
Dana Berenzon

Contento de Semrik

Snakes & Ladders 
on the Way Home

I Am Life’s Creation
Not a Victim of Circumstances



Dana Berenzon

Snakes & Ladders on the Way Home

Senior Editors & Producers: Contento de Semrik 
Translator: Baruch Gefen  

Editor: Ruth Ramot 
Proofreading: Baruch Benatar 

Design: Hagay Giller and Liliya Lev Ari 
Cover design: Naama Nehushtai 

Copyright © 2014 by Contento de Semrik

 and Dana Berenzon 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be 
 translated, reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or 

transmitted, in any form or by any means, 
 electronic, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without prior 

permission in writing from the author and publisher. 

ISBN: 978-965-550-3340 

International sole distributor: 

Contento de Semrik

22 Isserles Street, 67014 Tel Aviv, Israel

Semrik10@gmail.com

www.Semrik.com

Printed in Israel





Table of Contents

Introduction .....................................................................................................................7

The War Ends, the Coaching Starts ...............................................................10

The Questionnaire .................................................................................................. 20

The Gremlin ................................................................................................................. 25

The Champion ........................................................................................................... 28

Perspectives ..................................................................................................................38

I was Kicked Out of School ................................................................................ 46

Preparing for the First Lecture ......................................................................... 52

The Mirror ..................................................................................................................... 68

The Inner Child ........................................................................................................... 71

The Shrink ..................................................................................................................... 85

Flashback ....................................................................................................................... 90

The First Lecture ....................................................................................................... 96

I Ran into Him .......................................................................................................... 123

A Desperate Attempt at Normalcy .............................................................126

A Rapist Escaped .................................................................................................... 132

Physical Contact .....................................................................................................142

The Last Place on Earth I Thought I’d Run into Any of Them ..152

Relationships ............................................................................................................. 155

Anger .............................................................................................................................. 183



A Meeting with One of Them Which I Initiated .................................188

I Said: “Rape” .............................................................................................................200

The President and A ............................................................................................. 217

Forgiveness ................................................................................................................221

On the Way to My Book ....................................................................................227

Charge Sheet ............................................................................................................242

Letting Go ...................................................................................................................246

Farewell to the Animals ..................................................................................... 256

War ...................................................................................................................................267

Farewell to a Dead Body ...................................................................................281

Now What? .................................................................................................................293

An Acknowledgment ......................................................................................... 300





Dana Berenzon  |  7

Introduction

Fragments.
My life is nothing but fragments.
Long have I been collecting the fragments, not knowing where 

to place them. I was not even sure that a person will ever be 
found who can put them back together again.
They were buried for so long.
I was not sure they or I can even be revived.
Before I could put my fragments together or decide on the 

type of glue I should use, I had to first make peace with the 
incident that shattered me. At least I had to be willing to look at 
the fragments I’d collected, but kept hidden away and denied, 
avoiding pain.
I must dig out all the fragments, touch each and every one 

of them, then put them back into place, hoping that they will 
merge and hold.
This task sounded theoretically difficult and practically 

impossible.
One of the things that gave me strength to start the assemblage 

was the thought that either I would blow up the process or that 
my coach, Rafael, would give up hope and quit.
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A dumb thought I know, but that’s how my life was until 
then. I assumed responsibility for nothing. Every obstacle I 
encountered sucked me right back. People around me gave up 
on me and the obstacles I created.
I gave up on me.
There was no reason to believe it would be different this time, 

but there was great hope.
I wanted life to surprise me.
I started the coaching process knowing: It was now or never.
I had no strength, no ideas, nothing.
I just kept whispering to myself: “I will not live like a victim 

anymore. I want more than to just survive. I want to live life to 
its fullest. I want to feel. I want to breathe.“
I started the quest for my innermost essence exactly 18 

months ago. It was a mad, hard, painful, sad, happy, loving, 
and supportive voyage. It was a whirlwind of frustratingly wild 
emotions of madness, pain, hardship, and sadness, but it was a 
happy, loving, and supportive voyage.
This book is part of my healing process. I am writing it to set 

me free, let go, and reveal my secret. I am no longer ashamed 
of my secret. It no longer defines me.
I hope the story of my voyage will encourage others to follow 

their quests. Many have already bought a ticket and packed their 
bags, and the only thing that is missing is the decision to start 
marching. I hope that by breaking my silence, I’ll help others to 
find strength to make their voices heard, to reclaim their lives.
I am going to scream.
I am going to expose.
I am going.
I am readier than I ever was.
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I will shut up no more.
I want others to break their silence too.
We did nothing wrong. It is not our fault.
I am not a victim of circumstances.
I am life’s creation.
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The War Ends,  
the Coaching Starts

The Second Lebanon War ended.
I’m alive. I survived.
In my wildest dreams, I never imagined that the realization that I 

want to live would dawn on me under such horrid circumstances.
It was the first time that death chased me, not the other way 

around.
During that war, I had to collect my strength and all of my 

beliefs, goals, and dreams over and over again. Every day, I had 
to get out of my house and go to work in the mini-zoo.
Every morning I’d bid my dogs and parents good-bye because 

I was not certain I’d be back.
Lots of friends and family members called to tell me, that with 

all due respect to the animals, they are only animals and it was 
time I left them in Kfar Giladi and moved to central Israel. I 
could not make them understand that I would never leave those 
animals. I was unable to explain that these animals were my 


