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You grown children never learned respect.  You take it as your right to ignore unwanted parental 

advice.  From the moment you first learned to awkwardly and inappropriately utter curse words, you 

have sworn copiously, cursing me to my face.  Permissiveness being what it is, nobody else 

confronted you seriously.  I was a voice in the wilderness; my protests were to no avail.  Now that 

you have all three decisively cut me off, have quite obviously failed to form solid partnerships that 

would give me grandchildren, and two out of three of you have failed to form careers, I am free, 

with nothing left to lose, to offer my unsolicited and certainly unwanted advice. 

 

Jack:  To my understanding, you have not had a girlfriend since Libby, ten years ago when you were 

in college, and even that far back you had a vasectomy.  You do not consider that you have anything 

worth passing on to children.  Though it saddens me to concede, I'll go with your call in this case.  

You haven't done anything that would convince me otherwise, such as develop skills, interests, or a 

career.   

 

You have no real-world skills.  Hard times are coming, in which drug counseling will become the kind 

of luxury society can no longer afford to fund.  There will be no Social Security or welfare to support 

you when it all runs out, long before you reach retirement age.  Learn a manual skill if you can.  Be 

nice to your mother, who has some money she may leave you and a roof you may need to cover 

your head. 

 

Suzy, in Stockholm:  The last I heard was that you were entering social work. In Sweden that mostly 

means helping Somalis and other African immigrants.  Be careful!  The Internet is crawling with 

quotes like this "Forty years after the Swedish parliament unanimously decided to change the 

formerly homogenous Sweden into a multicultural country, violent crime has increased by 300% and 

rapes by 1,472%. Sweden is now number two on the list of rape countries, surpassed only by 

Lesotho in Southern Africa."  I am saddened by what Sweden is doing to itself.   Africans are not, and 

will never be Swedes.   Their average want of ability renders them neither willing to nor capable of 

functioning in an industrial society.  It would be a tragedy if you suffer violence due to the Swedes' 

blindness with regard to human nature and human differences. 

 

Nothing would please me more than for you to marry a nice Swedish guy and raise a family.  My 

expectations are low.  You have never given any boy in your life, starting with Aidan, the respect a 

true partner deserves.  I hope against hope that you somehow learn that life is a two-way street, 

that men and women need to be partners rather than adversaries.  

 

Naomi:  You are the only child who has shown the grit to pursue a career.  You are also the only one 

who has loved anybody with any real conviction.  I am heartbroken that the objects of your love, 

Luke and Chris in particular, were not worthy of you.  I pray that you develop enough self-respect to 

command the attention of a man who is your equal.  Strong hint: you won't find him in a barroom. 

 

On anger:  One message for all three children is about anger.  You were raised in an atmosphere of 

righteous anger.  Jack learned to rail against "the Man" and swore he would never work for him.  

Suzy still rails against the oppressive "patriarchy."  One exceptional tirade triggered my decision to 

leave your mother.  Naomi demanded that we preserve her room as a shrine when she went away 

to college, insisting that Suzy stay in the small bedroom.  I stood alone in resisting that ridiculous 

http://www.grahamseibert.com/leaving.pdf
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position; that time I prevailed.  All three children rejected any notion that I, their father, might offer 

guidance on love, sex and romance.  Whatever advice they got was from their mother, and that 

would have been "whatever."  She did not and does not have a clue. 

 

You acquired a sense righteous anger from your surroundings.  Jack, your anger against "the Man" 

was presumably absorbed from the progressive politics of your classmates.  You never talked politics 

– like your mother you don't get deep into the issues – but you must have felt that the mantle of 

anger gave you stature.  Your anger erupts primarily in defense of your self-esteem.  It became less 

and less possible, over the years, even to talk to you without somehow giving offense.  I gave up 

trying four years ago. 

 

Suzy, your anger was learned in school.  You became a Social Justice Warrior, championing women's 

issues and chairing the GLBT club in high school.  You never described any discrimination that you 

experienced or witnessed, yet you burned with anger and cursed me as an oppressor.  Crimes 

unspecified: there were none.    

