
What’s wrong 
money? Now, that 

sounds un-American! 

Let me explain....
...War is an irrational 

expression of outdated 
human needs......what this 

President Nixon...Vietnam is 
.........we have all these young 
boys dying.......Americans are 

moved to say that it is 
wrong for Mr. Nixon to...... 

continue...

Oh, Mother.  
Don’t be naive.  

Well-- I teach my 
kids the truth...about 
capitalism...This war

is about money! 
Oh...Roberta.  You
worry too much...  

For heaven’s sake, 
Joe, do be quiet.  Now 

when I was young they said 
that the world would end 

because of the chemical gas...
and we’re all still here.Missy..do you kids 

need a snack?    

How do I explain the contingent relations between all my relatives; my mother, her 
sister-in-law and finally my mother and her closest brother? My cousins lived six 
blocks away in a bigger house with different politics.  When the kids came over 
the grown ups always sat in the living room.  My uncle and grandfather each gifted 
with booming bass voices could be loud, but my grandpa was by nature a gentle if 
long winded man so I do not remember them being angry although we knew well 
they often disagreed. Good natured and boisterous my uncle’s personality seemed 
almost too large to fit in the small, self deprecating home of his parents.  It was 
a great scandal to my mother that her brother—closest in age and her childhood 
companion--was a Republican, more influenced by his friends in Whittier than by 
his parents’ progressive values.  I suspect my grandmother was more concerned 
about her son’s smoking and expansive procreation than his politics. I also fear 
however unjustly that my uncle’s wife, my aunt was laid blame for these less 
pardonable faults. They had a few specific ideas about families.  

When we first got to town, we were just a 
few more lost kids in the still growing ex-
tended family that were ‘the cousins’—there 
would be fifteen all told.  A number inflated 
by my uncle’s eight. All the kids who were 
the same age were assigned each others’ 
‘best friend’. Traci was my best friend.  I 
loved her desperately from the minute I first 
saw her. Traci was already beautiful like 
her mother and as hyperactive as any of the 
boys. She was the least girly-girl I had ever 
met and for most of my years in Whittier I 
harbored an imagination of Traci as a great 
adventurer trying to escape from the small, 

Go on sweetheart...  
You girls are going to be 

bestfriends!

stultifying worlds of married women and motherhood evident everywhere we looked 
in Whittier.  Scrappy, always in trouble, she was at times my very loving closest con-
fident and other times utterly indifferent.  Her path would diverge dramatically from 
mine, but this did not seem so obvious in that moment we first saw each. 
Later in his life my uncle explained his differing life path to my mother-- in this same 

sitting room. He had hitched his wagon to childhood friends instead of his parents 
from whom he became alienated after the traumatic death of a childhood friend. These 
friends heard his troubles and gave him comfort in the place of his stoic parents. Like 
Richard Nixon, Whittier’s hometown boy, he was a Republican convert and became 
a staid member of the Whittier Chamber of Commerce.  My mom showed her disap-
proval of small town conservatism with many acts of discrete disobedience; a peace 
pendant, a continued allegiance to her ex-husbands’ atheist tenets and a fanatical com-
mitment to family planning. It didn’t occur to her, as it did to me at the time that this 
could be understood an existential critique of her brother’s children and at times, even 
her own.  


