
My first memory is of 
 chasing my dad’s van.  

 
He had already 

 stopped 
 living with us.

 My brother tells me that it was not until after my dad left that they began to bond.   
  Perhaps it was at this moment father and  son began to see himself in the other. 

My brother’s freedom challenged my father’s.  

I was left behind in 
the tall grass.



E.O. Wilson, the author of the classical biological text “Sociobiology” taught in 
my dad’s department at Harvard for most of their mutual careers.  
 
Wilson’s mix of conservative politics and biological determinism became a 
classic case for the critique of science in the women’s movement.  

When I eventually went to college, I took a few classes about feminist theory 
and I learned about this debate. My dad and I rehashed the argument over the 
dinner table during my spring breaks.  

Years later, when I was in grad school, E.O. Wilson spoke at my university 
about the history of socio-biology.  In the lecture he used the fact  that so many 
professors in his department-- the same department my dad spent his career-- 
had left their first wives for their graduate students as evidence of male genetic 
drives directed toward youth.  

 
After the divorce, we threw our stuff in the Dodge station wagon. 
Along with me, my brother and Oscar our mean little dachsunt my 
mom drove us to California. 

My mom tells me that because she was moving to California, the judge in 
Michigan granted her a speeded up divorce decree.  Moving back to Califor-
nia, her family, good weather and a world she recognized was the one bright 
spot in what was a devastating event in my mother’s life.  When my parents 
moved to opposite sides of the country, their choices became a defining con-
dition throughout my life. It is my persistent condition; split between here 
and there. Boston and California.  


