


pain, rage, and sadness. "It's not fair," I wailed. Ole Blondie had her
dollhouse-making daddy whenever she wanted him. "Muuuy fatha
... " Jackie, Jane, and Adam had their wild, ass-whipping daddy. All
they had to do was walk outside their house, look under a car, and there
he was, tinkering away. Ole ugly grease-monkey man. Why couldn't I
have my daddy all the time too? I didn't want a letter signed "Lots of
love," I wanted my father to come and yell at me for acting like a
monkey on a stick. I wanted him to come and beat my butt or shake his
finger in my face, or tell me that what I did wasn't so bad after all.
Anything. I just wanted him to come. ",

Engaging the Text
1. Why does Sandra's sentence in Miss Bradley's class so upset Bebe?
2. The family in "Envy" is clearly matriarchal: "Women ruled at 2239" (para.
5). What positive and negative effects did this matriarchal family have on the
author when she was a child?
3. How did the matriarchs groom the young Bebe for success? Keeping in mind
that she has become a published author, do you think their methods were the
best possible?
4. What does the young Bebe think she is missing with her father's absence?
What might he provide that the women do not? Do you think the mature author
sees the situation much differently than she did as a child?
5. What traditionally male roles do the women in Bebe's family play? How well
do you think they perform these roles?

Exploring Connections
6. Compare this family with the one Gary Soto portrays in "Looking for Work"
(p. 410). In particular, consider the gender roles, the household atmosphere,
and the expectations placed on children.
7. What lessons are being taught in this family? To what extent do the lessons
and the teaching process resemble those of Toni Cade Barnbara's "The Lesson"
(p. 64) or Jamaica Kincaid's "Girl" (p. 191),
8. Compare and contrast the matriarchs in this narrative with the tribal
women Paula Gunn Allen describes in "Where I Come from Is Like This"
(p.241).
9. Return to the distinction Shelby Steele makes between challenging and
bargaining (p. 347). How do these strategies for racial interaction describe the
behavior and attitudes of Bebe and her mother? How does this selection support
or complicate Steele's analysis of Black-white relations?

Extending the Critical Context
10. If you have ever felt the lack of a father, mother, sister, brother, or grand-
parent in your family, write a journal entry or narrative memoir exploring your
memories and emotions.
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11. At the end of Sweet Summer, Campbell decides that, while she saw her
father only during the summer, her extended family - including uncles,
boarders, and family friends - had provided her with plenty of healthy male
influences. Read the rest of the book and report to the class on Campbell's
portrayal of her relationship with her immediate fam ily and extended family.

An Indian Story
ROGER JACK

A companion piece of sorts to the previous selection by Bebe Moore
Campbell, this story also concerns growing up away from one's father
- this time in one of the Indian cultures of the Pacific Northwest. It's
alsoan intimate view of a nonnuclear family; the author is interested in
the family not as a static set of defined relationships but as a social
network that adapts to the ever-changing circumstances and needs of its
members. Roger Jack's work has been published in several journals and
anthologies, including Spawning the Medicine River, Earth Power
Coming, and The Clouds Threw This Light. "An Indian Story" ap-
peared in Dancing on the Rim of the World: An Anthology of Contem-
porary Northwest Native American Writing (1990), edited by Andrea
Lerner.

Aunt Greta was always a slow person. Grandpa used to say she was
like an old lady out of the old days who never hurried herself for
anything, no matter what. She was only forty-five, heavyset, dark-
'complexioned, and very knowledgeable of the old ways, which made
her seem even older. Most of the time she wore her hair straight up or in

"aponytail that hung below her beltline. At home she wore pants and
big, baggy shirts, but at ritual gatherings she WOre her light blue calico
dress, beaded moccasins, hair braided and clasped with beaded bar-

, 'rettes. Sometimes she wore a scarf on her head like ladies older than she.
, She said we emulate those we love and care for. I liked seeing her dressed

"Jar ceremonials. Even more, I liked seeing her stand before crowds of
i.' .tribal members and guests translating the old language to the new for
hour elders, or speaking on behalf of the younger people who had no
":understanding of the Indian language. It made me proud to be her
mephew and her son.
': My mom died when I was little. Dad took care of me as best he
'could after that. He worked hard and earned good money as an
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accountant at the agency. But about a year after Mom died he married a
half-breed Indian and this made me feel very uncomfortable. Besides,
she had a child of her own who was white. We fought a lot - me and
Jeffrey Pine - and then I'd get into trouble because I was older and was
supposed to know better than to misbehave.

