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In memory of my parents, whose unconditional love, devotion to their 
values, and joie de vivre have given me strength, optimism, and joy.



"I am because other people are." ~ Desmond Tutu
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Chapter One

Introduction

“May we all find a little of the enchantment our world has to offer.” 
~ Kemper Nomland, Jr.

S hortly after my Dad, Kemper Nomland, Jr., passed away on 
Christmas Day 2009, a friend sent me a message that included 

the following: “In the Jewish tradition, only very good people die 
on special holidays.” It proved to be one of the most comforting 
messages I received in the wake of Dad’s death. I already knew what 
a loving and supportive father he had always been, but I have only 
fully appreciated what a remarkable life he led in the intervening 
years since his death.

Dad’s humility was one of his hallmark traits. He was the an-
tithesis of a self-promoter. He rarely spoke of the past, although he 
would have had many engaging and inspiring stories to tell. And he 
never touted his accomplishments, although he had many to tout. 
He touched countless people in innumerable positive ways.
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Dad could easily have been Ralph Waldo Emerson’s muse in his 
“What is Success” poem, one of my favorites:

"To laugh often and much;
To win the respect of intelligent people and
the a'ection of children;
To earn the approbation of honest critics and endure
the betrayal of false friends;
To appreciate beauty;
To xnd the best in others;
To give of one—s self;
To leave the world a bit better, whether by a healthy child,
a garden patch, or a redeemed social condition;
To have played and laughed with enthusiasm and
sung with ejultation;
To know even one life has breathed easier because you
have livedq
This is to have succeeded."
Dad was indeed a “very good person.” To understand the foun-

dation that molded him into what he was to become, it is helpful 
to know a bit about his character, his roots, his early inUuences, 
and his choice in a life partner. 

That smile

Dad’s smile was everything. It was genuine and disarming and 
reUected the 3oy he found in all corners of his life. He was the 
1uintessential optimist. There was no problem too big to be solved 
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and, god knows, he took on some of the biggest in his lifetimeqto 
abolish war and van1uish in3ustice.

Folks meeting him for the xrst time were often already familiar 
with some aspect of his legacy and were 1uick to acknowledge it. 
He didn’t let a compliment linger for long. His radiant smile and a 
short thank you were all that he indulged. Then it was on to other 
topics.

The only times a smile did not grace his face were when the world 
was crossing himqin its impulse to wage war, in the wake of a 
mass shooting, or in its hate and scapegoating. I only remember 
one time when he did not greet me with a smile and it was 3ustixed. 
I was perhaps 40 years old and whining unrelentingly about not 
getting what I wanted. That ejperience was memorable because 
it was so rare and it pained me to realiBe I had been the initiator 
of such a rare event. I was ashamed that I had destroyed, if only 
brieUy, the thing I cherished most about Dadqhis smileqand the 
comfort and hope it gave me.

A family legacy of risk-taking and courage

That Dad had the strength of character to take on issues most shied 
away from is easy to understand when you ejamine his family his-
tory. 8ike many Americans, Dad was the descendent of immigrant 
grandparents on both his mother’s and father’s sides.



IN THE SHADOW OF A MAVERICK6

Fred & Alice Barrington 
& Family.

His maternal grandparents were Canadians by birth with ances-
tral roots in the Gritish Isles and Holland. His maternal grandfa-
ther, Fred Garrington, was a railroad man, drawn to the znited 
States by the promise of cheap land available under the Home-
stead Act of 45P2, which provided 4P0 acres to any adult citiBen 
or intended citiBen if they agreed to “improve” their plot. His 
wife, Dad’s maternal grandmother, Alice Ransier Garrington, ac-
companied her husband into the wilderness of what would be-
come North Dakota, but not without enforcing some of her own 
demands. After having to give birth to their xrst child with no 
supportqmedical or familialqand losing the child, Alice made 
it clear that the nejt time she was pregnant, she would return to 
her family and medical network in her hometown of Athens in 
Ontario, Canada. And that is ejactly what she did when my 7reat 
Aunt Ethel was born. zltimately, Fred and Alice Garrington suc-
cessfully homesteaded land in both North Dakota and Montana, 
relying on themselves and a scattering of other pioneers to with-
stand the inhospitable winters and harsh conditions of life without 
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conveniences. 8ater in life, Alice was also an active )rohibitionist 
with a lifetime membership in the Women—s Christian Temperance 
znion. Ironically, at the end of her life, Alice en3oyed a glass of 
sherry at bedtime.

Knut and Sarah Nomland.

Whereas Dad’s paternal grandmother, Sarah, was a second-gen-
eration immigrant, his paternal grandfather was a xrst-generation 
immigrant, both born of Norwegian parents. Knut Nomland, his 
paternal grandfather, immigrated as a child to the land that would 
later be christened North Dakota. As an adult, Knut was drawn to 
public service, and served as the second State Treasurer of North 
Dakota and the only Democratic-Independent State Treasurer 
among the xrst 2( State Treasurers. Knut and Sarah Nomland 
were also founding members of the 7rue 8utheran Church in 
Traill County, North Dakota.

Although Dad did not have close relationships with his grand-
parents because of time and distance, they endowed him with an 
innate strength and determination to tackle challenges, stand up 
for his values, and give back.
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Early inHuences  

znlike his parents, Dad was born in 8os Angeles, where he resided 
for his entire life. While he initially lived in the City of 8os Angeles, 
Dad later moved with his family to Altadena. Dad’s childhood 
growing up in the greater 8os Angeles area was a far cry from the 
childhoods of his parents, Elgie and Kemper Nomland, Sr. As a 
former schoolteacher and graduate of Columbia zniversity, with a 
degree in Architecture, respectively, Dad’s mother and father were 
strong advocates for education.

Kemper and Elgie Nomland, 
Sr. and sons, John & Kemper.

Dad was a product of the public school system from elementary 
through 3unior college. Among the public schools Dad attend-
ed was Washington Junior High School in )asadena, California. 
There he shared classes with a handful of Glacks, Asians, and 8ati-
nos, including future Hall of Famer and social 3ustice advocate, 
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Jackie Robinson, who signed Dad’s class picture, “Jack Robinson 
“L(”,” referring to the Class of 49L(. The opportunity to develop 
friendships with students whose backgrounds di'ered from his 
own likely had a positive impact on Dad at an impressionable age.

Architecture also played an oversiBed role in Dad’s early life. 
Kemper Nomland, Sr. was a member of the team of architects 
tasked with designing a new 8os Angeles City Hall, one of 8os 
Angeles’ most recogniBable public buildings.  It is unclear how 
prominently art xgured in the lives of Dad’s parents, but they 
nurtured Dad’s artistic leanings early on.  Just out of high school, 
Dad aspired to make a living as an artist and accepted an internship 
with Diego Rivera. However, even back then, he admitted that ar-
chitecture would be his backup career. Indeed, architecture turned 
out to be more than a "backup career." Dad went on to attend the 
zniversity of Southern California—s School of Architecture and 
ultimately became better known for his architecture than his art.

Having grown up with my paternal grandparents, I frankly can-
not tell you what magic parenting formula they might have used 
to raise two remarkable sons, the second being my zncle John. 
What I can tell you is how I ejperienced my grandparents. They 
loved to travel, especially my grandfather, who published 3ournals 
for family and friends after each trip, including trips to Norway, 
Cuba, and Mejico Qmany times . They both worked hard, loved 
to play bridge, took pride in their home, and emphasiBed the im-
portance of responsibility. I like to think that their love, support, 
and guidance resulted in two ejemplary sons, who mijed that with 
their uni1ue understanding of the Beitgeist they lived through and 
how best to respond to its challenges.
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vand in glo—e’fatherps Martner in life

Mom & Dad.

My Mom, Ella Kube Nomland, was a tailor-made match for 
Dad. They met in 8os Angeles after the war when Mom was a 
graduate student at zC8A, completing her doctorate in )sychol-
ogy. Despite Mom being xve years older than Dad, a 7erman 
immigrant with a wildly di'erent background, Dad found in her a 
strong, intelligent woman, as e1ually committed to her values as he 
was to his. 8ike Dad, she was a pacixst and a social 3ustice advocate. 
They both believed in speaking out in defense of one’s values.

Mom left 7ermany in 49LL, 3ust as Hitler was establishing a 
stranglehold on 7erman society. She saw the writing on the wall 
and did not like the message. After time spent in 7reat Gritain 
and India, Mom secured a scholarship to attend the College of 
Emporia in Kansas, where she completed her undergraduate stud-
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ies, and from there moved to 8os Angeles to pursue her doctorate 
on a full scholarship. In her early (0s, Mom decided to become a 
z.S. citiBen. However, being both a pacixst and an atheist, Mom 
refused to take the citiBenship oath because she refused to bear 
arms in defense of the znited States. Additionally, her pacixsm was 
not derived from religious training or belief in a supreme being. 
A ground-breaking court case found that Mom’s “belief in an 
ordered universe, one that was not created by any human beings 
or animals, 1ualixes as religion.”

