
Only my 7 year old brother knew the blunt language needed for 3 year-olds. I 
don’t recall anyone else explaining our condition in these early years. We just 
became ‘divorced’ which would remain a SERIOUS CONDITION in a small, 
Quaker city like Whittier for all the time we lived there.

And we’ll 
all live together at 
Grandma’s House!

  Us kids, in the company 
of our new stepmom 

(also sort of one of the 
kids) were shuttled off 

to a motel, a few  blocks  
away from Grandma’s 

house, on Pickering 
Street.

NO. 
 

Daddy’s NOT 
going to live 

with us 
anymore.

Little girls are natural romantics....
and I had my own interpretation of events: 

 My dad swung through California with his young bride 
on the way home from their honeymoon in Mexico.

Come on, kids.  We’re going 
home to 

Grandma’s.

There were negotiations which I can only imagine:

My dad has always acted as if my mom going home 
to California was a worse betrayal than his marrying 
another woman...I think this is because he tried to con-
vince her to bring us back to Cambridge. 

  

Be reasonable, 
Roberta.  

Come back to 
Cambridge.

My mom would have been stymied by the idea of her going back East after 
the divorce; The divorce wasn’t what she wanted but she was desperately 
glad to be out of the snow, formality and isolation of the east coast. On 
many levels, she was determined 
to leave the cold behind.  

Psst! Don’t worry-
We’re going to be 
flower children, 

now.  



To grandmother’s house we went.

3.DINING ROOM:2.LIVING ROOM: 4.KITCHEN: 5.PLAYROOM:

6. SEWING ROOM: 7.GRANDPA’S BATH  8.GUEST ROOM: 9.GRANDMA’S ROOM:

10.THE STUDY: 11.THE HALLWAY:  12.SWIMMING POOL: 13.TOMATOES:

14.THE PATIO: 15.THE LAWN: 16.BAMBOO: 17.RUBBER TREE:

It was more of a complex; 
a million small places, cultivated but overgrown.

My grandmother’s sacrin smile was reserved for children and adults she found 
boring or slow while with me she read difficult stories and told family secrets. I 
was the favorite child of my grandmother’s eldest.  I knew this was unfair and I 

basked in it.  She saved me.  

1.  THE DART:  This was the family car.  It had taken us all the way 
from the east coast and carried us through the 1970’s.  My mom, my 
brother and I built our family through conversations in this car.  

2.  LIVING ROOM:  My grandparents used the living room as a parlor.  
The grown ups talked politics.  Grandma read to all the kids in this 
room.  We got in trouble for rough housing or making a mess in here-- 
we still did it.

3.  DINING ROOM:  My grandma sat on one end of the long formica table 
drinking earl grey tea, my grandfather sat at the other eating sim-
ple foods-- he would tell me: “When I bite strawberries-- they bite me 
back!”.  

4.  KITCHEN:  The little kids were feed in the narrow yellow formi-
ca kitchen with metal cabinets; away from the adults & politics.  We 
ate lettuce sandwiches, pancakes shaped like bunnies and glass noodles 
which we called ‘Chinese noodles’.

5.  PLAYROOM: My brother’s room when we lived at Grandma’s.  Sometimes 
doubling for my grandma’s classroom with ‘See Jane Run’ books, the toy 
chest, wooden blocks and a lot of legos.  

6.  SEWING ROOM:  My room as a very little girl-- but there was a sew-
ing maching and closet with my mother’s good clothes. My grandmother 
made quilts, her own plaid pants suits, and often the dresses and pants 
I wore to pre-school.  

7.  GRANDPA’S BATHROOM: This bathroom was yellow.  My grandfather used 
his bathroom to treat various ailments, including the snorting of vita-
min C and salt water along with the application of epson salts.  

8.  GRANDMA’S BATHROOM:  This bathroom was blue.  My grandmother kept 
her PABA sun screen here, and taught me to wash my hands thoroughly 
with a scrub brush under my fingernails.  

9.  THE GUEST ROOM:  My grandparents’ kids each came home to live at 
one point or another.  At other times, the needy from the church stayed 
in this room, stored their possessions or took a nap in their extra 
room.

10.  GRANDMA’S ROOM:  My first experience with television and the tele-
phone.  Sitting at my grandmother’s side, I watched Perry Mason.  Sne 
would say that he looked just like Gregory Peck and that my grandfather 
as a young man looked just like Gregory Peck in To Kill a Mockingbird.  

11.  THE STUDY:  Great grandfather White built the backroom to work and 
live in when he was older and moved in with his daughter. It stayed 
Grandfather’s room long after his death when my grandad moved in to it.

12.  THE HALLWAY:  My grandfather was a health theorizer in the tradi-
tion of the popular health activists of the 19th century; He rubbed eb-
sons salts on his calfs and ran up and down this hallway in his efforts 
to promote vitality.  

13.  THE SWIMMING POOL: The pool and backyard was central to us kids’ 
lives.  We were not allowed to swim in the high noon sun or without su-
pervision so we often had to wait impatiently for my grandmother’s af-
ternoon swim at 5:00pm.  We burned easily and fought mightily around 
the pool.  

14.  THE PATIO:  My grandma’s garden was here and we were sometimes 
paid to dig dirt and pull weeds.  We played with ancient metal toys 
which no doubt, narrowly missed taking out our eyes when we loaded them 
with pencils.

15. Bamboo:  An invasive weed which nonetheless seemed romantic, linked 
to our families history in China and had many fine uses in the creation 
of outdoor props, include ten-foot straws  and bamboo swords. 

16. THE LAWN:Saint Augustine grass was wire-y and tough-- my grandpa 
was proud and watchful about this grass. The grass housed bees, clover 
and was good for playing ‘red light, green light’ and ‘Red Rover’.  