I ran away from home one day when everyone was gone - actually,
I walked to Aunt Greta's and asked if I could move in with her since I
had already spent so much time with her anyway. Then after I had gone
to bed that night, Dad came looking for me and Aunt Greta told him
what I had told her about my wanting to move in with her. He said it
would be all right for a while, then we would decide what to do about it
later. That was a long time ago. Now I am out of high school and going
to college. Meanwhile, Jeffrey Pine is a high-school dropout and living
with the folks.

Aunt Greta was married a long time ago. She married a guy named
Mathew who made her very happy. They never had children, but when
persistent people asked either of them what was wrong, they would
simply reply they were working on it. Then Mathew died during their
fifth year of marriage. No children. No legacy. After that Aunt Greta
took care of Grandpa, who had moved in with them earlier when
Grandma died. Grandpa wasn't too old, but sometimes he acted like it.
I guess it came from that long, drawn-out transition from horse riding
and breeding out in the wild country to reservation life in buggies, dirt
roads, and cars. He walked slowly everywhere he went; he and Aunt
Greta complemented each other that way.

Eventually, Aunt Greta became interested in tribal politics and,
threatened to run for tribal council, so Grandpa changed her Indian
name from Little Girl Heart to Old Woman Walking, which he had
called Grandma when she was alive. Aunt Greta didn't mind. In fact,
she was proud of her new name, Little Girl Heart was her baby name,
she said. When Grandpa died a couple of years later she was all alone.
She decided tribal politics wasn't for her but began teaching Indiaii'
culture and language classes. That's when I walked into her life like!a:
newborn Mathew or Grandpa or the, baby she never had. She had so
much love and knowledge to share, which she passed on to me naturally"
and freely; she received wages for teaching others, But that was ges-
ticulation, she said.,

My home and academic life improved a lot after I had moved iri~
with Aunt Greta. Dad and his wife had a baby boy, and then a girl, but~
I didn't see too much of them. It was like we were strangers living (
quarter mile from one another. Aunt Greta and I went on vacations'
together from the time I graduated from the eighth grade. We werl
trailblazers, she said, because our ancestors never traveled very far frat
the homeland. ' I.

The first year we went to Maryhill, Washington, which is abouta
~~.~

ten-hour drive from our reservation home in Park City, and saw the
imitation Stonehenge Monument. We arrived there late in the evening
because we had to stop off in every other town along the road to eat,
whether or not we were hungry, because that was Aunt Greta's way and
Grandma's and all the other old ladies of the tribe, You have to eat to
survive, they would say. It was almost dark when we arrived at the
park. We saw the huge outlines of the massive hewn stones placed in a
[circular position and towering well over our heads. We stood small and
in awe of their magnificence, especially seeing darkness fall upon us.
Stars grew brighter and we saw them more keenly as time passed. Then
they started falling, dropping out of the sky to meet us where we stood. I
could see the power of Aunt Greta protruding through her eyes; if I had
power I wouldn't have to explore, physically, the sensation I imagined

;,herfeeling. She said nothing for a long time. Then, barely audible, she
· murmured something like, "I have no teepee. I need no cover. This
moment has been waiting for me here all this time," She paused. Then,
"I wasn't sure what I would find here, but I'm glad we came. I was

, going to say something goofy like 'we should have brought the teepee
· and we could call upon Coyote to come and knock over these poles sowe
· could drape our canvas over the skeleton and camp!' But I won't. I'm
just glad we came here."