Mom and Dad were each other’s biggest champions. They 
cheered each other on through all their challenges, including the 
cancer that killed Mom at the age of 50.

ining our Marentsp legacies for life lessons

Have you ever wondered why you are the way you are  Why are 
you passionate about some things and completely dismissive of 
other things  These are 1uestions I have been asking myself more 
and more as I age. uite naturally, I have turned to my parents, in 
particular, Dad, for answers. Goth passed away many years ago, but 
their imprint on me remains.

I admire both of my parents greatly, in particular, their courage 
to forge ahead in support of their values, regardless of the cost. 
Why have I not been able to muster the courage they have  What 
has held me back

This book has allowed me to identify the ma3or life lessons I have 
learned from Dad and consider how they have shown up in my life.  
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)erhaps I have displayed as much courage as my parents, but 3ust 
in di'erent ways and for di'erent reasons.

Throughout the remainder of this book, I will ejplore xve im-
portant lessons Dad passed on to me, not deliberately, but through 
his actions and words.

I encourage you, the reader, to take time to mine your own par-
ents’ legacies for life lessons. Whether you maintain close relation-
ships with your parents, have been estranged from them for many 
years, admire them, or despise them, your parents have taught you 
lessons, ejplicitly or not. Capture them, ejamine them, and xgure 
out their impact on you. The process is freeing, regardless, and you 
may learn more about the uni1ue being that is you.

A nod to historical and Mersonal —eracity

Throughout this book, I have tried my best to be as accurate as 
possible with historical information that can be easily verixed. 
zltimately, though, this is a book of memories, both memories 
of what I was told and memories of what I ejperienced directly. 
Conse1uently, their veracity may not be perfect. However, that 
really does not matter because this book is about how the lessons I 
learned from my father showed up in my life, and I am the ejpert 
on that.

In addition, I have striven to be honest and forthright about my 
relationship with Dad and my ejperiences growing up. Some of 
you may notice relatively few points of conUict with Dad and won-
der whether I may be whitewashing my story. The truth is, I grew 
up in a remarkably drama-free family. Sure, there were occasional 
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disagreements with Dad, but none I remember with any clarity at 
this point. They 3ust weren—t signixcantqor fre1uentqenough. 
Dad certainly wasn—t perfect, but he came pretty darn close.





Chapter Two

Lesson 1 – Art is 
Essential

“The artist has specific ideas in mind and in representing these ideas 
in spirit as well as in fact, he chews up the forms with his emotions 

which leaves a prevailing mood.”
~Kemper Nomland, Jr.

I  grew up in a piece of art. From the diamond chain-shaped 
structure that supported the roof of the driveway to the Mon-

drian-styled wall along the bridge leading to the front door, you 
knew from the start that this was not a cookie-cutter house. When 
you entered the house, you found yourself at a crossroads overseen 
by a print of one of Modigliani’s long-necked women. You had a 
choice: Downstairs to the public area or left, right, or center into 
the bathroom or bedrooms. Regardless of your choice, you were 
met with light, lots of light, wood, and art. 

The house I was born into was a mid-century modern gem that 
Dad designed to Ht perfectly on the last lot on horseshoe-shaped 
Mavis Drive before the Hrst curve to the left. It stood halfway up 
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the hill on Mt. Washington in Northeast 2os Ongeles. It was my 
only home until I set out on my own at the age of 3—.

In this chapter, I introduce you to the Hrst lesson I learned from 
Dadjthat art is essential and life-aPrming.

An artist at heart

Dad was born an artist. Where that impulse came from is unclear, 
but I think it was innate. Dad was always creatingjin many me-
diajincluding acrylics, watercolor, pen and ink, print, charcoal, 
and clay. Eis styles evolved over time, beginning with realism, 
moving into more abstract pieces, and ending with a focus on 
whimsical reptiles.

Os a young man Gust out of high school, Dad attended Basadena 
1ity 1ollege, where he studied under xeorge Flower, head of the 
Ort 1enter Institute, and Cirginia qallard Flower, a noted sculp-
tor. qoth Mr. and Mrs. Flower had a profound impact on Dad, 
inspiring him to select portrait painting and sculpture as his life’s 
work.

Dad’s art, though, eztended to his graphic design and layout 
work, his architectural designs, his furniture, and his sumptuous 
cooking and baking. Eis 1ro–uembouche and pumpkin cheese-
cake were to die for, but what I miss most are those Willie-qillies, 
with their cinnamony goodness and sugary gla5e.
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Jazz, blues, and rock n’ roll

Dad was not a musician. Ee could not carry a tune to save his life. 
That probably also ezplained why he had no facility for learning 
languages, in contrast to my mother, who spoke several languages 
Uuently.

qut what he lacked in innate musical talent, he made up for in 
his love for music. Dad had an impressive collection of both "“s 
and ——sj the old school vinyl records that only those of a certain 
age are familiar with. In his heyday, Dad’s favorite genres were Ga55, 
blues, and gospel. The record player was tucked neatly away in a 
dining room closetjclassic Dad. qecause the public Hrst-level of 
the house was an open concept with easy access from the living 
room to the dining room to the kitchen, having the record player 
there was ideal. 

”p in my room on the second Uoor, I could enGoy phrasings from 
the likes of qillie Eoliday, Mahalia Jackson, and 2ead qelly. To 
this day, 1hristmas isn’t 1hristmas without Slla Fit5gerald’s Ga55y 
renditions of 9Aanta 1laus Is 1oming to Town9 with its 6it’s in the 
bag0 ending and 9Rudolph, the Red-Nosed Reindeer9 from her 
classic Ella Wishes You a Swinging Christmas album.

Atarting in the 4!()s, Dad began to add folk, folk-rock, and rock 
songs to his record list. Bete Aeeger, Orlo xuthrie, and Aimon and 
xarfunkel were among his top picks. qut when my parents threw a 
party, it had to include Tom 2ehrer’s incredibly witty and political 
album, That Was the Year That Was. If you haven’t heard 2ehrer’s 
6Catican Rag0 or 6National qrotherhood Week,0 stop everything 
and listen to them# 
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Dad came to appreciate rock n’ roll mostly thanks to me. Ee was 
never a Bresley or 2ittle Richard fan, but when I came down with 
the chicken poz at the age of 44, my parents let me select a record 
album of my choosing as a distraction. My choice was The qeatles’ 
Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. Dad loved it.

The Fine Arts Group

O seminal period in Dad’s life was the time he spent as a conscien-
tious obGector during World War II in the Waldport 1ivilian Bublic 
Aervice ;1BA? camp, 1amp '8(. The role that paciHsm played in 
Dad’s life was on par with that of art, and the two were ineztricably 
linked.

Dad, Manche Langley, and 
Kermit Sheets at Waldport 

CPS Camp #56.

To give conscientious obGectors educational opportunities to 
develop skills that could be put to use after the war, the qrethren 
1hurch, which oversaw 1ascade 2ocks 1BA 1amp '34 as well as 
Waldport 1BA 1amp '8( ;both in Vregon?, solicited ideas from 
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internees regarding the sorts of educational programs they would 
like to see. Dad and his friend, Kermit Aheets, two internees at 
1amp '34, suggested a Hne arts program. Ofter much debate as to 
the best camp at which to locate such a program, it was decided to 
house it at 1amp '8(.

The prospectus for the proposed Hne arts program, which 
would eventually be referred to as the Fine Orts xroup, was care-
fully worded to be as inclusive as possible:

6The Fine Orts Achool, as we conceive it, is simply to be a group-
ing together of the practitioners of the various art forms. These 
include the 2iterary Orts: Hction, poetry, essays, and criticism  the 
Musical Orts: both composition and performance  the Cisual Orts: 
painting and sculpture  the Apeech Orts: dramatics and readings  
and the related Hne arts crafts.0

It was here in the Fine Orts xroup that Dad blossomed as an 
artist. Feeding o  the energy of a group of incredibly talented 
artists, including poet William Sverson, who later became qrother 
Ontoninus, book designer and Hne arts printer, Odrian Wilson, 
who received a 4!“— MacOrthur 6genius grant,0 poet William 
Ata ord ;who served in another camp, but contributed to the 
Fine Orts xroup’s publications?, and author Eenry Miller. Dad’s 
artwork and layout skills took the xroup’s books to the nezt level, 
although the ”.A. Bostal Aervice would refuse to deliver them at 
times because they deemed the content inappropriate or porno-
graphic.

Dad told one story about the cover of The Illiterati, which fea-
tured the yellow palm of an outstretched hand with a red circle in 
the middle of the palm. It was one of the publications reGected by 
the ”.A. Bostal Aervice. Os Dad told it, 6It had a hand and a circle 
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on the hand. Ao someone decided that the circle represented Japan. 
Vur enemy. It was Gust a circle as far as I knew.0

Every ruin has a story

Eave you ever been dragged miles over a mountain pass to see the 
feet of a statue, the rest of whose body had long since disintegrated  
Vr foregone lunch in order to reach two stones in a neighboring 
village that once belonged to the Temple of Ortemis  Mom and I 
were often the unwitting accomplices of Dad, who had boundless 
energy when it came to visiting ruins of ancient civili5ations. For 
Dad, it was the culmination of an adventure that often began 
months prior to a trip, during which he read eztensively about the 
history of an area and wanted to ezperience it Hrsthand, even when 
very little of it remained.

