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An Economist Intelligence Unit (EIU) report  
 
sponsored by IKEA US shows that the American  
 
Dream, which was once outlined by owning a home  
 
with a ‘white picket fence,’ having a comfortable  
 
amount of money, and ‘keeping up with the  
 
Joneses,’ is now transitioning into ‘living life on one’s  
 
own terms*.’ The new dream is defined by quality of  
 
life experiences; 57% of Americans say the dream is  
 
more about quality of life, as opposed to 20% citing  
 
material possessions. More than half (57%) cited  
 
spending time with family and friends as the way  
 
they are currently living the American Dream. 
 
The EIU report also shows that Americans continue  
 



to believe in the value of hard work to achieve  
 
success, but the measurement of this success is  
 
now based on one’s personal goals, not necessarily  
 
those set by society.  
 
 
•65% believe ‘the American Dream’ is more personal  
 
today, less about society’s goals 
 
•76% believe the expression of the American Dream  
 
is as diverse as the people in America  
 
 
•72% of Americans believe they are in some way  
 
living the American dream today, while 76% think  
 
the dream is a journey and not an end goal  
 
 
 

 



 

Over the past decade, an abundance of psychology  

research has shown that experiences bring people 

more happiness than do possessions. The idea that 

experiential purchases are more satisfying than 

material purchases has long been the domain of 

Cornell psychology professor Thomas Gilovich. 

Since 2003, he has been trying to figure out exactly 

how and why experiential purchases are so much 

better than material purchases. In the 

journal Psychological Science, Gilovich and 

Killingsworth, along with Cornell doctoral 

candidate Amit Kumar, expanded on the current 

http://psych.cornell.edu/people/thomas-gilovich
http://pss.sagepub.com/content/early/2014/08/21/0956797614546556.abstract?rss=1#aff-1
http://psych.cornell.edu/people/amit-kumar


understanding that spending money on experiences 

"provides more enduring happiness." They looked 

specifically at anticipation as a driver of that 

happiness; whether the benefit of spending money 

on an experience increases before the purchase has 

been made, in addition to after. And, yes, it does. 

Essentially, when you can't live in a moment, they 

say, it's best to live in anticipation of an experience. 

Experiential purchases like trips, concerts, movies, 

etcetera, tend to undermine material purchases 

because the excitement of acquiring an experience 

really starts generating before you get it. Waiting for 

an experience apparently elicits more happiness and 

eagerness than waiting for a material good. By 



contrast, waiting for a possession is more likely 

fraught with impatience than anticipation. "You can 

think about waiting for a delicious meal at a nice 

restaurant or looking forward to a vacation, and how 

different that feels from waiting for, say, your pre-

ordered iPhone to arrive. Or when the two-day 

shipping on Amazon Prime doesn’t seem fast 

enough." 

Experiential purchases are also more associated  

with identity, connection, and social behavior.  

Looking back on purchases made, experiences  

make people happier than do possessions. It's kind  

of counter to the logic that if you pay for an  

experience, like a vacation, it will be over and gone;  

but if you buy a tangible thing, a couch, at least you'll  



have it for a long time. Even a bad experience  

becomes a good story. 
 

 
Many times, when we look back, those experiences 
were not exactly as they did happen but an illusion 
of what we wanted them to be happening. That 
preserves our memories in a positive way, while 
filtering those bitter moments and exulting those 
good ones. 

“Memory’s flexibility is useful to us, but it  

creates distortions and illusions,” says Schacter, the  

William R. Kenan Jr. Professor of Psychology. “If  

memory is set up to use the past to imagine the  

future, its flexibility creates a vulnerability — a risk of  

confusing imagination with reality.” 

 

 Schacter argues that the time machine  

of the brain is really a virtual reality simulator.  

 

Our memories are designed to flexibly imagine the  

future, Schacter says, but not to record the past  

verbatim — so they are inherently prone to  



predictable errors, which experiments reveal. 

 

Misremembering happens to us all the time,  

Schacter says, because our minds rely on patterns  

to reconstruct memories — and the patterns often  

lead us astray.  

Our memories are also biased by our emotions. 