"Oh no, you aren't flipping out on me, are you?" I ribbed her. She
'always said good Indians remember two things: their humor and their
history.These are the elements that dictate our culture and our survival

~'~inthis crazy world, If these are somehow destroyed or forgotten, we
'would be doomed to extinction. Our power gone, And she had the
biggest, silliest grin on her face. She said, "I want to camp right here!"
:a:nd I knew she was serious.

We camped in the car, in the parking lot, that night. But neither of
\:isslept until nearly daybreak. She told me Coyote stories and Indian
stories and asked me what I planned to do with my life. "I want to be
like you," I told her. Then she reminded me that I had a Dad to think
&bout,too, and that maybe I should think about taking up his trade. I
'~noughtabout a lot of stories I had heard about boys following in their
ather's footsteps - good or bad - and I told Aunt Greta that I wasn't
:00sure about living on the reservation and working at the agency all
~ylife. Then I tried to sleep, keeping in mind everything we had talked
M@ut. I was young, but my Indian memory was good and strong.
i;:;: On our way home from Maryhill we stopped off at Coyote's Sweat- 10
ousedown by Soap Lake, I crawled inside the small cavernous stone

icture and Aunt Greta said to make a wish for something good. She
ed a coin inside before we left the site. Then we drove through miles
esert country and basalt cliffs and canyons, but we knew we were
ingcloser to home when the pine trees starting weeding out the
brush, and the mountains overrode the flatland.
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OLIIannual treks after that brought us to the Olympic Peninsula on
the coast and the Redwood Forest in northern California; Yellowstone
National Park in Wyoming and Glacier Park in Montana; and the Crazy
Horse I Mount Rushmore Monuments in South Dakota. We were careful
in coordinating our trips with pow-wows too. Then we talked about
going all the way to Washington, D.C., and New York City to see the
sights and how the other half lived, but we never did.

After high-school graduation we went to Calgary for a pow-wow
and I got into trouble for drinking and fighting with some local Iridiaris
I had met. They talked me into it. The fight occurred when a girlfriend
of one of the guys started acting very friendly toward me. Her boyfriend
got jealous and started pushing me around and calling me names; only
after I defended myself did the others join in the fight. Three of us were
thrown into the tribe's makeshift jail. Aunt Greta was not happy when
she came to pay my bail. As a matter of fact, I had never seen her angry
before. Our neighbors at the campground thought it was funny that I
had been arrested and thrown into jail and treated the incident as an
everyday occurrence. I sat in the car imagining my own untimely
death. I was so sick.

After dropping the ear poles, I watched Aunt Greta take down the
rest of the teepee with the same meticulousness with which we had set it
up. She went around the radius of the teepee removing wooden stakes
from the ground that held fast the teepee's body to the earth. Then she
stood on a folding chair to reach the pins that held the face of the teepee
together. She folded the teepee into halves as it hung, still, on the center
pole. She folded it again and again until it grew clumsy and uneven,
then she motioned for me to come and drop the pole so she could untie'"
the fastener that made the teepee our home. Meanwhile, I had to drop
all skeletal poles from the sky and all that remained were a few holes in
the ground and flattened patches of grass that said we had been there. I
stood looking over the crowd. Lots of people had come from throughout'
Canada and the northern states for the pow-wow. Hundreds of people
sat watching the war dance. Other people watched the stick-games and
card games. But what caught my attention were the obvious drunks in
the crowd. I was "one of them" now.!

Aunt Greta didn't talk much while we drove home. It was a long,
lonely drive. We stopped only twice to eat cold, tasteless meals. Once in
Canada and once stateside. When we finally got home, Aunt Greta
said, "Good night," and went to bed. It was only eight o'clock in the'
evening. I felt a heavy calling to go talk to Dad about what had
happened. So I did.

He was alone when I arrived at his house. As usual I walked through
the front door without knocking, but immediately heard him call out,
"Son?"

"Yeah," I said as I went to sit on a couch facing him. "How did you
know it was me?"
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He smiled, said hello, and told me a father is always tuned in to his
son. Then he senses my hesitation to speak and asked, "What's wrong?"

"I got drunk in Calgary." My voice cracked. "I got into a fight and
thrown in jail too. Aunt Greta had to bail me out. Now she's mad at me.
Shehasn't said much since we packed to come home."

