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I'm old.  
 
I'm covered with wrinkles and spots.  When you see a spot floating in the air, you can be 
sure it's heading for me.` 

 When I'm cross country skiing with our dog on a long leash, and this enthusiastic dog 
pulls me over, I have to lie in the snow for a couple of minutes so I can figure out how to 
get up.. And brooks. No more jumping from rock to rock. I wade through them and just 
get wet:  

 
But old is good, too. If you're looking for history, the older the better. You're really in luck if 
your grandparents are alive and talking. And you're in luck if your parents had gotten old 
themselves before you were born.  The older they are, the more	  history they carry. 

 
My parents were born in the 1890s, just in time to share in the wave of optimism which 
washed over so many Americans in those dozen or so years before the First World War. 
All society's problems would soon yield to science, engineering, and universal education. 
Women graduating from the vigorous new women's colleges both private and public – 
and the growing girls who admired such women -- believed that they would soon be able 
to do anything, ANYTHING that men could do.   

 
In my mother's family, these expectations were reinforced by her family's centuries-old 
Quaker beliefs:  Every human being carries "that of God" within them; everyone can be 
expected to act accordingly.  … 

 
For my mother, not even the destruction in France and the Low Countries excused her 
from the expectation that goodness and mercy would eventually win out.  For my father, a 
newly minted physician sent straight to the front at Chatheau-Tierry, such expectations 
quickly became muddled in the realities of war:  He witnessed the slaughter from his dug-
out triage stations on the front, then tended the wounded and dying in a slightly safer base 
hospital; and finally, as a translator for French and German diplomats at Versailles, 
watched  all reasonable expectations collapse, not to be resumed until the Nazis and the 
Japanese' far right wing leaders broke every treaty painstakingly developed between 1920 
and 1940.  
 
Meantime, my parents met and, to my mother's surprise, fell deeply in love.  They married 
after three dates and, in the six years between 1934 and 1940, brought five children into 
the world. And surprising everyone else, my mother kept her job as principal of a large 
New York City school for girls.   
 
[[[[Short-staffed throughout the war, both of my parents worked all weekend.  Most 
Saturdays, I and my brothers played all day in the school gyms, or "helped"  a biology or 
carpentry teacher with her preparations; Sundays we spent in the Babies Hospital 
playroom, thrilled to eat lunch in the cafeteria on those rare days when our father was 
willing to pay for this privilege.]]] 
 
At home we had a short-wave radio which picked up news of Europe as well as The Lone 
Ranger, Jack Benny, The Shadow, and Tom Mix.  I felt very important sprawled on the 
floor next to my Grandfather's leather chair. The year before he died, we often turned the 



dial to broadcasts from Germany, Grandfather translating Hitler's screams of hatred for the 
Poles or his pride in German youth.  
 
This was grown-up reality: a simple sort of reality which made the devils and the angels 
perfectly clear.  In the stories I told myself of this Good War, every Jap was a soldier with 
buck teeth and grossly slanted eyes; the Germans all sadistic prison camp guards, with 
never a woman or child among them.  My brothers and I were soldiers, often wounded but 
never killed.  And when, just before my tenth birthday, it came time for the radio to 
broadcast the arrival of American and British soldiers at the concentration camps, we 
folded their horror into our story. 
 
Once the World War finally ended, It was hard – too hard – for Americans to get along 
without an enemy.  Almost all my teachers in a progressive high school were working for 
Henry Wallace in the 1948 election; but Wallace wanted free trade and travel between the 
US and Russia, which made me and my classmates deeply uneasy.  Later, we could see 
the wreckage Senator Joe McCarthy left everywhere he moved, yet his nonsense was so 
much easier to understand than the facts.   
This became my moment to change direction.  Follow such moments, I learned, even if 
they lead you away from parents, favorite teachers etc.   
 
Entering Cornell two months before the 1952 presidential election, I wanted to join the 
Students for Stevenson, but hesitated. Even these peaceable advocates of an 
internationalist foreign policy seemed suspect compared with General Eisenhower. My 
parents were certain to vote for Eisenhower, admiring his military leadership during World 
War II as they did, and thinking that only such a man could handle the nation's rabid anti-
communist crusaders. 
  
 But I joined the Students for Stevenson anyway, and enrolled in one killer survey course 
on the past 75 years of Southeast Asian affairs. It was very hard.  I was on track to be 
Garrison Keillhor's sort of English Major, interested in everything but facts; and here was a 
blizzard of facts contradicting nearly all the received wisdom on which Eisenhower was 
campaigning.  
 
Cornell's new president had put in his oar for the anti-communist crusade by firing the 
Chairs of all departments dealing with countries east of Turkey, from Pakistan to Korea.  
Somehow he neglected to realize that facts were facts, and that all the just-out-of-grad-
school scholars who took over these departments would also concentrate on the rise of 
the Chinese Communists and the Southeast Asian nationalist movements clinging to 
Chinese coattails.  Most of Cornell's liberal arts faculty scorned their president, who soon 
turned tail when some underling listening to his inaugural address realized he was quoting 
great chunks of a Stevenson speech as though they were all his own words. 

 
"Trust your own perceptions – at least long enough to test them."  As important as this 
adage was, I also was discovering that party politics gives each solitary soul some 
company, and never mind that the party is often drastically outnumbered.   The power of 
the Civil Rights movement demonstrates that many sorts of small and medium-sized 
groups can provide similar support. 
 
Fast forward to about 1966.   
 
Bob is making furniture out of love for the craft, and teaching in the Andover arts 
department to support our family.  Our oldest son, now 7 years old, is upset with his 
mother because she is called a Communist in several letters to the local news sheet.  Why 
can't his parents be normal people, like the parents of his Little League pals?  Our 
youngest watches a news cast I'd hoped he was too busy to notice – a military "Advisor" in 



a Vietnam village taking us on a tour of dead bodies.  "Why isn't he crying?"  Tom wants to 
know. 
 
The great Town/School event of the Spring was the Memorial Day Parade.  A gang of 
battle-hungry Junior High kids were only kept away from the "NO MORE WAR" Junior 
High kids by some clever blocking on the part of Andover faculty veterans in uniform.  Six 
of us NO MORE WAR faculty wives had begun posting and re-posting invitations to a 
silent vigil around the bell tower.  Again and again they were ripped down. Now we stood 
orderly, holding our modest signs – but no one joined us. 
 
Early that fall, we engaged the Field Secretary of the American Friends Service 
Committee to speak on campus about his recent lengthy visits to leaders in both North 
and South Vietnam – but no Andover faculty member in control of a meeting space was 
willing to host the evening.   
 
Finally the Academy Chaplain agreed to sponsor the talk.  Students packed the 
auditorium, sitting in the aisles and listening from the hallway.  The moment the speaker 
finished his extraordinary account, the Chaplain got up, his face a vivid pink, and told us 
all with as much self-control as he could summon that we, the women dissenters, had, 
through our invitation, "persuaded every one of these young men to become a traitor to his 
country." 

 
It was an easy step from that meeting to my last turning point.  I would do everything I 
could to become a history teacher.  I told a friend of my decision.  She had a ready 
answer.  "If we can't trust those very smart, well-educated people advising Lyndon 
Johnson, whom can we trust?"  Exactly.  Only ourselves. 

	  


