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I grew up in the 1950s, with a mother whose expectations for me didn't go beyond wanting to be a good girl. She urged me to get a college degree in education in case, god forbid, I ever had to go to work. On the way, I was supposed to meet and marry a professional man from a nice Jewish family, have
a couple of kids, and end up in a beautiful house on the outskirts of New Jersey. My mother was a good woman, but her dreams for me were based on her own. I couldn't tell her that in my fantasy life I was anything but a good girl, or that I dreamed of a life of drama and adventure. Oh, what mother never
knew! But still eager to please, and maybe afraid to try something else, I went to college and got a degree in education. Before graduation, I met and married a young lawyer. When I was twenty-five, I had two children and lived on a ranch on a cul-de-sac in suburban New Jersey. My mother was very
happy. Sixteen years of writing saved me and my marriage. But in the mid-1970s, all the rules changed. I was thirty-seven at the time. Like Jennie, maurice sendaka's dog heroine with Higglety, Pigglety Pop! who believed there must be more to life than having everything I've had behind my experience.
I've never been alone. I longed to taste freedom and adventure, I longed to find out what was there and write about it. So in 1975, I left my marriage and went out with my kids to find out what I'd lost. For all three of us, the journey was difficult and sometimes painful. What I've learned would fill a book I
haven't written yet, and maybe never will. Instead, a year later, when I sat down to start a new book, the story that came reming up was about what happens to suburban New Jersey marriage one summer when a woman named Sandy Pressman begins to question her choices and put into her
imagination. No, I'm not Sandy, even though many of the details of her life come from my exotic illnesses, her failures on the golf course, her fantasies. And I've never been married to Norman, but I've known a lot of guys like him. It took me three months to find a voice to tell Sandy's story. Three months
stuffing my face with doughnuts because I rented a small office above a doughnut shop in Los Alamos, New Mexico (don't ask how I ended up there). Every day when my kids were at school, I would go to the office to write. Every day, the smell of freshly baked doughnuts floated up there, smouthing my
mouth. After three months and who knows how many glazed doughnuts, I gave up my office and moved home to write a book. When I look at that book today, I can't believe how fearless I was in my writing. I mean, all those sexual fantasies and escapades! Maybe I just didn't know enough to be scared.
Maybe I didn't care what anyone thought. I just remember it burning inside, the need get to get story on paper. After all, I was raised like Sandy. I still identify with her. If I sat down to write Wifey now I wonder if I could let go as I did then. I'm not so filled with anxiety today (anxiety is good for writers). I'm as
satisfied as I've ever been (satisfaction is bad for writers), although I can always come up with something to worry about. When the woman was extradited, it caused a stir. In the meantime, I have written and published thirteen books for young readers. Some people thought Wifey was going to end my
career. Some congratulated me on finally writing a real book. Some were angry that I didn't use a pseudonym, others that I even had such thoughts. People magazine took a picture of me in a lace teddy bear. Headline read, Jaclyn Susann's next children's page | 1 | 2 | Wifey First editionAuthorJudy
BlumeCountryUnited StatesLanguageEnglishPublisherPutnamPublication date1978Media typePrintPages288 ppISBN0-399-1 12241-9OCLC3843199Dewey Decimal813/.5/4LC ClassPZ4.B65748 Wi 1978 PS3552. L843 Wifey is a 1978 American novel written by Judy Blume. Plot Story follows the life of a
bored 1970s New Jersey housewife, Sandy Pressman, who decides to revive her life by having an extramarital affair with an old high school boyfriend. This decision is complicated when she accidentally discovers evidence that her husband might be having a long-term affair. Somewhat symbolic of the
period of open marriage and various mores, this was blume's first novel to directly address adult lives and sexuality. [1] Author's Commentary My first novel for adult readers! Funny and baaad, Sandy Pressman was raised to lead a Fifties life. Know... grow up, get a college degree in case, god forbid,
sometimes you have to go to work, get married well, have kids and . . . That's the problem... and what??? For Sandy, it's summer when she starts questioning her choices and giving in to her fantasies. When Wifey was published some people thought I would never write another book for kids, some
thought I had written a real book at last, some were angry that I didn't use a pseudonym, others that I even had such thoughts! Plus, I heard from old lovers. And those who wanted to be. [2] Reference ^ Maynard, Joyce (1978-12-03). Coming of age with Judy Blume. The New York Times. ^ Judy Blume.