Aometimes we complained, like the time when we had Gust com-
pleted a 43-hour Uight to Munich, xermany, and picked up a new 
qMW there. Mom and I were ezhausted, but Dad was Gust hitting 
his stride. There was Gust this one archaeological site he had read 
about only 8) kilometers away. In the end, Dad usually won out 
because his childlike enthusiasm was infectious.

A marriage of site and structure

In 4!L8, Arts and Architecture Magazine launched the 1ase Atudy 
Eouse Brogram. The idea behind the program was to encourage 
architects to design and build homes to house the millions of 
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soldiers returning from World War II. The program was a com-
petition of sorts in which only —( homes were selected during the 
program’s duration until 4!((. To be considered for the program, 
a home had to ezemplify its tenets, which included the following:

  The use of inezpensive and readily available building ma-
terials

  O ordability for the average Omerican

  Aimple design

  Integration of indoor and outdoor living

Nearly all the homes selected were in and around 2os Ongeles.
1ase Atudy Eouse '4) was not originally considered for inclu-

sion in the 1ase Atudy Eouse Brogram. It was built in 4!L" as the 
primary residence for Dad’s parents. Its ezpansive open design and 
connection to the outdoors made it the perfect home for family 
gatherings. For years, it was the go-to place for holiday celebrations 
and birthday parties.

Case Study House #10.

”nlike many of the homes selected for the 1ase Atudy Eouse 
Brogram, 1ase Atudy Eouse '4), the only 1ase Atudy house in 
Basadena, was already built when it was chosen. Olthough the 
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architects on the house were shown as Nomland and Nomland, 
1ase Atudy Eouse '4) is all Dad. 

Olong with many other residential gems in 2os Ongeles and else-
where in Aouthern 1alifornia, 1ase Atudy Eouse '4) cemented 
Dad’s legacy as a mid-century modern architect.

Christmas cards as works of art with a message

When Mom and Dad moved into their Mt. Washington home in 
4!88, Dad started a new traditionjhomemade 1hristmas cards 
that reUected both his artistic and literary prowess.

Vn a few occasions, the cards featured drawings by Dad of me, 
with or without one of my many pets, and much later, a drawing of 
his grandson, Kemal. Most of the cards, though, were colorful wa-
tercolors or drawings, some with distinctly 1hristmas themes and 
others with abstract designs. Oll had a message. If Dad’s literary 
muse was weary, Dad would opt for a simple 6Eappy Eolidays0 or 
6Eappy New Year.0 qut more often than not, inspiration would 
strike and the result would be magical, as in:

9The dream can happen#
The world a vast mosaic of di erent
peoples, cultures, lands and creatures
forming a pattern that, with love, can
become a new Sden:
The third Millennium9
Vn one occasion, when I was 48, Dad invited me to collaborate 

with him on a card. Ee provided the image and asked for me to 
provide the tezt. It read:
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9qleak future, forewarning past.
Eow long will your life last, solitary dove

Aenseless ideals, gruesome goals.
Ontagonists try to cage you,
qut your convictions are too strong.

Ond may they grow each dawn.9

How this lesson guided my life

If Dad had delivered no other lesson to me than the importance of 
art in our lives, that would have been enough. Ort ignites creativity 
and innovation. It makes us happy and alive. It takes us outside 
ourselves and gives us the gift of appreciating others. Ort gives us 
hope and inspires us to do better and be better.

Erika with a Statue.
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xrowing up, I often wished my artistic abilities rivaled those 
of Dad s, although he never thought to compare us and always 
encouraged my artistic ezpression. This allowed me to Hnd the 
artistic outlet best suited to me, namely ezpository and technical 
writing, as well as poetry.

I had no desire to follow in Dad’s footsteps and become an 
architect. Just as he was able to combine his engineering and artistic 
aptitudes in his architecture work, I combined my understanding 
of software and hardware development with writing in my careers 
as a technical communicator, business analyst, and product man-
ager.

Erika in a Halloween 
Costume Designed by Her 

Dad.

Thanks to Dad, my life’s musical soundtrack has been diverse. 
I enGoy classical, Ga55, folk, disco, and rock n’ roll and although 
it is the music of my youth that resonates most with me, I have 
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discovered many recent songs that touch me deeply, including 
Olicia Keyes’ 6”nderdog,0 2inkin Bark’s 6Aomewhere I qelong,0 
and Jon qaptiste’s 6Freedom.0 qut I also love my qoston, Aantana, 
and Fleetwood Mac. ”nlike Dad, I can carry a tune. Ond I relished 
my time as a guitarist.



Chapter Three

Lesson 2 – Discovery 
Without Play is Not 
Possible

“At the edge of the sea is our destination – the city of the mind”
~Kemper Nomland, Jr.

“A ll work and no play makes Jack a dull boy” was never an 
admonition that could be directed at Dad. Unlike many 

in modern American society, Dad understood the importance of 
play to clear the tangle of thoughts brought on by a 24/7 men-
tality. Don’t get me wrong—Dad worked hard when he needed 
to and when he wanted to. But climbing the corporate ladder and 
increasing his power were alien concepts to him. He never aspired 
to such goals.                            

Dad did not have a competitive bone in his body. Very occa-
sionally he watched a sports competition, like the Olympics or a 
basketball game, but he could take it or leave it. In his mind, such 
events did not constitute play because play, according to Dad’s 
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dexnition, was a noncompetitive activity—a way to relaj, have 
fun, and open the mind to new ideas. Dad never really understood 
my own attraction to competitive running, although he never ob-
Fected to my interest in it.

In this chapter, I ejplore the ways in which Dad used play as a 
means to discover new and innovative ways to address the chal-
lenges of life.

Playing in the dirt

Dad was an avid gardener. He seemed to have an encyclopedic 
knowledge of plants. He would often tell me the names of plants, 
even their scientixc names, but sadly, that information usually 
went in one ear and out the other. I marveled at how patient Dad 
remained when I asked him for the umpteenth time what the name 
of a particular plant was.

Erika Cooling Off With a 
Hose.

Mor Dad, gardening was an ejtension of his creative impulse. 
Sweet peas were a favorite of his. Every spring, Dad would recon-
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struct the lattice-work to support his sweet peas. When they had 
grown tall enough, he picked a bouGuet for the house so that we 
could enFoy their sensuous, soothing fragrance indoors.

zardening reinforced Dad’s already patient nature. The growth 
of living things could not be rushed. With his eye for detail, Dad 
could appreciate the subtle changes each day brought—a new 
bloom, the emergence of a seedling, and—to his annoyance—the 
disappearance of a carrot, evidence of a gopher.

Imaginary worlds under the covers

On the weekends, when there was no rush to get ready for work 
and school, my parents would often linger in bed. It was Dad’s 
routine to prepare what we called “xrst breakfast,” which consisted 
of co(ee and a sweet roll or piece of toast with butter and Fam 
for my parents and some orange Fuice or milk for me. I Foined 
my parents in their bedroom for “xrst breakfast,” perched on a 
comfortable chair at the base of their bed.

As a young child, I occasionally had the opportunity to play 
under their covers once they had cleared the dishes to the tray. 6y 
parents would remain in bed with their knees bent to support the 
book or maga)ine they were reading. This would create a tent-like 
area for me to crawl into. Sometimes I would pretend I was in a 
cave, taking shelter from a storm with an assortment of animals. I 
felt protected and warm.
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A community lot

The neighborhood I grew up in was a planned community, but not 
in the sense that it had a bunch of lookalike homes designed by a 
builder for optimal proxt. Our neighborhood was a collaboration 
among a group of friends from diverse backgrounds looking to 
establish an integrated community. They were lucky among them 
to have an architect 8in DadQ and building-trade representatives, 
including a carpenter and a plumber. But the best thing about 
our neighborhood from a child’s perspective was the magical play-
ground we called the community lot.

Life on the Community Lot.

The community lot was a plot of land collectively owned by all 
the folks surrounding it. If you looked up at it from the lower 
street, Starling Way, you could see it had three parts. On the left 
was an elevated area about the si)e of a large master bedroom. 
There stood a rickety swing set shadowed by a disheveled sycamore 
tree. In the middle of the lot was a tennis court-si)ed section that 
was Fust dirt. And on the right was a magnixcent playhouse and 
a sandpit. As a child, I freGuently led 8bossed aroundQ the other 
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neighborhood kids in games and adventure—Avis, zary, April, 
and the 6artin children. Mor some reason, the 6oore children near 
Starling Way’s dead-end rarely Foined us. During the summer, we 
whiled away the long days on the community lot until our parents 
yelled up or down for us to come home for dinner.