"Did you tell her you were sorry for screwing up?" Dad asked.
"Yeah. I tried to tell her. But she clammed up on me." 20
"I wouldn't worry about it," Dad said. "This was bound to happen

sooner or later. You really feel guilty when you take that first drink and
get caught doing it. Hell, when I got drunk the first time, my Mom and
Dad took turns preaching to me about the evils of drinking, fornication,
and loose living. It didn't stop me though. I was one of those smart asses
who had to have his own way. What you have to do is come up with

. some sort of reparation. Something that will get you back on Greta's
good side."

"I guess that's what got to me. She didn't holler or preach to me. All
the while I was driving I could feel her staring at me." My voice
strengthened, "But she wouldn't say anything."

"Well, Son. You have to try to imagine what's going through her
mind too. As much as I love you, you have been Greta's boy since you
were kneehigh to a grasshopper. She has done nothing but try to provide
ali the love and proper caring that she can for you. Maybe she thinks she
has done something wrong in your upbringing. She probably feels more
guilty about what happened than you. Maybe she hasn't said anything
because she isn't handling this very well either." Dad became a little less
seriousbefore adding. "Of course, Greta's been around the block a time
or two herself."

Stunned, I asked, "What do you mean?"
"Son, as much as Greta's life has changed, there are some of us who 25

remember her younger days. She liked drinking, partying, and loud
music along with war dancing, stick-games, and pow-wows. She got
alongwherever she went looking for a good time. She was one of the few
who could db that. The rest of us either took to drinking all the time, or
we hit the pow-wow circuit all straight-faced and sober, never mixing
up the two. Another good thing about Greta was that when she found

'her mate and decided to settle down, she did it right. After she married
'Mathew she quit running around." Dad smiled, "Of course, Mathew
mayhave had some influence on her behavior, since he worked for the
alcohclprogram."

"I wonder why she never remarried?" I asked.
'i. "Some women just don't," Dad said authoritatively. "But she never
ad a shortage of men to take care of. She had your Grandpa - and
)U!" We laughed. Then he continued, "Greta could have had her pick
any man on the reservation. A lot of men chased after her before she
rried, and a lot of them chased after her after Mathew died. But she

lverhad time for them."
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"I wonder if she would have gotten married again if I hadn't moved
in on her?"

"That's a question only Greta can answer. You know, she may work
in tribal programs and college programs, but if she had to give it all up
for one reason in the world, it would be you." Dad became intent, "You
are her bloodline. You know that? Otherwise I wouldn't have let you
stay with her all these years. The way her family believes is that two
sisters coming from the same mother and father are the same. Especially
blood. After your Mother died and you asked to go and live with your
Aunt, that was all right. As a matter of fact, according to her way, we
were supposed to have gotten married after our period of mourning was
over."

"You - married to Aunt Greta!" I half-bellowed and again we
laughed.

"Yeah. We could have made a hell of a family, don't you think?"
Dad tried steadying his mood. "But, you know, maybe Greta's afraid of
losing you too. Maybe she's afraid that you're entering manhood and
that you'll be leaving her. Like when you go away to college. Youare still
going to college, aren't you?"

"Yeah. But I never thought of it as leaving her. I thought it more like
going out and doing what's expected of me. Ain't I supposed to strike out
on my own one day?"

"Yeah. Your leaving your family and friends behind may be ex-
pected, but like I said, 'you are everything to Greta,' and maybe she has
other plans for you." Dad looked down to the floor and I caught a
glimpse of graying streaks of hair on top of his head. Then he asked me
which college I planned on attending.

"One in Spokane," I answered. "I ain't decided which one yet."
Then we talked about other things and before we knew it his missus

and the kids were home. Junior was nine, Anna Lee eight; they had
gone to the last day of the tribe's celebration and carnival in Nespelem,
which was what Aunt Greta and I had gone to Calgary to get away
from for once. I sat quietly and wondered what Aunt Greta must have
felt for my wrongdoing. The kids got louder as they told Dad about
their carnival rides and games and prizes they had won. They shared
their goodies with him and he looked to be having a good time eating
popcorn and cotton candy.

