
John Locke’s view of the world sees each person as containing innate human 
‘rights’:  The right to own property, our bodies, our labor.  It is the philosophy 
necessary for capitalism, democracy, and modern society- These ideas aided 
bourgeoisie landholders to ‘hire’ feudal peasants off the land into their facto-
ries.  It also allowed young men, and some-times women, to leave the obliga-
tion of their families to seek their fortunes in other lands with opportunities 
and choices.  

Ultimately it allows women and men to choose their own spouses and finally, 
unchoose them in droves in the 1970s.  Locke’s philosophy was the basic re-
quirement for modern individualism.  My brother has been an individual since 
he was a baby.  

The story of the downturn 
of my parents’ marriage, 
has always also been a 
metaphor for the contra-
dictions and social chang-
es of the 1960s and an 
example of the problems 
of liberty.
Like most liberals of their 
era, my mother and fa-
ther believed in the civil 
rights movement.  For 
my dad, an outsider in a 
new country, a movement 
for the rights of African-
Americans seemed to embrace his own 
difference in the US.  He was on a plant 
gathering trip in Alabama when MLK 
was shot.  He shocked and angry to hear 
locals celebrate.  He did not want my 
mother demonstrating with their young 
children.  My mother, who had been ac-
tive in the civil rights movements in col-
lege felt left out.  She was isolated from 
the exciting liberation movement and 
stuck at home.  She had had multiple 
miscarriages then one extra-hyperactive 
son and finally a girl baby (me).  She 
had always wanted children.
My dad’s single-minded obsession with 
his career also contradicted my mom’s 
communitarian values but she lacked 
the confrontational skills to set limits 
or make demands.  My Dad was ex-
perienced in the world, brilliant in his 
work, but from all that I can gather, im-
mature in his relationships; still in need 
of his parents’ and friends approval. I 
don’t think either of them ever ‘got’ the 
other.  My mother’s naive Methodist de-
meanor grew out of progressive mission-
ary roots.  Small details like my mom’s 
deep disdain for smoking or drinking 
soon appeared like backwards parochial-
ism to my aspiringly cosmopolitan dad. 
He allowed his parents’ disdain to color 
his own feelings about my insecure and 
socially awkward mother.  Still, in my 

opinion, his parents’ disapproval, like 
the demands of his career were all as-
pects of another kind of primal self-
ishness: Call it a historical condition. 
Selfishness is not only a value judgment 
here, but a state born out of the condi-
tions of modern individualism, rational 
man, even a type of masculinity.  The 
modern state, demanded of the modern 
citizen a celebration of self.  My dad 
had been a star pupil of the most notori-
ous military High School in Argentina.  
One which produced a generation of 
military dictators. He had left the school 
before graduating and his own intellec-
tual rigor had led him to conceptually 
oppose military culture-- because of 
that resistance, his past had been erased.  
He was a blank slate, working to fit into 
the Scientific Academy with the disci-
pline of a military cadet; Still, he clung 
to vestiges of a hierarchical world:
In particular, he expected to be the pa-
triarch, dominant at home, his word 
taken as law He made huge life deci-
sions, including moving the family to 
follow his career without so much as 
consulting his wife.  He couldn’t under-
stand why his son was disobedient.  
By all reports-- my Mom, raised on the 
gentle vision of my grandparents’ uto-
pian religiosity-- had no idea what his 
problem was…

I think he was trying to get out of the suburbs.  

  
  An escape artist, always in pursuit of new worlds. At 4yrs
 
  old he made it out of the yard along with the dog, and 
  all the way downtown. 

My brother did not bear the constrants of a suburban childhood well--his curi-
ous and unconventional nature would eventually lead his life away from the 
creative destruction of capitalism and towards his own utopian notions of free-
dom.  This conflict between my dad’s liberties, and my extremely hyperactive 
brother’s pursuit of his own, was a significant tension in my parents’ marriage.  

  They were crossing Mass. Ave. when a nice lady saw a four-
  year old & his dog cross the busy street, and called the police.    

 From the time he could walk, he was 
 a creative genius of destruction...



In these years, my father left 
his wife and small kids ages 
two and six for his 24 year-old 
grad student.

Cliché though it might be, 
it must have been a heady 
and romantic experience; To 
choose love & adventure over 
bourgoise ties of marriage and 
chidren. A rising star in his sci-
ence it was to his career advantage to have a wife who 
was beautiful, demure, and conversant in the field.

My step-mom was more willing to 
participate in the demands on a 
faculty spouse than my mother 
ever had been. Five days after 
his divorce was final he 
married Dorothy over her 
own parents’ concerns.

The article for which my dad is most known: 

“Components of Regulation of a Population of Dandelions in Michigan” pictures 
him standing in brown fields of weeds, grass and dandelions. His work proved 
some of Darwin’s basic evolutionary theorems and addressed debates over the 
relation ship between environment & genetics. My dad’s work helped to change 
the study of plants: Botony, once considered a quaint and inconsequential  field, 
moved into the mainstream of modern Biological Sciences in his generation and in 
no small part because of his work.
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 My dad was a plant population geneticist.

  My dad compared domesticated plants to  

  wild genus’which grew in different areas 

  of the country. This experiment soon 

  extended to our family system.  


