylife and my realizations have changed during the course of my lifetime.

Haven’t yours?

Here’s how it works for me.

Every day is an acknowledgement to my mortality and to my gifts, graces, blessings, challenges and
situations. I assess my inventory andI plan my day and therein my life’s course.
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Today is a beautiful day outside Philadelphia.

Now it is 5:37 PM.

The soup is set to “warm” and “resting” on my stove. Ollie is asleep in the hallway behind my desk
chair. My life is good today.

I have notbeen as relaxed as I am today during the course of most of my life. The past decade has
been the “turning point” from discontent and malevolence to contentment, compassion and altruism
in a much better manner than I previously undertook. Coupled with a serious enjoyment for cocaine
usage and sex, I lived a rather hedonist life from a very self-centered posture and a very selfish world
view. I broke some hearts and am heartbroken. My heart remains broken.

The cost for today is the sum of my yesterdays. Howthis “weighs” in my daily living is what matters
and again, is the design for living that I embrace today.

I was born into this world on March 8th., 1951. My mom was a single mom when I was born. I have
been fighting for my life since I was a zygote. During my gestation period, my mom took a series of
injections to dissolve her fetus. These injections were not successful and I did not dissolve. Although I
received the benefit of an over-compensating and loving mother and the youngest son, I have learned
to manage my conceptuality of my life in a better way. My life really is this simple. Whatever this
historic fact bears in my life, within my consciousness or beyond, the fact remains–when I was
gestating in my mother’s womb, she tried to abort my life.

Embracing this life, an older brother and a single working mom with a maid, I went to day camp one
summer and then overnight camp the next summer. That summer, my mom met and married Lou
Pergament.When my mom came to take us home from camp, she surprisedus with her new husband
and our new father and a new home–in a motel in Atlantic City. That was fucked up. I was ten. I was
pissed. “It” gets better.

It’s now 6:38 PM on Friday night, December 4th., 2009.

How are you?

Today is a beautiful day outsidePhiladelphia.

How’d you reply to that last question?

How are you?
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At 15 years of age, I was a Junior in high school and was a Varsity athlete in swimming and crew. I was
a lifeguard during the summer in Atlantic City at the Strand Motel. On October 19th., 1966, I was struck
by a moving vehicle along Pacific Avenue one rainy afternoon and my life changed radically. I spent 4
weeks in traction and 63 days in the hospital and was at home until March, 1967. In August, 1967, I
began to swim again but my rightleg was paralyzed and I suffered dorsal flexor paralysis or perineal
palsy.

I then became really angry.1.

I was required to wear a leg brace to add a spring-loaded ankle device to my shoe in order that I can
walk without tripping over my own foot. The “foot drop” that is symptomatic of this paralysis has
caused me to stumble along the oceanfront while walking along the beach and breaking my toe more
than once. It is easier to walk from Ventnor to Atlantic City than to Margate. Each journey, of course,
requires both directions so I always have the foot dropped against the rising shorefront for half the
journey.

Bell bottoms hit the fashion scene and I tore open my lower legs of my jeans and sewed flags upside-
down into the triangular spaces to make bell bottomed trousers to hide my lower leg brace. I had the
device attached to boots and loafers instead of the traditional black orthopedic shoes. I also used a
cane to help me walk. Grass was becoming popular and the neuropathic benefit for me was obvious
from the first hit. I smoked a lot of grass in my lifetime. I remain in chronic pain today. I do not
embrace the same anger. The design for living that I adopted has helped me manage all my affairs–
perhaps a bit later than desired today–yet adequate to complete my sense of harmony and balance
within my own skin and to allow me the privilege of recognizing the graces and blessings with which I
have beengiven–despite all things and no matter whatIhaddoneorthought. This, again, is
attributable to the world’s greatest mom–mine!AndmyownDNA!!!Ididnotdissolve…

Between 1968 and 1974, I completed my undergraduate studies, got married and became a father. On
Sunday night, October 13th., 1974 at 9 PM, I received a knock on my front door and as I walked down
my front stairs to open the door, it was hydraulically chiseled open and I was face to face with a group
of men with weapons drawn and pointed at me behind an outstretched arm holding a warrant of some
sort. I had been painting in my studio and my daughter and my wife were sitting in the living room,
nursing and watching Kojak. I was in my underpants and had just extinguished the 4th. joint of the day. I
had done a friend a favor on Friday and was set-up by that “favor” to avoid a third drug conviction.
The pot I had given to my friend was divided betweenmy friend and “his cousin” who was not his
cousin. My apartment was “watched” from Friday through Sunday and then a warrant was obtained
and my home was raided and I was arrested for possession and possession with intent to distribute. I
had a quarter pound of pot and a half pound of pot seeds. My nephew had come to visit me on
Saturday and his description was presented as mine on the warrant. I had never left the house since I
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had come home that Friday and the only person the “undercover cops” witnessed after my friend had
left Friday night was my nephew, Greg, arriving at my apartment on Saturday night.