Evening board games

Our family game was Scrabble and 6om was the 3ueen. Dad and 
I went along, but knew full well that we would likely lose. 6om 
had the superior English vocabulary, despite the fact that it was her 
second language. Plus, we always played at 6om’s desk, which gave 
her a distinct advantage because she had the comfortable spot on 
the left side of the desk with plenty of legroom. We, on the other 
hand, had to pull up chairs from elsewhere in the room and turn 
sideways to be close enough to reach the board. 

Where Dad shined was when we played with dominos. Notice 
that I said “played with dominos” 8not played dominosQ. We never 
played dominos, but we liked to line up the pieces in di(erent con-
xgurations and then start the chain reaction. Dad was a builder, 
so he knew instinctively how to position the dominos for optimal 
e(ect. 6om, by the way, never partook of playing with dominos. 
That was not her forte.
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Quiet time

In retrospect, I reali)e how fortunate I was to have grown up in 
a household that cherished calm and order. Every day there were 
long periods during which silence prevailed. Ours was a very cere-
bral home. Both my parents and I devoted a lot of time to Guiet 
study, play, and creation. That being said, we still had fun together, 
lively conversations, and TV time.

Erika with Her Toys During 
Quiet Time.

Each weekend afternoon, particularly as a young child, Guiet 
time was enforced. 6om and Dad would retire to their bedroom 
for an hour or two, during which they ejpected me to entertain 
myself. It was ejcellent training, instilling in me the importance 
of learning to enFoy alone time. I usually spent the time playing 
with my toys, building structures with blocks, and conversing with 
imaginary characters. I gave no thought to what 6om and Dad 
might be doing, although, as an adult, I have my ideas.
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The studio

When Dad designed our 6t. Washington family home, it was a 
two-story house, with the entry on the second level. Over time, 
though, Dad yearned for a creative space for himself, and so the 
studio was born. Dad designed the studio to xt compactly under 
the xrst story of the house, with a view of the canyon. The studio 
enabled Dad to leave out proFects in various stages of completion. 
It was also large enough to house his printer—think zutenberg, 
not Hewlett-Packard. Dad mostly used his printing press for the 
family Christmas cards, but occasionally, he printed newsletters 
and invitations to events. Besides the printing press itself, the stu-
dio was occupied by a large drafting table, where he freGuently cre-
ated or revised architectural drawings, an enormous sink, a toilet 
stall, and a cabinet with multiple drawers for typefaces of many 
styles, serif and sans serif alike.

The studio was only accessible from the outside. There was no 
access to the main house. If it was raining, it meant getting dressed 
for the elements before making the trek into the backyard and 
getting your shoes muddy along the unpaved portion of the path. 
This was both a disadvantage and an advantage. The advantage was 
that Dad was less likely to be interrupted unless it was absolutely 
necessary. At times, Dad would spend hours in the studio design-
ing our nejt Christmas card. On those days, we looked forward to 
seeing the prototype that resulted.
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How this lesson guided my life

Above all, this lesson—that discovery is not possible without 
play—taught me respect for the creative process, an essential step 
of which is play, unstructured time to have fun, let the mind wan-
der, and Fust be.

Erika Taking a Break 
During Family Travels in 

Europe.

I appreciate the creative spark that ignites when I take a shower, 
go on a long walk, or drift o( to sleep. I have learned to have pen 
and paper 8or smartphoneQ nearby to Fot down ideas before they 
disappear as Guickly as they came.

Although I have never been drawn to gardening, I marvel at the 
animal life in the garden. I delight in the antics of the sGuirrels, 
the social skills of the crows, and the occasional caterpillar that 
chooses our house as the site for its metamorphosis. That began 
as a child on the hill, where a wider assortment of animals entered 
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my sphere, from walking sticks to tarantulas to great horned owls 
and raccoons.

I was often the instigator of group activities on the community 
lot and beyond. I would begin by describing the vision—xrst we 
would do this, then we would do that. There were chase scenes, 
travel caravans, and treks into the wilderness. I am certain this is 
where my leadership training began, although I saw my role back 
then as the creator of fun.

Minally, this lesson gave me an appreciation of alone time to 
refresh the mind and body before reentering the hustle that is life 
in the big city.



Chapter Four

Lesson 3 – Your 
Values Have No 
Offramps

From “Is There No Way”  
Is there no way

but to kill for life
must it always be hate to love

oppress for freedom
starve for plenty

can there be no peace
till all people are straitjacketed 

into the stunting way of the one who
possesses the violence of victory

till all shall conform under continuous
coercion of steel

and threat of steel
must the chaos of compulsion
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the rigid ring of wrath
and might be the measure of right

can we only be kind after conquering
must I bury a man

before he can be my brother?
~Kemper Nomland, Jr.

The Illiterati, Number Three
(Waldport, Oregon: Untide Press, Summer 1944)

T he household I grew up in was a free-cowing switBhboard 
of ideas. No topiBs were ov-limits. yut that was not true of 

behaxiors. That kou BonduBted kourself with integritk, responsi-
bilitk, and respeBt was non-negotiable. yoth Mom and Dad set the 
bar high, and thek e’peBted me to measure up. What I soon learned 
was that doing so was the jek to happiness, not in the sense that it 
allowed me to axoid punishment, but rather that it gaxe me peaBe 
of mind.                           

DadLs stands against in–ustiBe and xiolenBe as a means of settling 
disputes were unshajeable beBause of his Bommitment to integritk, 
responsibilitk, and respeBt. OnBe he dediBated himself to a Bause 
he beliexed in, he spoje out forthrightlk and Bonsistentlk, and he 
aBBepted the responsibilitk that Bame with tajing a stand. He also 
treated others with respeBt, exen when their beliefs were Bontrark 
to his own. Howexer, he did not shk awak from speajing his truth.

In this Bhapter, I over DadLs life as one roadmap for lixing in aB-
BordanBe with kour xalues, exen when doing so Breates hardships.
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Risking disdain

When Dad reBeixed his draft notiBe after the U.S.Ls entrk into 
World War II, he jnew he Bould not partiBipate in the war evort. 
Initiallk, he thought the Congregational ChurBh of whiBh he was a 
member would support him in his deBision based on the teaBhings 
of Christ. yut that is not what happened. The ChurBh had no 
interest in his ideas. Undeterred, Dad went to the draft board 
to applk for a 4-E Blassi”Bation (BonsBientious ob–eBtor opposed 
to both Bombatant and nonBombatant training and serxiBe). Al-
though his ChurBh had not supported his deBision to register as a 
BonsBientious ob–eBtor, he told the draft board that he had made 
his deBision based on what he had learned at BhurBh. The Blassi-
”Bation was granted and Dad was sent to the ”rst of two Cixilian 
PubliB SerxiBe (CPS) Bamps for the duration of the war.

Dad, Don Baker, and Kermit 
Sheets.

yeing a BonsBientious ob–eBtor in #The 6ood War,q though, 
had its priBe. ABBording to some members of CPS Camp 7G—, the 
residents in nearbk Waldport #hatedq them. During their foraks 
into town, Bamp members were often sub–eBted to disdainful loojs 
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and mean Bomments. The loBal newspaper fre8uentlk published 
hateful artiBles about the Bamp that were ”lled with falsehoods and 
maliBious propaganda. In an ironiB twist, the printing maBhine 
that the editor of the loBal newspaper had gixen permission to sell 
was sold to members of the Fine Arts 6roup at Camp 7G—.

Risking arrest

Not long before the end of World War II, Dad staged a worj 
slowdown. MuBh of the worj Dad and others did as part of Camp 
7G— was done under the auspiBes of the U.S. Forest SerxiBe.  That 
inBluded downing timber and Blearing trails. As DadLs produBtix-
itk Bame to a standstill, the Forest SerxiBe beBame frustrated and 
began refusing to let him –oin in the worj.

Exentuallk, Dad was arrested.  As the stork goes, Dad was then 
esBorted bk two goxernment o0Bials to Portland, Oregon, where 
he was to be arraigned. On the wak, the o0Bials stopped at a bar 
for a few drinjs, presumablk leaxing Dad seBured in the Bar. When 
thek returned, it was too late to Bomplete the trip to Portland, 
so thek got a hotel room, with the plan to Bontinue the –ournek 
the ne’t dak. The ne’t dak, as luBj would haxe it, the war ended, 
so the arraignment nexer happened.  Dad serxed a short time on 
probation, but that was it.
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Risking rejection

As a nonBonformist, Dad rarelk Bhose the Eask button. His xalues 
and beliefs were his anBhors and thek were often at odds with the 
prexailing national mood. When asjed how he had helped the war 
evort, he did not haxe an aBBeptable soldier stork. When asjed 
where he lixed and who his neighbors were, he Bould not satisfk 
those who Bhose their neighbors based on their sjin Bolor. 