I remembered a time when Mom and Dad brought me to the
carnival. Grandpa and Grandma were with us. Mom and Dad stuck me
on a big, black merry-go-round horse with flaming red nostrils and fiery
eyes. Its long, dangling tongue hung out of its mouth. I didn't really
want to ride that horse, but I felt I had to because Grandpa kept telling
Mom and Dad that I belonged on a real horse and not some wooden"';
thing. I didn't like the horse, when it hit certain angles it jolted and
scared me even more. Mom and Dad offered me another ride on it, but I
refused.

"Want some cotton candy?" Junior brought me back to reality. "We
had fun going on the rides and trying to win some prizes. Here, you can
have this one." He handed me one of his prizes. And, "Are you gonna
stay with us tonight?"

I didn't realize it was after eleven o'clock.
"Youcan sleep in my bed," Junior offered.
"Yeah. Maybe I will, Little Brother." Junior smiled. I bade everyone 40

good night and went to his room and pulled back his top blanket
revealing his Star Wars sheets. I chuckled at the sight of them before
lying down and trying to sleep on them. This would be my first time
sleeping away from Aunt Greta in a long time. I still felt tired from my
drinking and the long drive home, but I was glad to have talked to Dad.
I smiled in thinking that he said he loved me, because Indian men
hardly ever verbalize their emotions. I went to sleep thinking how alone
Aunt Greta must have felt after I had left home and promised myself to
return there as early as I could.

I ate breakfast with the family before leaving. Dad told me one last
thing that he and Aunt Greta had talked about sometime before. "You
know, she talked about giving you an Indian name. She asked me if you
had one and I said 'no.' She talked about it and I thought maybe she
would go ahead and do it too, but her way of doing this is: boys are
named for their father's side and girls are named for their mother's.
Maybe she's still waiting for me to give you a name. I don't know."

"I remember when Grandpa named her, but I never thought of
having a name myself. What was the name'?" I asked.

"I don't remember. Something about stars."
Aunt Greta was sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee and

listening to an Elvis album when I got home. Elvis always made her
lonesome for the old days or it cheered her up when she felt down. I
didn't know what to say, but showed her the toy totem pole Junior had
givenme.

"That's cute," she said. "So you spent the night at the carnival?" 45

"No. Junior gave it to me," I explained. "I camped at Dad's."
"Are you hungry?" she was about to get up from the table.
"No. I've eaten." I saw a stack of pancakes on the stove. I hesitated

another moment before asking, "What's with Elvis?"
"He's dead!" she said and smiled, because that's what I usually said

to her. "Oh well, I just needed a little cheering up, I guess."
I remember hearing a story about Aunt Greta that happened a long 50

time ago. She was a teenager when the Elvis craze hit the reservation.
..Back then hardly any families had television sets, so they couldn't see
Elvis, But when his songs hit the airwaves on the radio the girls went
crazy.The guys went kind of crazy too - but they were pissed off crazy.
'Aguy can't be that good looking and talented too, they claimed. They
Werejealous of Elvis. Elvis had a concert in Seattle and my Mom and
Aunt Greta and a couple other girls went to it. Legend said that Elvis
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kissed Aunt Greta on the cheek during his performance and she took to
heart the old "ain't never going to wash that cheek again" promissory
and never washed her cheek for a long time and it got chapped and
cracked until Grandpa and Grandma finally had to order her to go to
the clinic to get some medicine to clean up her face. She hated them for
a while, still swearing Elvis would be her number one man forever.

"How's your Dad?"
"He's all right. The kids were at the carnival when I got to his

house, so we had a nice, long visit." I paused momentarily before
adding, "And he told me some stories about you too."

"Oh?" she acted concerned even though her crew's feet showed.
"Yeah. He said you were quite a fox when you were young. And he

said you probably could have had any man you wanted before you
married Uncle Mathew, and you could have had any man after Uncle
Mathew died. So, how come you never snagged yourself another hus-
band?"