Although this matter ultimately was discharged, the arrest has followed me for my entire life andmy
career path and subsequent life story were altered forever. Shit does happen.Unable to continue as a
student-teacher in the Cinnaminson school district and enduring the post-partum depression and
nervous breakdown of my wife, I resolved to re-establish myself in Miami and to maintain primary
custodial responsibility for my daughter. From 1975–1977, I lived in South Miami and owned and
operated a bi-lingual multi-national advertising agency in Coconut Grove. JEREMY PAYNE ASSOCIATES
was a successful inter-American ad agency and special events consulting firm and my former partner,
Jon Glafke, has continued in the motion picture industry.

In early 1977, I received a telephone call from a friend of mine in Atlantic City. Larry’s daughter,
Heather, attended the same pre-school, Creative Learning, as my daughter, Alethea. Based on that
discussion, I sold my agencyto my partnerand returned to New Jersey to begin a lengthy custody
battle which ended in 1989. By 1990, Alethea and I were living in Lower Chelsea and she was enrolled
in Atlantic City High School. OnFebruary 8, 1990, my mom suffered her last heart attack and by March,
she was at the U of P Hospital in Philadelphia and on April 5th., 1990, my mom died. By July 1st., 1990,
my daughter and I were living in a beautiful home in Key West, Florida and she was enrolled in Key
West High School. Life surely is what happens while we are making other plans…

In September, 1998, a hurricane struck Key West dead on and the island went underwater for three
days. Walking in chest-deep water and carrying my roommate’sbaby, I left my home to stay at a
friend’s house on somewhat higher ground. What began in October, 1998, as a 3-day visit to see my
daughter and my grand-daughter has become this latest segment of my life and the immediately past
decade of life-changing actions. On December 21st., 2000, I began a new step in my life–to live a life
drug-free and responsible, less selfish and more compassionate and far less miserable and better
managed than ever before entertained by me.

I discovered the 12 Step fellowship of Cocaine Anonymous in January, 2001 and joined this fellowship
on Sunday morning, January 14th., 2001 while attending the Sense of Direction home group meeting on
Roosevelt Blvd. in the “Great NE” section of Philadelphia, the city of brotherly love. Iremain an active
member of CA and have been a resident of Pennsylvania since February, 2001.

Perhaps none of this holds your interest or perhaps you see no value in my words.

I am not responsible for your perception; I am responsible for my efforts andwhen I re-examined the
point and purpose of authoring a book, I have come to this point in my journey. Armed with facts,
research and direct experience, I now can offer words to guide others by sharing my life story.
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This is my story. It’s my life.

How are you?

The time for me now is 11:35 PM on Friday night, December 4th., 2009. It is a beautiful day outside
Philadelphia. It is beautiful “on the inside” as well…

How are you?
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Acceptance.

Willingness.

Self-discipline and focused altruism without vested elements.

It now is 6:37 PM and I am the “answerer” for the CA PA-NJ-DE, INC. Area Information Helpline until
midnight. It is snowing where I live. The posture I entertain today and the approach to life by design is
not something I have had more than a decade to experience. I began this specific journey on
12/21/2000 and the point I hold today is not one I had contemplated. Where I reside is not where I
contemplated. The length of time ofmy current residence is the longest segment of “same location” since
my birth. I will be 59 on 3/8/2010. I was born in 1951. Until this moment in time, I never lived more than
8 years anywhere. In the beginning, I was not the determiner of this, was I?

Today is a different story.

I am 58 years of age and I live in the SW suburbs of Philadelphia near the airport and convenient to
many modes of transportation. I rent an apartment in Primos, Pennsylvania and I have a dog named
Ollie, a 7-year-old Shih Tzumale. I am an artist and have been painting since 1972. My first
professional show was in 1974. Some people I know have suggested I write a book. I am trying to do
that now.

How am I doing?

Hahahahahaaaaa.

How come the sky’s blue?

How come?

How comebirds fly and I can’t?

How come?

How come that man called me a Jew?

How come?

How come that man called me a nigger?
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How come?

How come I can’t see a rainbow every day?

How come?

How come?

How come?
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I ad libbed an oatmealcookie recipe and the cookies were a bit dry–not bad taste–cinnamon and
buckwheat flour, eggs, butter, dehydrated sugar cane and salt. They worked visually and were not
sweet. They were healthily edible. DRY…

In the course of the past decade plus–since October, 1998, I have spent the time doing my best to
understand what the hell happened, what I did, what I can correct or adjust, and what I probably should
do nowas what anyone would know to be MY LIFE.

Primary focus is my art–my paintings, my photographs, my drawings and my eccentric pieces of
furniture reconstruction or redesign, and my creative writing in hard copy and online in the virtual venues
available to us.

Writing a book is an ongoing aspect of my life and thischapter is the Fall, 2009, segment.

WELCOME again to my world…

Thiswomanis the mother of my child. When this photo was taken, all I can tell you is how magnificent it was to make love to those eyes.
THINGS CHANGE.
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Between 1990 and 1998, my life was ahurricane. I had 24 different addresses and traveled between
the suburbs of Philadelphia and Key West incessantly and obsessively.

By 1998, my daughter had left me and Key West and traveled to San Antonio, Texas, to stake her claim.
She eventually returned to Southern New Jersey. I have two grand-daughters. One is with her mom. The
other is openly adopted. I have not spoken with my daughterfor too many years. I have as yet not
gotten to visit her or my grand-daughter–the reason I came to the Philadelphia vicinity in late
September, 1998, after Hurricane Georges struck Key West.

I maintain that same objective today.

I manage it differently.
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