Ank re–eBtion Dad faBed, though, didnLt phase him beBause for 
him, it wasnLt important. As long as he honored his xalues, he felt 
seBure.

Encouraging resistance

Unless the status 8uo respeBted human life and promoted fair-
ness and e8ualitk, Dad resisted it. He often tooj me to marBh-
es!against the war du –our, in faxor of fair housing, and in support 
of Bixil rights. I learned 8uiBjlk to appreBiate the power an indi-
xidual Ban wield in a demoBraBk. In high sBhool, two friends and 
I staged our own marBh at the Borner of Axenue 4G and Figueroa 
in Northeast Yos Angeles to draw attention to our enxironment 
and the need to Blean up our air and water, long before #Blimate 
Bhangeq was part of the xernaBular.

DadLs resistanBe to the draft mak haxe begun with his own sit-
uation, but when another big war rolled around in the form of 
the Vietnam War, Dad dusted ov his resistanBe boots and started 
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waljing. In his s, Dad was still out there in front of Yeisure 
World with homemade signs and his now sBratBhk xoiBe to ob–eBt 
to the Ira8i War and the Bontinuing arms raBe.

Encouraging creation

Whether in his gardening, his bajing, his art, or his arBhiteBture, 
Dad was all about enBouraging the Breatixe forBe within us. The 
guiding prinBiple of The Illiterati, the maga ine Dad and others 
Breated at CPS Camp 7G—, was #that all organisms form an inter-
BonneBted whole, that separation is possible onlk on the mental or 
xerbal lexels, and that war and all forms of phksiBal BoerBion are 
alwaks destruBtixe of man.q This prinBiple speajs to Breation in its 
broadest interpretation.

Dad With His Painting 
of Kermit Sheets.

Ultimatelk, Breation was the drixing philosophk in DadLs life. 
Exerkthing Dad did was about honoring Breation and Breatixitk.
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Encouraging belonging

When kour xiew of humans is at the BharaBter lexel, stripped of 
the arti”Bes of raBe, ethniB baBjground, national a0liation, and 
religion, belonging is a gixen, as long as kour BharaBter measures 
up. That was DadLs xiew of the world. He Bared onlk that his 
neighbors and friends were good people!jind, respeBtful, Bu-
rious, open-minded, and supportixe. Perhaps in part to remind 
himself that BharaBter was exerkthing, Dad en–oked and Belebrated 
the dixersitk of the world and surrounded himself with it.

He enBouraged belonging bk Breating a dixerse neighborhood at 
a time when suBh neighborhoods were rare. There is no doubt I 
was raised bk the Mt. Washington neighborhood I grew up in. I ate 
mank meals in the homes of neighbors who graBiouslk inBluded me 
in their lunBh or dinner plans. Exerk summer, the SBotts, an older 
blaBj Bouple with the onlk swimming pool in the area, inxited us 
to spend the summer in their pool. It was glorious

How this lesson guided my life

Despite being inoBulated mank times oxer the kears with an 
anti-hkpoBrisk xaBBine, mustering the strength of BharaBter to 
stand up for mk BonxiBtions has not alwaks been eask, partiBularlk 
as a Bhild and koung adult. During those formatixe kears, I often 
felt as though I did not belong. Not onlk were mk parents out-
spojen, thek were also older than most of mk friendsL parents and 
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were, at times, mistajen for mk grandparents. I –ust wanted to ”t 
in, and those realities ran Bontrark to that need.

With age, though, I haxe Bome to appreBiate this lesson most 
of all and the Bourage it tajes to embraBe oneLs xalues and nexer 
disBard them for e’pedienBk. Although I haxe not alwaks tajen on 
the big issues Dad did, I haxe not shied awak from speajing up 
for those unable to speaj up for themselxes without –eopardi ing 
their lixelihood, seBuritk, or health. At worj, I haxe defended those 
who were attaBjed or bullied. In one instanBe, a Bolleague from 
India who worjed remotelk was being drixen to worj e’Bessixe 
hours bk a BontraBt pro–eBt manager. When the Bolleague sent me 
an email that laBjed BoherenBe, I jnew I had to speaj up. I emailed 
the pro–eBt manager and forBefullk told her to gixe mk Bolleague a 
few daks ov. She nexer responded direBtlk to me, but shortlk after 
I sent mk email, she noti”ed the team that mk Bolleague would be 
awak from the o0Be for a few daks.

More reBentlk, I haxe Bome to a greater appreBiation of the im-
portanBe of majing people feel as though thek belong. After the 
need for food, water, and shelter, the need to belong is BritiBal to 
oneLs well-being. Whether kou are an immigrant, a traxeller, or a 
member of an underserxed Bommunitk, kou haxe lijelk struggled 
with the feeling that kou donLt belong. When Dad agreed to spon-
sor the man I loxed and wanted to marrk, sight unseen, from a xerk 
diverent Bulture and baBjground, the beautk in majing people feel 
thek belong beBame Blear.



Chapter Five

Lesson 4 – Peace is 
Always an Option

“For peace to flower there can be no enemies”
~Kemper Nomland, Jr.

I n addition to art, paciswm haw a prominent turead turogDuogt 
’adfw liUe. knlibe art, tuogDu, ’adfw aduerence to uiw paciswt 

yelieUw led uim dohn patuw ue libelv neWer imaDined aw a vognD 
man. 1uen tuat initial wparb haw lit tuat cagwed ’ad to emyrace a 
liUe dedicated to paciswm iw anvonefw Dgeww. ’ad haw yorn in 9F9F 
at tue end oU tue 6irwt 1orld 1ar, dgrinD huicu oWer 990,SSS k.“. 
woldierw lowt tueir liWew. It haw alwo at tue tail end oU tue “paniwu 
”g pandemic. ’eatu ugnD ueaWv in tue air huen ’ad entered tue 
horld and peruapw tuat Uact planted in uim a driWe to prewerWe and 
uonor liUe ayoWe all.                               

“adlv, Ltue har to end all harw2 haw not an accgrate moniber 
Uor 1orld 1ar I. -eww tuan VS vearw later, tue horld haw emyroiled 
in anotuer hidewpread con”ict, Uollohed yv tue Korean 1ar, and 
tuen tue lonDTrgnninD Hietnam 1ar. Eue Hietnam 1ar haw tue 
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srwt har dgrinD huicu I came to admire ’ad, tue paciswt. Not 
lonD aUter mv eiDutu yirtudav, tue k.“. entered tue Hietnam 1ar. I 
diwtinctlv rememyer hatcuinD tue Bq“ OWeninD Nehw hitu 1alter 
Bronbite dgrinD tuat time. 6or vearw, wtartinD in 9F08, tue yroadT
cawt yeDan hitu a tallv oU tue har dead.

In tuiw cuapter, I illgwtrate tue manv havw in huicu ’adfw comT
mitment to peace and nonWiolence wuohed gp in uiw liUe and, wgyT
wejgentlv, in mine.

War is not an option

In an interWieh ’ad DaWe in VSSV, in uiw earlv :Sw, ue haw awbed huv 
ue yecame a conwcientiogw oyPector. Aiw rewponwe haw direct and 
wimple# LI cogld neWer ye inWolWed in billinD anvyodv. I cogldnft 
wee anv reawon Uor har eituer. Euat haw tue ogtcome oU har, and I 
Pgwt cogldnft participate.2

1uen ’ad tranwUerred to BG“ Bamp –80 in 1aldport, RreDon 
to Poin tue 6ine Mrtw Yrogp, ue uelped to Uawuion tue Yrogp gnder 
turee diwtinctiWe yelieUw, alonD hitu otuer memyerw, inclgdinD poet 
1illiam OWerwon, huo werWed aw tue Yrogpfw srwt director. Euowe 
yelieUw here captgred yv tue Yrogp in tue UollohinD hordw#

9. Eue hidewpread dewtrgction oU tue “econd 1orld 1ar haw 
tue ineWitayle rewglt oU modern nationaliwm.

V. Eue emerDence oU a maww cgltgre and modern nationalT
iwm uad eroded ugman potential yv eliminatinD alternate 
havw oU yeinD in tue horld.
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z. Neh modew oU collectiWe liUe here needed tuat here not 
tied to a hartime cgltgre and tue Uormation oU dgtiUgl 
national wgyPectw.

Eue yreadtu oU tuewe yelieUw and tue e;tent to huicu tuev wtill 
rewonate todav are jgite remarbayle. Rnce aDain, har raDew in OgT
rope and e;treme nationaliwm iw wtill tue inwtiDator.

A life taken does not justify a life taken

’adfw dedication to paciswm and wearcu Uor nonWiolent wolgtionw 
e;tended Uar yevond tue pgrWieh oU har. Ae yelieWed wtronDlv 
tuat Lan eve Uor an eve2 approacu to metinD ogt Pgwtice onlv leUt 
cogntleww ylind people in itw habe. Euere haw no Pgwtiscation Uor 
e;actinD anotuer liUe Uor a liUe alreadv taben.