Wife. Judyblume.com. External links judy blume's website this article about a young adult novel of the 1970's stump. You can help Wikipedia by expanding it.vteSee's guidelines for writing about novels. Further suggestions can be found on the discussion page of the article. This article about the erotic
novel of the seventies is too brief or does not contain important information. You can help Wikipedia by expanding it.vteSee's guidelines for writing about novels. Further suggestions can be found on the discussion page of the article. Retrieved from © 1996-2014, Amazon.com, Inc. or its affiliate Wifey is
tired of chicken in the middle and sex on Saturdays. This morning a mysterious motorcycle flasher revealed himself wifey and brought her frustrations into a firm focus! The wife sees her wildest fantasies as she flies, and Wifey has an itchy - and uncontrollable - urge to catch up! Genre: General Fiction
Similar books by other authorsBaby ProofEmily GiffinThe Gypsy TearoomNicky PellegrinoVyoch classmaeve BinchyThe Bean Trees (Turtle, Book 1) Barbara Kingsolver Used availability for Judy Blume's wife Oh, sweet heaven baby crocus, where do I start? Let's start here. I'm not really leaving anything
on the table for this one, so buyers beware. I'm going to screw it up. I finished this book this afternoon and disappointed to say the least. My hunch is that this book had its heyday when it was released and wasn't really meant to endure the test of time. Sandy Pressman is a wife and mother of two, around
1970. The expectations of her life are what you'd expect from a white suburb in this ti Oh, sweet heaven baby crocus, where do I start? Let's start here. I'm not really leaving anything on the table for this one, so buyers beware. I'm going to screw it up. I finished this book this afternoon and disappointed to
say the least. My hunch is that this book had its heyday when it was released and wasn't really meant to endure the test of time. Sandy Pressman is a wife and mother of two, around 1970. The expectations of her life are what you would expect from a white suburb at the moment - and she has lived up to
those expectations. She married a hard-employed guy, they had a couple of kids, they live in three bedrooms, she has a dinner schedule. Roast stew on Thursday, don't forget. Sandy is discontent, to say the least. The source of her dissatisfaction seems to be her husband Norman, who performs a
specific role in their relationship and nothing more. He's the breadwinner. Sandy may want more of her life, but it's not until a strange morning visitor on the lawn performs the lewd act that she's plucked from the haze of discontent. . This event seems to be the catalyst for the answer that Sandy didn't know
she was looking for – what she needs more, ostensibly, is sex. This is where it starts... and for me, where it ends. We're not a chapter in this book, and I'm sure what we're going to find is that what Sandy really needs is an emotional connection, and that we're going to wade through a story - maybe a
sickening story, I'm never afraid of them - someone who may or may not find what she's looking for. This isn't the story. I'm not sure what this story was, and frankly wondering if I'm just too stupid to get it because I'm in the minority on this – people may not love it, but they found value in it. As far as I'm at
it, I've found it a colossal waste of time. So much so that I'd like to talk about it for a second. Sandy, after being shocked by the act on the lawn and the fact that she saw another mans erection that is not her husband, begins spiraling into fantasy land. Sometimes they just carry these sexual fantasies up
to their conclusions in their head, sometimes the real life encounters that they get into are less than fantastic. I think it should be funny, but to me, they're everything but funny. First, there's meeting her drunken brother-in-law, who is perhaps feeling a little insecure about his life with his wife, her sister. She
defends his advances on a wild party at first, but basically capitulates when she realizes that she's really a little excited despite the fact that she's not really attracted to her brother-in-law, and really, he hasn't really paid attention to her half-hearted protests, and it also feels so good, so why not? Before she
really had a chance to find out all the consequences for herself, it was so good that she had such a good time that they were laughing towards the end... only to find out that her brother-in-law is immediately sobbing and remorseful. And that's the way it goes. Here's my problem with this and a couple of
other fantasy scenes done through. It's just an act. There is no moment of attraction, there is not a moment to think about what she wants, or what the consequences are, or even what would follow, there is no emotion or realization about what she lacks in her life – Sandy basically gives up any power as
a character when she can't think of a part that feels good – and it's so incredibly frustrating because she actually has a regular sex life with her husband in which he finds completion, even if he finds it boring and emotionless. What am I up to here? My view is that this is not a character who gets stuck at
the moment experiencing things in his life that he didn't think previously possible, he's someone who is portrayed as a weak moral character with a complete lack of judgment. As much as she hates being emotionally immature in her own story, she's really emotionally immature. Could it be forgiven? Sure!
If she found a semblance of emotional growth in the rest of the story. But instead, it goes down like this. Sandy screws her brother-in-law, fantasizes about screwing a plumber and a cabana boy, meets her husband's friends for dinner and an X-rated movie with bonus time afterspeakers (she can't keep
an erection however, and it too has to be funny (?) ... but I just can't get past the part where she again gets into a situation where she protests and quickly submits after a nudge or two), is suggested by a married man and a child caddy (seriously, she is suddenly the most sought after woman in the tri-
state area) and finally begins the real matter with an old fling who is also married children, and expects this lightening relationship to turn into a real commitment. For the first time experiencing tenderness and cuddling in afterglow, and it does not swell. When it doesn't work for every reason that you knew
she wouldn't, (she loves her wife, she can't leave her family, why can't they have this relationship on her side?), she realizes her kids don't need her like they used to, she doesn't have a place in her husband's interests in golf and tennis and ambitious attempts and getting her to fit into her country club and
she finds out that she somehow got gonorrhea. The last one was probably a mistake that married schlep, which showed her tenderness, spent a lot of time tendering other women in front of her, I understood. At this point, Sandy considers it a suicide. I think this is where I should be compassionate, but I



really hate everyone in this book now and can't get any sympathy. I hate that Sandy is stupid, that she betrayed her sister, that she can't figure out a healthy way out of her life, that she can't find a hobby, that she lives in fear and is a victim while knowingly hurting her husband. I hate that her husband is a
jerk, that he ignores her multiple cries for help, that he hit her when he finds out about her intrusions. But most of all, I hate the way the book was treated. I don't like how everyone is an emotionless robot about real issues and at the last minute, Blume throws in a twist with Norman's secret good deed in
an attempt to show that he has feelings that brings Sandy and Norman into a space where they can talk I hate that this book is full of unaddressed racism, treated as randomly as dinner conversations. I hate that if it's a book about women who are stuck in their elections, why Sandy and Norm stay
together, but Sandy has not a shred of remorse for her actions and seems to remain because there is no other option. In the introduction, Judy Blume explains that she left her marriage and took her two children away and sat down after being the bestselling author of children and wrote this book. While
she says that this story is not a representation of her own story, I have to wonder what the purpose of this particular book is – it exudes bitterness, discontent and not a single sound of choice. It seems strange to me that a woman who made her way to leave an unhappy place would write a book with such
a devastating conclusion. In the end, Sandy finds no satisfaction, finds some kind of compromise on what Norman is willing to do in their sex life. Ugh. * shakes off frustration * ... More... More
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