Aunt Greta sat quietly for a moment. I could see her slumping into
the old way of doing things which said you thought things through
before saying them. "I suppose I could have had my pick of the litter. It's
just that after my old man died I didn't want anyone else. He was so
good to me that I didn't think I could find any better. Besides, I had you \
and Grandpa to care for, didn't I? Have I ever complained about that?"

"Yeah," I persisted, "but haven't you ever thought about what
might have happened if you had gotten married again? You might have
done like Dad and started a whole new family. Babies, even!"

Aunt Greta was truly embarrassed. "Will you get away from here
with talk like that. I don't need babies. Probably won't be long now and
you'll be bringing them home for me to take care of anyhow."

Now I was embarrassed. We got along great after that initial con-
versation. It was like we had never gone to Calgary and I had never
gotten on to her wrong side at all. We were like kids rediscovering what
it was worth to have a real good friend go away for a while and then
come back. To be appreciative of each other, I imagined Aunt Greta
might have said.

Our trip to Calgary happened in July. August and September found
me dumbfounded as to what to do with myself college-wise. I felt
grateful that Indian parents don't throw out their offspring when they
reach a certain age. Aunt Greta said it was too late for fall term and that
I should rest my brain for a while and think about going to college after"
Christmas. So I explored different schools in the area and talked to
people who had gone to them. Meanwhile, some of my friends were
going to Haskell Indian Junior College in Kansas. Aunt Greta Irownedi
upon my going there. She said it was too far away from home, people\
die of malaria there, and if you're not drunk, you're just crazy. So I stuck
with the Spokane plan.
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That fall Aunt Greta was invited to attend a language seminar in 60
Portland. She taught Indian language classes when asked to. So we
decided to take a side trip to our old campsite at Stonehenge. This time
we arrived early in the morning and it was foggy and drizzling rain. The
sight of the stones didn't provide the feeling we had experienced earlier.
To us, the sight seemed to be just a bunch of rocks standing, overlooking
the Columbia River, a lot of sagebrush, and two state highways. It
didn't offer us feelings of mysticism and power anymore. Unhappy with
the mood, Aunt Greta said we might as well leave; her words hung
heavy on the air.

We stayed in Portland for a week and then made it a special point to
leave late in the afternoon so wecould stop by Stonehenge again at dusk.
So with careful planning we arrived with just enough light to take a
couple pictures and then darkness b-gan settling in. We sat in the car
eating baloney sandwiches and potato chips and drinking pop because
we were tired of restaurant food and we didn't want people staring at us
when we ate. That's where we were when an early evening star fell.
Aunt Greta's mouth fell open, potato chip crumbs clung to the sides of
her mouth. "This is it!" she squealed in English, Indian, and English
again. "Get out of the car, Son," and she half pushed me out the door.
"Go and stand in the middle of the circle and pray for something good
to happen to you." I ran out and stood waiting and wondering what was
supposed to happen. I knew better than to doubt Aunt Greta's wishes or
superstitions. Then the moment came to pass.

"Did you feel it?" she asked as she led me back to the car.
"I don't know," I told her because I didn't think anything had

happened.
"I guess it just takes some people a little longer to realize," she said.
I never quite understood what was supposed to have happened that 65

day. A couple months later I was packing up to move to Spokane. I
decided to go into the accounting business, like Dad. Aunt Greta

~"quizzedme hourly before I was to leave whether I was all right and if I
"'would be all right in the city. "Yeah, yeah," I heard myself repeating. So
!!by the time I really was to leave she clued me in on her new philosophy:
'it wasn't that I was leaving her, it was just that she wouldn't be around
to take care of me much anymore. She told me, "Good Indians stick

'together," and that I should search out our people who were already
.,'there, but not forget those who were still at home.

After I arrived in Spokane and settled down I went home all too
frequently to actually experience what Aunt Greta and everyone told
'lne. Then my studies got so intense that I didn't think I could travel
~homeas much anymore. So I stayed in Spokane a lot more than before.
. inally it got so I didn't worry as much about the folks at home. I would
e out walking in the evening and know sorneone's presence was with
e. I never bothered telephoning Dad at his office at the agency; and I
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never knew where or when Aunt Greta worked. She might have been at
the agency or school. Then one day Dad telephoned me at school. After
asking how I was doing, he told me why he was calling. "Your Aunt
Greta is sick. The doctors don't know what's wrong with her yet. They
just told me to advise her family of the possibility that it could be
serious." I only half heard what he was saying. "Son, are you there?"