’ad haw a Wocal opponent oU tue deatu penaltv and gwed uiw 
Woice to adWocate Uor itw ayolition. MltuogDu ue ayuorred tue 
billinD oU a Uelloh ugman yeinD, ue Uelt tuat liUe in priwon and a loww 
oU Ureedom haw a wg7cient price to pav.

Guns have no place in our world

Not wgrpriwinDlv, ’ad neWer ohned a Dgn. EuinbinD yacb oWer mv 
cuilduood and vognD adglt vearw, I neWer wah a real Dgn e;cept on 
police o7cerw and tuen onlv in tueir uolwterw. Rtuer tuan tuat, Dgnw 
here onlv propw in slmw and wtaDe prodgctionw.
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I haw in mv teenw huen tue realitv oU Dgn Wiolence uit uome. 
M Dood Uriend oU mv Uatuerfw and a Uelloh conwcientiogw oyPector, 
YeorDe Cagrer, haw wuot yv an intrgder huo haw loobinD to ygrT
Dlari…e tue uome YeorDe haw uogwe wittinD. 6or manv vearw, YeorDe 
liWed at tue yottom oU Ct. 1awuinDton at tue corner oU MWenge 58 
and Ylenalyvn ’riWe. Ae ueld a wpecial place in mv ueart yecagwe 
eWerv vear aw Uar yacb aw I cogld rememyer, ue DiUted me a Yerman 
adWent calendar to cognt dohn tue davw to Buriwtmaw OWe. Eo tuiw 
dav, I ygv an adWent calendar eWerv weawon and tuinb oU uim.

Dad with Friends at Cascade 
Locks Camp #21, including George 

Maurer (second from the left).

-ater in liUe, ’ad reDglarlv wgpported antiTDgn orDani…ationw, 
wgcu aw tue National Boalition to qan AandDgnw.

Alternatives to war

Rne oU ’adfw yiDDewt concernw haw tue cogntrvfw militarvTindgwT
trial comple;. Eue Wawt wgmw oU monev wpent on yolwterinD tue 
militarv and deWelopinD more and more deadlv havw oU billinD eacu 
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otuer meant Uar leww monev wpent on jgalitvToUTliUe iwwgew, wgcu 
aw poWertv, edgcation, and uogwinD. ’ad paid uiw ta;ew, Uair and 
wjgare, ygt lamented tue Uact tuat tuev here not alhavw wpent tue 
hav ue hogld uaWe wpent tuem. ’ad wah enDaDement in tue politT
ical proceww aw one important approacu to alterinD tuiw traPectorv. 
HotinD haw not Pgwt a riDut( it haw an oyliDation.

AaWinD uimwelU yeen a conwcientiogw oyPector, ’ad Uelt it haw 
necewwarv to DiWe yacb and mentor Ugtgre conwcientiogw oyPectorw, 
mowt oU huom here loobinD Uor alternatiWew to werWinD in comT
yatant and noncomyatant rolew aw part oU tue onDoinD con”ict in 
Hietnam. ’ad Uognd Pov in tuiw actiWitv, ygt rePoiced huen tue 
draUt haw ayoliwued in 9F)z. Eo jgote Urom a ”ver ’ad printed 
called L’onft 4eDiwter Uor 1orld 1ar z2# L1e mgwt oyev tue lah 
or tabe tue conwejgencew. qgt huen a lah rgnw wo cognter to tue 
traditionw oU democracv and Ureedom oU indiWidgal conwcience aw 
doew a peacetime draUt, tue danDer oU oyevinD mav ye Dreater to tue 
nation tuan tue danDer oU diwoyevinD to a Ueh.2 

Respect for the peacemakers

’ad wgrrognded uimwelU hitu peacemaberw. Canv oU uiw clowewt 
Uriendw here tuowe ue met dgrinD tue “econd 1orld 1ar huile 
ue werWed time in BG“ campw. Garticglarlv tue men in tue 6ine 
Mrtw Yrogp, hitu huom ue alwo wuared a loWe Uor tue artw, yecame 
liUelonD Uriendw. 1itu tuewe men, ue Uelt a wpecial binwuip.

Canv oU uiw peacemaber Uriendw wettled in “an 6ranciwco aUter 
tue har, huere a ygrDeoninD cogntercgltgre moWement haw tabinD 
uold and huere tuev here inwtrgmental in wuapinD tue qeat poetrv 
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oU tue 9F8Sw. Mw a cuild, I accompanied mv parentw on Urejgent 
tripw to tue qav Mrea and eWen to Gortland, RreDon Uor occawional 
BG“ camp regnionw. “ome oU ’adfw Uriendw yecame mv Uriendw, 
huom mv ugwyand and I Wiwited in later vearw.

Rne oU ’adfw peacemaber Uriendw haw Ylenn “milev, tue miniwter 
huo married mv ugwyand and me. MUter tue har, “milev yecame 
one oU Cartin -gtuer KinD, Jr.fw clowewt adWiworw and haw larDelv 
rewponwiyle Uor KinDfw adoption oU nonWiolent rewiwtance. MccordT
inD to 4avmond Mrwenaglt, agtuor oU Freedom Riders: 1961 and 
the Struggle for Racial Justice, L“milev uad a proUognd in”gence 
on KinDfw pilDrimaDe to nonWiolence. 1uen KinD toob tue srwt 
inteDrated ygw ride UollohinD tue yovcottfw wgccewwUgl conclgwion 
in ’ecemyer 9F80, ue sttinDlv DaWe “milev tue uonor oU wittinD yv 
uiw wide.2

My Wedding Officiated by 
Glenn Smiley.

MmonD ’adfw ueroew here Cauatma Yandui and Cartin -gtuer 
KinD, Jr., yotu oU huom wuohed tue horld huat nonWiolent rewiwT
tance cogld accompliwu.
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Civil disobedience

BiWil diwoyedience, a term coined yv poet and ewwaviwt Aenrv 
’aWid Euoreag in uiw piece, Resistance to Civil Government, haw 
huat ’ad enDaDed in huen ue decided to wtaDe a horb wlohdohn at 
tue end oU uiw internment in BG“ Bamp –80, huicu wiDnaled tuat 
ue cogld no lonDer ayide yv tue alternatiWe werWice ue uad earlier 
accepted.

Not all conwcientiogw oyPectorw aDreed to tue termw oU tue draUt 
yoardfw OT5 clawwiscation. Eecunicallv, acceptinD tuowe termw did 
not conwtitgte ciWil diwoyedience. “ome wgcu conwcientiogw oyPecT
torw wpent time in priwon. Rne orDani…ation ’ad wgpported haw 
tue 4ewiwt Bonwcription Bommittee, or 4BB, hitu o7cew in -ow 
MnDelew and Neh xorb. Eue 4BB encograDed Lconwcientiogw ciWil 
diwoyedience— gntil tue draUt iw repealed.2 ’ad participated in 
protewtw orDani…ed yv tue 4BB, cgltiWatinD ciWil diwoyedience aw 
tue appropriate rewponwe to a mandatorv draUt.

How this lesson guided my life

Mw a homan cominD oU aDe huen I did, I haw Uortgnate not to Uace 
tue heiDutv deciwionw ’ad uad to tacble aw a vognD man. xet, in 
retrowpect, it iw clear tuat ’adfw commitment to paciswm impacted 
me directlv. 

Ehice, earlv in mv career, I tgrned dohn and leUt Poyw yecagwe 
tuev toob on militarv contractw tuat tuev e;pected me to particiT
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pate in. In one cawe, a team I haw part oU horbed pawt midniDut to 
complete a 4ejgewt Uor Gropowal 46G  tuat hogld uaWe inWolWed 
tue mangUactgre oU yomyw. I cried all tue hav uome and Wohed to 
loob Uor a neh Poy. M montu later, I wgymitted mv rewiDnation.

Mw a liUelonD animal loWer, I uaWe cuowen to Uocgw mv ohn paciT
swm on ogr animal Uamilv, a patu tuat uaw continged to eWolWe. 
“eWeral vearw aDo, I cuowe to DiWe gp all mammal meat, inclgdinD 
ygt not limited to  porb, yeeU, and lamy. I alwo mabe a point oU 

captgrinD aw manv aw powwiyle oU tue wmaller critterw inwectw and 
wpiderw eWen cocbroacuew  tuat occawionallv tabe reUgDe in ogr 
uome and placinD tuem yacb ogtwide. I remind mvwelU tuat tuev 
uaWe aw mgcu riDut to ye uere on eartu aw I do.

I am ygoved yv e ortw to ayoliwu tue deatu penaltv and limit tue 
proliUeration oU srearmw. I hiwu tuat no one Uelt tue need to powweww 
Dgnw oU anv bind, e;cept peruapw Uor tue pgrpowe oU competitiWe 
wuootinD, ygt I remain more oU a realiwt tuan ’ad, Uor huom manv 
iwwgew here allTorTnotuinD propowitionw.