 

“Positivity bias” is an example of such a memory  

distortion. Since we have a tendency to remember  

emotionally charged events, our memories are  

crowded more with emotional events than with  

ordinary things from our daily lives — and these tend  

to be biased toward the positive, while negative  

memories slip away. In a recent study with  

postdoctoral researcher Karl Szpunar, Schacter  

showed that when people are asked to imagine  

positive, negative, and neutral future scenarios, they  

forget the negative ones faster than the others. That  

http://karlszpunar.com/Karl_Szpunar_Webpage/Karl_Szpunars_homepage.html


study, subtitled “Remembering a Rosy Future,” was  

published in the journal Psychological Science in  

January. 

 

We remember the emotional moments, the fun  

or scary or sexy ones, and forget  

 

Memory is inherently constructive, Schacter says:  

We remember by rebuilding the past from bits and  

pieces — and the same ability helps us imagine the  

future. The hippocampus, long considered the seat  

of memory in the brain, Schacter posits, is actually a  

“simulator” — the part of the brain responsible for  

creating movies in the mind, whether they are  

memories of yesterday, plans for tomorrow, or  

imaginings from a book or an article we read. In all  

cases, our minds draw from a store of memory  

details to build episodes. 

 

http://pss.sagepub.com/content/23/1/24.short


 
"Life exists only at this very moment, and in this  
 
moment it is infinite and eternal. For the present  
 
moment is infinitely small; before we can measure it,  
 
it has gone, and yet it exists forever. . .  
 
The internet allows us to preserve some of our  
 
memories by uploading photos onto our Instagram  
 
accounts, retaining videos of our adventures on  
 
YouTube, and keeping full-length conversations on  
 
our Gmail accounts. Facebook reminds us what  
 
were we doing on that precise day 3, 4, 5 years  
 
ago by posting our own pictures as a reminder.  
 
Now, what if we could upload all of our memories  
 
online – every meeting, every action, every  
 
decision?  



 
What if we could upload our brain – the compass of  
 
our thoughts and emotions – online? 
 
  
Many times on Shabbat afternoon, I like to play a 

game. My game is called  “The Unfrozen 

Photograph” I like to “unfroze a photograph” Have 

you ever done that? Let’s play the game.  

 

Let me show you this. This is just a picture. It might 

not “speak” to you. But I have been named after two 

women that are posing in this picture. My great-

grandmother Hannah and my great aunt Leah. 

Judging by it sepia color and by the fact that no one 



is smiling, it’s probably an old one. And yes it is. 

Circa 1910. 

What if I unfroze this photo and let it talk many years 

later?  

 

What do you see? How many secrets are hidden 

behind? How many visions became reality and how 

many dreams were doomed in the unfulfilled file? 

While my mom was hospitalized from January till 

April 2016, I sat for countless hours and next to her. 

She helped me unfroze hundreds of pictures that 

recall multiple stories of life and death, beautiful 

memories. My mom was the last one in her 



generation and that was my opportunity to 

reconstruct memories. I wrote each name in the 

back of the photographs and rebuild my family 

album. The ones who stayed in Europe and the 

ones who emigrated to Argentina. The first Rosh 

HaShannah or Passover Seder in Buenos Aires, 

aunts and uncles, cousins and friends, all there…in 

those pictures.  

Next to my mom’s dying bed, I felt that many came 

alive again. She brought them back. 

I felt the piercing presence of the absence. And 

mami was dying. 

Mami walked me for a long time, the first steps, the 

first training wheels of the bike, the first big decision 



(and many more afterwards), the first call on my 

birthdays...a firm walk, with elegance, confidence, 

dignity, always sealed with a Shem Tov, a good 

name. Then,she became fragile and because she 

refuse to let the high heels go, her balance was not 

good so I started walking her, holding hands, trying 

to find the perfect equilibrium.  

I miss and will miss the daily call/s that would always 

start by saying "Hannaleh, I was just thinking of 

you", apparently she was always thinking of me.  

That's the piercing presence of the absence.  

 

 



Bradly Artson states: "Just as light can only be seen 

when it bounces off a physical object, so too 

holiness (kedushah) can only be shared and 

encountered when it is embodied relational 

structures" We treasure those moments of holiness 

in life by making the ordinary become extraordinary 

sanctifying the present as a gift, that’s how we 

renew every day. 

