
As my mom looked for work, she needed both her kids taken care of during the 
day. I was placed in full-time pre-school along with Traci.  My mom dropped me 
off and my aunt Laura picked us up.  In preschool, Traci and I schemed.  While 
I imagined great capers, Traci got into trouble.  The best was what I will call the 
‘great guppy caper’.  It’s possible this was the moment our pre-school teachers, 
even our parents decided it was a good idea to separate us.  

I want a pet TOAD! 

Guppies turn into TOADS!  
like...like...like...

I want a TOAD!  

It’ll follow me 
around like a dog!

We were each lonely little girls 
in our own way.  

Grandma had read us “The Wind in the Willows”.  Who knows?  Perhaps we were 
enamoured of Toad and his friends, Toad Hall and 
their adventures. Well...I’m not 

sure...

She’s fine.  

I don’t t
hink 

you should hit 

Traci.

Traci!  That’s 
not ladylike.  

Hey, Heide.  

How’s Grandma? Yeah. 
You’re

proba
bly rig

ht.

Can 
I go to Traci’s

tomorrow?

Mom?  
Why is everyone 
mean to Traci?

We’ll see, Sweetie.  
It looks your brother’s going 

back to the therapist.

After pre-school I sometimes went home with Traci. For the many hours we spent 
together, my cousins were a mystery to me; strapping big kids, handsome, athletic 
and kind: to me.  To each other, and often to Traci-- they could be nothing less 
than brutal.  If my brother could be described as a Lockean exemplar, my cousins 
were ‘the war of all against all’--A Hobbsian Universe.  

The conservative philosopher Hobbes describes a world which needs a central au-
thority, a society without this was like a body without a head.  Society, according 
to Hobbes, needs a king, a Pope or a God.  Without a central organizing authority 
society could not stand, became sick and fought itself.  Hobbes, like the liberal phi-
losopher Locke has some truth to his thesis.  My strong, hyperactive cousins needed 
a head to their kingdom.  Our parents were off finding themselves, I think; be it as 
free wheeling Republicans, unchained from Protestant self-effacement or as feminist 
divorceés experimenting with sexual freedom and encounter groups. When battles 
insued at Traci’s house I was sent home early.  Endowed with the selfishness of chil-
dren-- I felt left out.  With Traci barring the door to her room against an onslaught of 
punches and chase scenes I felt as if I was the one being punished.      

When we were ultimately sent to different pre-schools, our seperation seemed like a 
great injustice to me. An unnecessary show of power against the weak.  At the time 
I worried Traci just thought I was slowing her down. Looking back I realize she had 
good reason to keep on running.