6inallv, I trv mv yewt to ye patient hitu people, wecgre in tue 
bnohledDe tuat on tuowe rare occawionw huen womeone lawuew ogt 
at me, tueir yeuaWior iw gwgallv not related to anvtuinD I did. I uaWe 
learned to rewpond calmlv and bindlv. Balm and bindneww uaWe 
mgcu to recommend tuem.



Chapter Six

Lesson 5 – Justice is 
All or Nothing

“The mosaic of our diversity is our humanity.”
~Kemper Nomland, Jr.

“I magine all the people sharing all the world” is just one of 
many lines in John Lennon’s classic, Imagine, that make 

it the perfect anthem for Dad’s life. Dad believed strongly in “a 
brotherhood of man” and although he was a dreamer, he put 
his dreams into action. Exploring the world in all its magni-cent 
diversity was one of Dad’s passions, whether that meant experiS
encing other cultures -rst hand or through an exhibit at a museum 
or local gallery.                                     

Despite the inconveniences brought on by a world built on naS
tionalism, Dad forged ahead, eager to immerse himself in all the 
shades of life. Dad never considered who might be more deserving 
of privilege than another. Tuch a concept was foreign to him. 
Bhat people might be treated diHerently based on their physical 
characteristics or place of birth made no sense to him. Aut just as 
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he had learned to use his voice to wage war on war, he learned to 
apply the same tactics to -ght injustice.

In this chapter, I describe Dad’s belief that our personal actions 
make a diHerence and that the Wmerican experiment, even with its 
zaws, demands we take an active role in making it a more perfect 
union. I also show the many ways in which Dad sought to emS
brace and respect all life on earth1and indeed the earth itself. Oe 
believed strongly in the “live and let live” mantra, that all people 
should have an e8ual opportunity to pursue their dreams. I am 
grateful that he passed on this lesson to me, although it materialS
i3ed diHerently for me than for him.

Harnessing the democratic process

Rine was a political household. Dad was a lifeSlong Democrat, 
always on the liberal end of the spectrum. Ois actions made it clear 
that he had a deep respect for our democracy and our responsiS
bility as informed voters. Mhen election time rolled around, Dad 
would do his homework. Oe studied the stands of each candidate, 
attended local candidate forums, and read the -ne print of each 
proposition. Dad was a member of the local Democratic club and 
rarely missed a meeting, particularly during an election cycle.

Fn election day, I fre8uently accompanied my parents to the 
polls. Coting in person on election day was the only option back 
then. Teeing my parents vote and Dad’s prep leading up to election 
day drove home the importance of voting. Mhen I turned 97 on 
November 4, 9–UG, I had just two days to wait until the midterm 
elections on November —. I took my role as a newly minted voter 
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very seriously. ?rior to the election, I spent the better part of a 
day at the Los Wngeles Downtown Library researching all the 
propositions and candidates before marking my sample ballot. I 
have to admit I have not been as conscientious in my research since 
then, but I still allot time to -guring out my ballot choices before 
voting.

Dad not only made sure he was ready to vote, he also made sure 
his fellow Wngelenos were ready to vote. In the weeks leading up to 
an election, Dad could often be found at the local grocery store or 
library manning a registration table and using his persuasive skills 
to encourage others to vote.

Banishing otherness

Fne of my favorite 8uotes of Dad’s is the following2
“Bhe dream can happen;
Bhe world a vast mosaic of diHerent
people, cultures, lands and creatures
forming a pattern that, with love, can
become a new Eden2
Bhe third Rillennium”
It summed up his belief that people should be evaluated based 

solely on the merits of their character. Mas a person kind, honest, 
openSminded, and respectfulY Vor Dad, a person’s culture and 
language were embellishments to be understood and, in many 
cases, celebrated. Fne thing that strikes me about this 8uote is the 
absence of any mention of nations. W nation remained a fraught 
concept for Dad because it came with the inevitable baggage of 
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“mine and yours,” which all too often meant having to defend 
what was mine.

Dad always looked for ways to bring people to the table, or to 
join tables he might not otherwise have been part of. Dad was 
not a religious man( he referred to himself as an agnostic. )et Dad 
loved to learn about various religious traditions and visit churches, 
cathedrals, mos8ues, and synagogues, in part because these places 
of worship were often some of the most beautiful, innovative, and 
striking architectural examples in any given town or city. Oe even 
designed a church himself1the Norwegian Teamen’s 0hurch of 
Tan ?edro, 0alifornia.

Dad relished participating in the ?osadas Navideéas during a 
9––G visit to his brother and sisterSinSlaw in Dolores Oidalgo, 
Rexico and a 5osh Oashanah seder meal in Los Wngeles in the 
9–Uqs, to which I accompanied him, but he e8ually enjoyed bringS
ing together people from diverse backgrounds to break bread in his 
own home. !uests routinely represented a kaleidoscope of races, 
cultures, and religions. Tuch gatherings brought Dad great joy.

Posadas Navideñas in Dolores 
Hidalgo.
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Travel as a gateway to understanding

Like his father before him, Dad loved to travel. During his lifetime, 
Dad traveled extensively in the :nited Ttates, 0anada, Rexico, and 
Europe. I have no doubt that he would have loved to travel in Wsia, 
Touth Wmerica, and Wfrica, but time got away from him. Dad was 
the opposite of an “ugly Wmerican.” Immersing himself in the city 
life, food, culture, and art of a place made him happy. During our 
-rst visit to Burkey after I married my Burkish husband, Erol, Dad 
was like a kid in a candy shop. In Istanbul, he and Erol experienced 
a traditional Burkish bath, as did I Zin a separate bathhouse, of 
course6 and savored half a barbecued lamb’s head Zan image that 
has always made me cringe6.

Mhen I was -ve years old, my parents decided we would live 
abroad for half a year. Mith a base camp in Kiel, !ermany, Rom’s 
hometown, we traveled extensively throughout Europe, visiting 
many spots I have yet to return to as an adult. Bhis adventure 
started with a bang. :pon our arrival in !ermany, Dad was hit 
with an acute appendicitis that re8uired he be hospitali3ed and 
undergo surgery. Bhankfully, Rom was there to facilitate comS
munication. Mith youth ZDad was G4 at the time6 and otherwise 
good health on his side, Dad recovered 8uickly, taking it all in 
stride and choosing to frame the experience as yet another travel 
story. Living in Europe for six months gave us the opportunity to 
appreciate the many cultures of Europe, from England to ?ortugal 
to Tweden and !reece1and many points in between. Tadly, I only 
have a few memories from that time, but they are overwhelmingly 
positive, including my -rst gondola ride in Cenice, my -rst sips of 
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wine Zheavily diluted6, my Dutch girl hat, which I wore incessantly, 
and a chance encounter with a group of young !reek women in 
Wthens, who were intrigued with the little Wmerican girl. 

Fne of our most memorable trips to Europe included a foray 
into East !ermany, which re8uired careful planning, including 
securing visas. I was a young teenager during that -rst trip, which I 
likened to a journey from a world of color Zin Mest !ermany6 to a 
world of black and white. Auildings that were only a few years old 
looked ancient and decrepit. Me made sure we had nothing in our 
possession that might be considered controversial. East !ermany’s 
initial draw for us were two of Rom’s dearest friends from childS
hood, Wnnemarie and Oedwig, whom she had maintained contact 
with, despite their being on the east side of the wall when it went 
up. Vor all of us, though, it was a fascinating entr e into a closed 
society in which personal freedoms were severely curtailed. Wlso 
striking about East !ermany were the many ruins left from the 
Tecond Morld Mar, many previously magni-cent structures, such 
as the winger and Vrauenkirche in Dresden. Fur appreciation 
for our life back in the Ttates was bolstered signi-cantly by the 
experience.
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Erika as a Teenager in 
Amsterdam.

Bravel aHorded Dad1indeed all of us1the opportunity to exS
perience new worlds that reinforced all that we share as humans, 
while allowing him to marvel at the diverse perspectives we huS
mans are capable of. 5ecently, I was given the original college 
recommendation letter written by my highSschool counselor. In 
it, I was surprised to -nd a paragraph devoted to my parents.  In 
that paragraph, my counselor mentions the following2 “Erika is the 
only child in the family and received many enriching experiences 
from her family such as the opportunity to have traveled extensiveS
ly in Europe.”

Protest as patriotism

Vor Dad, protest was always one of the best examples of patriotism. 
In contrast to the expression “Wmerica1love it or leave it,” which 
became popular during the 9– qs, Dad’s view was that those who 
truly loved their country wanted it to live up to its potential as a 
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bulwark of democracy and e8ual opportunity. Bhe 0onstitution’s 
Virst Wmendment, which guarantees the right to peaceful assemS
bly, was designed as a vehicle for doing just that1speaking up to 
ensure that the country was on the right track.

