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There seemed to be no end to the embarrassment my mother caused me as 

a kid. 

We grew up watching Marlon Brando and James Dean at the movies when 

motorcycle caps and tight jeans were ultra cool. So what did Mom get for me 

and each of my five brothers for Christmas? Corduroy pants in "husky" sizes 

that had cuffs and were so baggy they made a whipping sound that 

announced every humiliating stride as I walked down the school hallway. 

Granted, your legs didn't freeze like they did in jeans in Chicago's winters, and 

they were soft and comfortable enough for sitting at your desk all day. But I'm 

convinced the other kids were stifling their laughter the entire year. 

In sixth grade, I was mortified when Mom made me give Sister Joel a bottle of 

Jergens lotion for Christmas. I protested that it was a dumb present for a nun 

to whom the other kids gave rosaries and candles and framed pictures of the 

Blessed Virgin. Sister, in fact, looked like she was going to cry when I gave it to 

her, and then squeezed my hand, probably because she was also ashamed. 

Which reminds me of the time I was 9 and standing up at my Uncle Don's 

wedding with Cathy Gogal, the bride's sister, and the prettiest girl I ever saw. I 

wore a white tuxedo with a cummerbund. which I had to admit looked cute 