That pain instill by loss, oddly, also teaches 

gratitude.  

Let me share a personal experience.  

I left my home in the suburbs of Buenos Aires the 

day I got married, on March 4th 1990, over 26 years 

ago. It was one of the most joyous occasions of my 



life. My dad and my mom walked me to the huppah 

where I started a beautiful journey along with my 

best friend, my husband.  

I left a home where around the kitchen table, for 

many  years my family laughed a lot. We shared our 

secrets, we celebrated success, we studied piles of 

books of medicine, of course! And those books 

adorned that kitchen, that desk, that table. We lit 

Shabbat candles, put money in the tzedakah box for 

the KKL (JNF), we sorted samples of pharmaceutical 

companies to distribute to the poor every Sunday 

and we introduced our boyfriend (s) and girlfriends… 

(candidates needed to be approved, first by my 

Zeide (grandfather), then Papi (dad) and after being 



scrutinized, Mami (mom) gave the final OK 

(sometimes...)  

Once married, it was around that same table that my 

brothers and I announced the coming of 

grandchildren. That was the time when my parents 

decided it was the greatest opportunity to slow 

down, think of retirement and follow us (actually the 

grandchildren) all over the world. No birthday party, 

talent show, endless dance recital, special award, 

Bnai mitzvah or graduation have ever been missed. 

Papi & Mami were ALWAYS present, ALWAYS.  

There are some people who could live 

geographically close and be distant and there are 

others in which distance is only an opportunity to 



become even closer and enjoy the real important 

moments of life.  

Fast-forwarding to April 25 2016, I went back to my 

childhood’s residence, the geographical and the 

emotional. To say good bye to my mom. When my 

mom died on April 24th 2016, my dad died with her. It 

is true that my dad passed away on June 21 2013 

but my mom kept him so alive that he was always 

present as long as she lived.   

Back in Buenos Aires, as I walked through the 

familiar streets that know my steps and saw me 

grow, memories and tears embraced my soul. I 

walked to the hospital where both my parents were 

treated like royalty (both died not only in the same 



hospital they helped founded, they also died in the 

same room...). I brought some gifts to the doctors, 

nurses and other staff and thanked them for their 

compassion, love, dedication and professional 

expertise and left, knowing that probably after so 

many times this will be my last visit. 

I strolled many more streets that smelled infancy.  

I went to my day school and my Shul and I said 

good bye and thank them for years of fun and 

learning, and mostly for planting strong Zionist roots 

that matched my parents love for Israel.  

Back home, packed letters, our daughters' first small 

shoes, a Siddur with a dried orchid inside, pictures, 

pictures, pictures, thousands of pictures. I packed 



my zeide's cane, that my dad and mom used later in 

life.  

I closed each closet, smelled each smell, cried each 

cry, closed windows and curtains. Kissed the clothes 

that would be donated, turned off the lights, 

unplugged the phone and with an aching heart and a 

absolute confused mind, as if I'm leaving in a 

complete different dimension with an out of body 

experience, I kissed the mezuzah one more time, 

probably for the last time and left. 

I left behind the keys of my early years… 

How do you pack your childhood and teen age years 

in 2 suitcases?  



 

At the Delta counter, Ezeiza Airport, my 2 pieces of 

luggage were overweight, the airline employee at 

the desk the looked at me and said: " you will be 

have to pay the difference" and I responded " how 

do you put a price to values that are priceless". She 

asked me what was I carrying and I said "my 

childhood, now that both mom and dad are gone, I 

can only carry my childhood alone". She also cried 

and let me go (without paying).  

Avinu She BaShamayim U’BAretz, God in Heavens 

and Earth. As we rise to recite Yizkor, may the 

memories of the people we love be treasured as a 

gift of their passing throughout our lives, may the 



impact they have made be inscribed in our heart, 

minds, souls and actions.  

Gracias Mami y Papi por todo, simplemente por 

todo. Los extraño (sobre todo el llamado de todos 

los días) Los amo. Jánele. 

Please raise for Yizkor. 

 

 

 