 

Naomi, your anger is defensive.  The threat of anger holds the world at bay.   This anecdote sticks in 

my mind.  You learned to canoe at Camp Alleghany at age 12, in the summer of 1996.  One nice day 

in late summer you, Suzy and I went to Fletcher's boathouse where you could practice.  There was a 

gusty wind blowing upriver. 

 

When I headed for the stern of the boat, you announced that it was your position.  You could 

manage a boat – you would sit there.  I said that the heaviest person goes in the back of the boat.  

Otherwise you can't control it.  You got mad and insisted.  Your temper is such that even then you 

always got your way.  Your mother always submitted to your emotional blackmail, and I stood alone 

if I tried to resist. I shrugged and moved to the front of the boat. 

 

We set out.  With me in the bow the stern almost rose out of the water.  You had no luck controlling 

it.  The boat spun in the wind.  You were furious. 

 

I attempted to help.  I shifted my weight to steady the boat, and did a bow stroke with my paddle in 

order to try to steer it.  You screamed.  You accused me of sabotaging your effort to manage the 

boat.  I took my paddle out and let you try.  You attempted for another five minutes or so, getting 

madder by the moment.  Suzy sat mute, like a mushroom in the middle, not saying a word. 

 

Finally I put my paddle back in and got the canoe back to the shore.  We got out silently and drove 

home.  The day was ruined. 

 

This anecdote stays in my mind because it is so telling.  You, Naomi, are able to dominate almost any 

situation through the threat of anger.  You cannot, however, dominate the wind and water.  You 

cannot dominate society.  People get tired of it and avoid you.   

 

Another short but telling anecdote about you, Naomi.  In summer of 1990, when you were 6, the 

family went for a hike with Mary Ann's brother and wife Carlie in the 'Gunks, Shawangunk Ridge on 
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the west bank of the Hudson in New York.  We walked about an hour and a half – maybe four miles – 

then came back, as I recall by a circular route.   

 

Year-and-a-half old Suzy rode on my shoulders; Jack 

and you walked.  On the way back you complained 

you were tired.  It was clear to me that you were 

manipulating us.  You demanded to be carried like 

Suzy was.  I said, no, you are six years old and you can 

certainly walk.  It isn't that far or that hard. 

 

Your mother, typically, did not support me.  Her 

solution was to carry Suzy herself.   Your mom is not a 

strong woman and Suzy would have weighed 20-25 

lb.  I could carry your 40-50 lb. with ease.  My concern 

was that you should be walking yourself.  However, it 

was not the time and place to pick a fight with Mary 

Ann.  We got back, and Mary Ann complained the 

rest of the day about her sore shoulders.  I bit my lip.  

You must have been gloating at the consternation 

you had caused.  Your manipulation had succeeded 

once again. 

 

One striking incident I recall was on the day of your 

graduation from UCSC.  We were in a rental car 

driving north from Salinas to San Jose.  I forget why. 

 

We were stuck in traffic.  You said you needed to go 

to the bathroom.  I said I would pull over as soon as I 

saw someplace that looked like it had a bathroom.  

 

Traffic was crawling.  You repeated your request 

several times over about 20 minutes, but neither I 

nor your mother nor your boyfriend Steve saw 

anything.   Finally you screamed, in such an 

uncontrolled, violent way that I pulled over 

immediately and let you go to the roadside and do 

whatever you needed to do.  I could not imagine that 

you would act that way in front of a boyfriend.  Or, 

that you could not control your bladder for another 

few minutes until we found someplace better. 

 

The last such incident I recall was at Rosie's wedding 

in spring of 2016.  We were in some small hotel in a 

picturesque resort somewhere up the Kern River.  I 

forget the details, but I fully remember your 

I am the only one in the family who will say 

"we screwed up."  Everybody else makes 

excuses for you.  You are "finding your own 

path" or "doing things your own way." 