"Yeah."
"Did you hear me? Did you hear what I said?"
"Yeah. I don't think you have to worry about Aunt Greta though.

She'll be all right. Like the old timers used to say, 'she might go away for
a while, but she'll be back," and I hung up the telephone unalarmed.

-,

Engaging the Text
1. Give specific examples of how the narrator's extended family or kinship
structure works to solve family problems. What problems does it seem to create
or make worse?
2. What key choices does the narrator make in this story? How are these choices
influenced by family members or family considerations?
3. Is the family portrayed here matriarchal, patriarchal, "equalitarian," or
something else? Explain. To what extent is parenting influenced by gender
roles?
4. What events narrated in this story might threaten the survival of a nuclear
family? How well does the extended family manage these crises?
5. How strong an influence does the narrator's father have on him? How can
you explain the father's influence given how rarely the two see each other?
6. How do you interpret the narrator's reaction when he hears about Aunt
Greta's failing health? What is implied in the story's closing lines?

Exploring Connections
7. Study the tribal expectations about family life in this story and in Paula
Gunn Allen's "Where I Come from Is Like This" (p. 241). What matters are left
entirely to the family, and on what issues does the community exert pressure on
the family (for instance, to have children)? To extend the assignment, compare·
these tribal expectations with those in your own community.
8. Review "Black Family Life" (p. 431), noting Joseph L. White's explanation
of how an extended family works and how it evolved in response to specific':;"
historical pressures such as slavery. How well does White's concept of ani!;
extended family fit the family Jack describes? What historical circumstances-
may have influenced the structure and function of tribal families in the Unite~:(
States? ..

Extending the Critical Context
9. This story celebrates the power of stories to connect people and to shape or"
affirm one's identity. Throughout, the narrator relates family stories about his
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father and his aunt that give him a clearer sense of himself and his relationship
to those he loves. In a journal entry or essay, relate one or two family stories that
are important to you and explain how they help you define who you are.

Friends as Family
KAREN LINDSEY

In this introduction to her book Friends as Family (1981), Karen
Lindsey proposes a tantalizing and controversial thesis - that families
need not be defined by biological relationships but may be "chosen. " In
clearing the ground to make this argument, she also offers some startling
information about the history of the family. Lindsey (b. 1944) is a
teacher, editor, and free-lance writer whose work often reflects her
radicalfeminist viewpoint.

The traditional family isn't working. This should not come as a
startling revelation to anyone who picks up this book: it may be the
single fact on which every American, from the Moral Majority member
through the radical feminist, agrees. Statistics abound: 50 percent of
couples married since 1970 and 33 percent of those married since 1950
are divorced. One out of every six children under eighteen lives with
only one parent. The number of children living in families headed by
women more than doubled between 1954 and 1975.1 The family no
longer has room for aged parents. Increasing numbers of the elderly live
alone or in nursing homes: only 11 percent live with their children or
with other relatives. 2

Even when the family stays together, it often does so under grim
.conditions. As many as 60 percent of all married women are beaten at
least once by their husbands.t One in every hundred children is beaten,
sexually molested, or severely neglected by parents." And between

1Susan Dworkin, "Carter Wants to Save the Family, but He Can't Even Save His
amily Conference," Ms., September 1987, pp. 62, 98. [Author's note)

2Beth B. Hess, Growing Old in America (New Brunswick, N.J.: Transaction Books,
976), p. 26. [Author's note]

".; 3Terry Davidson, Coniugal Crime: Understanding and Changing the Wifebeating
';l?attern(New York:Hawthorn, 1978), pp. 6-7. [Author's note)
.. 4Naomi Feigelson Chase, A Child Is Being Beaten (New York: Holt, Rinehart, &
'Winston, 1975), p. 185. [Author's note)
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