 

Nonsense.  None of the three of you have 

succeeded in the fundamental goals in life: 

becoming independent, forming a solid 

relationship, earning your own keep, and 

raising a family in the tradition in which you 

were brought up. 

 

I thought that "religious" schools would teach 

you values.  What a joke.  They taught the 

same secular values as the public schools.  We 

thought that assortments of expensive 

professionals – shrinks, occupational 

therapists, etc. would help.  Wrong!  They 

instilled the notion that something was wrong 

with you, and it was OK if you were different.   

 

As I add this text box I am reading "The 

Importance of Being Little."  I recommend it.  

We did not let you be children.  And the 

upshot – you didn't become adults. 

 

Our whole understanding of child 

development has changed.  Personality is 45% 

inherited.  Aside from that, parents' 

contribution is quite limited.  Books to read 

are "Mother Nature" and "Mothers and 

Others" by Sarah Blaffer Hrdy; "The Nurture 

Assumption" and "No Two Alike" by Judith 

Rich Harris; "Myths of Childhood" by Joel 

Paris. 

 

Bottom line, your mother and I are guilty of 

nothing more than just being genetically who 

we are.  We provided a comfortable 

environment for you to grow up.  If we made a 

mistake, it was Montgomery County.  Who 

could have known? 



Jack Seibert Jonathan Seibert Suzy Seibert Susanna Seibert Suzy Q Seibert Naomi Seibert  Unsolicited Advice to my Adult Children Mary Ann McCleary 

 

uncontrolable rage until we satisifed what seemed to me to be an unreasonable request.   Probably 

that you get a room to yourself.    

 

This kind of behavior is common enough that we men have our folk diagnosis for it: "batshit crazy."  

The received wisdom is to immediately drop any woman who manifests it.  I have done so with at 

least two women who, it appeared, would have wanted to marry me.  If you want to find a reliable 

partner in life, you have to be one yourself.  Get control of your temper. 

 

Your mother, Mary Ann, expresses her anger through the same channels as her relatives.  She cuts 

people off, freezes them out.  It is not as dramatic as shouting, but equally destructive.  It announces 

her commitment to a non-negotiable stance.  Though she may make a gesture of apparent 

compromise, nothing is resolved and she allows the anger to continue to burn. 

 

Reflect on the uses of anger.   It wins you short term gains.  Without support from your mother, I 

backed off from questions such as how the car got wrecked or whether so-and-so makes sense as a 

boyfriend.  But extortion will not gain you the things a person really needs, the sense of self-worth 

that comes from being loved and respected.  Your anger drives people away.  I note that you 

children are pretty much out of touch former friends.  You have few friends on Facebook.  You can 

rationalize that you don't need this person or that.  Your father, for instance.  But a person does 

need a few friends in order to be whole.  Friends should be people of substance, whose conversation 

is uplifting and whose lives are an inspiration.  It is a sad existence if all you have are a few barflies 

from the local lounge, other angry people railing at the establishment, or fellow dopers.  

 

The question is deeper than your right to be angry.  Anger is simply not part of the foundation of a 

satisfying life.  You came into life with more material benefits than 99% of your peers.  A big house, 

good schools, an intact family, a free ride through the best colleges.  You each got an average 

person's lifetime's savings, $45,000, from the dissolution of a trust I set up for your benefit.  You 

have a genetic inheritance of intelligence.  Please, appreciate what you have, build on it, and give up 

the anger.   

 

You used the threat of anger to blackmail your mother and me.  My only contact with you for the 

past few years has been via my web posts here, and you angrily demand that I take these down.  You 

demand that I not ask mutual acquaintances about your lives.  Sorry.  At this point you are 

withholding nothing of value.  You will not be in a position to offer me love and companionship in 

my old age.  I wasted 30 years of my life raising three children who are not successful in the larger 

measures of life.  You resort to the pill, vasectomy and abortion to ensure you will never give me 

grandchildren.  As chaotic as your lives are, that may be a blessing.   You hold nothing in ransom.  If 

this post makes you angry, be my guest.   