Bime and again, Dad joined protests against war, unfair housing 
practices, and civil rights violations. Wlong with millions of other 
Wmericans, Dad saw the fruits of his time spent on the streets 
in protest. Toldiers were brought home from illSbegotten wars, 
laws were enacted to guard against unfair housing practices, and 
in 9– G, ?resident Johnson signed into law the 0ivil 5ights Wct.

Living with diversity

In the midS9–—qs, when segregation was the norm, Dad opted for a 
diHerent path. Mhen Rom and Dad -rst got married, they rented a 
house on Rt. Mashington, just one hill over from where they built 
the home I grew up in. Aack in the early 9–—qs, there was only a 
smattering of houses up on the hill. Aeing an architect, Dad knew 
he would design the family home that he and Rom would live in 
for most of the rest of their lives. Bhey also had a vision1to build 
not just a home, but a community. Aefore long, they had assembled 
a diverse group of friends and ac8uaintances who were interested 
in making Rt. Mashington their home. 
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The Nomland Family Home on 
Mt. Washington

Tome were friends of Dad’s from his 0?T camp experience. 
Fthers were friends of Rom’s. Wnd still others were friends of 
friends who jumped at the opportunity to explore a new paraS
digm1an integrated community.

Dad knew from his experiences growing up in Wltadena and 
?asadena and during the war that the more diverse the community 
you grew up in, the more likely you were to feel comfortable with a 
variety of neighbors. It gave you the chance to get to know people 
as people, stripped of their labels. It convinced you that justice was 
an allSorSnothing proposition.

Respect for all creatures

Fne of my favorite stories of Dad and our animal friends happened 
while I was still in Rom’s womb. Dad had hired someone to help 
him with a big gardening project in the backyard when suddenly 
he heard a lot of commotion from the other end of the yard where 
his helper was working. Dad ran over to see what was going on, 
only to discover that the helper had bludgeoned to death a gopher 
snake. It was one of the few times when Dad made his anger and 
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disappointment known. Bhe helper had killed the snake to prevent 
Rom from accidentally seeing it and having a miscarriage. Dad, on 
the other hand, didn’t believe in such superstitions and was upset 
that one of his best tools for curbing the gopher population was 
now dead.

Dad instilled in me a love for all of earth’s creatures1great and 
small. :ndoubtedly in part because I was an only child, animals 
of various shapes and si3es became my siblings. Dad reali3ed early 
on the important role animals could play in my life because he, 
himself, was an animal lover and had grown up with various pets. 
Rom, on the other hand, had no experience with pets and was 
not keen on welcoming them into our home. Aut thankfully, Dad 
worked his magic and convinced her to open what later became 
zoodgates. Wt the height of my animal mania, I had two cats, one 
dog, chickens, a hamster, and a rabbit.

Ry -rst pet was Aig Kitty, a rescue from the ?asadena Oumane 
Tociety with zuHy white fur and one blue eye and one brown eye. 
The was a very chill cat who put up with a lot from me. I loved to 
put her in a bonnet, tuck her under the covers in my baby buggy, 
and wheel her around my room, pretending she was my baby, 
which, of course, she was. The would usually tolerate the ordeal for 
about 9q minutes, after which she would shake oH the bonnet and 
jump down.
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Erika with Big Kitty.

Ry love of animals was not con-ned to the domesticated vaS
riety. I was also intrigued with the wild animals that fre8uented 
our garden, especially the spiders. During the summer, when the 
harle8uin beetles were in abundance, I enjoyed feeding the hungry 
spiders who waited patiently for an unsuspecting insect to stumble 
onto their webs. 5ather than leave that to chance, I helped by 
scooping up a harle8uin beetle and dropping it onto a spider’s web. 
Bhat would set oH a chain reaction culminating in the beetle being 
wrapped in web silk for later consumption.

How this lesson guided my life

In some ways, this lesson has impacted me more than the others. It 
continues to be front and center in many of the activities I choose 
to spend time on now that I am retired.

?olitics and the importance of upholding and strengthening 
our democratic ideals is a passion of mine. Tome might call me 
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a political junkie. Bhankfully, I have friends and relatives who 
help support my habit. I know how essential it is that we have 
representatives who understand their role and are genuinely doing 
the job for the right reasons.

Mhen we as women can express ourselves clearly, honestly, and 
in a compelling voice, we -nd our strength and con-dence. AanS
ishing otherness extends to the circumstances we are cast into 
because of trauma and health issues. Rental health challenges, just 
like any other health challenges, are those to be tackled, managed, 
and hopefully, overcome. Bhese are areas where I have striven to 
make a diHerence. :ltimately, my goal is to make us all think twice 
about labeling people. Labeling only diminishes people’s worth 
and potential. I am thrilled when I throw a stereotypical blanket 
on someone only to have them toss it aside and show me otherwise.

Bhankfully, Dad passed on to me the travel bug. Wlthough perS
haps not 8uite as adventurous as Dad, I learned the bene-ts of 
traveling alone to boost your con-dence and reliance on yourself. 
Vrom my travels with my parents, to my -rst solo trip abroad just 
out of college, to my many travels since with my own family, I have 
found in traveling a shortcut to appreciating both our diversity and 
sameness as citi3ens of this world.

Last, but certainly not least, I continue to have the greatest 
respect for all living creatures, their intelligence, kindness, adaptS
ability, and wonder. Oaving animals in my daily life is necessary. 
Wnimals keep me healthy1both physically and mentally. Bhey 
bring me joy and delight. Ws my husband says, “they are part of 
the package;”



Chapter Seven

Reflecting on the 
Lessons I've Learned

"In younger days when hope was as common as ants in summer 
I dismissed dancing as unnecessary, even frivolous.

It was sowing season with no time to waste."
~From Spotlights of Hope by Erika Nomland Cilengir

T here comes a time when the pull of the past overrides the 
immediacy of the present, when it is time to be still and let 

connections form and insights blossom. It is still sowing season, 
but of a diWerent kind.                             

jhen I embarked on this proDect, I had no idea that it had been 
waiting for me to arrive. -ad was often on my mind, particularR
ly because I was always being introduced to new aspects of his 
life. Jandom people would contact me because they lived in a 
house -ad designed and wanted to learn more about him. The 
author of a book on actress Mane Jussell emailed me to say she had 
become so intrigued by the house -ad designed for As. Jussell 
that she devoted an entire chapter of her book to it. H Colorado 



IN TSE OSH-Vj VF H AHKEJIC62’

woman wrote to let me know that -adLs paternal grandparents 
were founding members of a ;utheran church in North -akota. 
Hnd so it goes.

The time was ripe to mine the lessons -ad had given me over 
the course of his life. Identifying the qve lessons in this book was 
relatively easy, but grasping the impact those lessons had on me 
was more challenging. Oome lessons could be taken at face value: 
others re—uired more digging. Hnd then there were the ancillary 
lessons derived from the primary ones, which, in my case, I took 
as negative lessons. They often proved to be as important as the 
primary ones.

Sere are my main takeaways from these qve primary lessonsx
Lesson 1YArt is EssentialYThe creative impulse is  not 

something restricted to the arts, such as painting, music, or acting. 
The creative impulse can be applied to all our endeavors, including 
ePpository and technical writing.

Lesson 2YDiscovery Without Play is Not PossibleY AakR
ing time to play and do nothing is essential to innovating, discoverR
ing, and qnding that spark that can change everything. Gou should 
never feel guilty for taking time to Dust be and think.

Lesson 3YYour Values Have No Omrap4sY-espite the 
risksYat times to life and limbYthat sometimes come with standR
ing up for our values, not to stand up for our values is a much 
greater risk in the long haul because relin—uishing our values 
means giving up on an essential part of who we are. This, in turn, 
leaves us a soulless shadow of ourselves.

Lesson wYPeace is Al5ays an O4tionY'atience is a preR
re—uisite to peace. jhen faced with con3ict, opt for the road to 
understanding. H calm and measured approach can mean the difR
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ference between life and death. -onLt take things personally: more 
often than not, an attack on you is really an attempt to redirect an 
attack on self.

Lesson JYgustice is All or NothinkYOtay engaged in your 
community, venture out into the world, and connect with people 
from diWerent backgrounds and ePperiences. Aore than anything, 
this teaches you the importance that everyone has the opportunity 
to pursue their dreams and be treated with respect.

Then, there are the ancillary lessons. In my case, these were 
lessons I construed negatively as a child and I am continuing to 
unlearn.

Do not pade 5avesY!rowing up with a strong father comR
mitted to his values did have a downside for me as a child Dust 
wanting to qt in. Ht times, -ad and Aom, too, would speak out in 
defense of fairness, but in my childLs mind, they were Dust making 
trouble, and that cast a shadow on me. I understand how the child 
version of me felt. Thankfully, as an adult, I no longer feel that way.

Do not stanC outY-ad couldnLt help but stand out. Se was 
a maverick1 Se spoke his mind when he needed toYand he was 
older than most of my friendsL fathers. Se often even dressed 
diWerently, drawn as he was to menLs tops from !uatemala. Hs an 
adult, I have celebrated these distinctive characteristics. 5ut as a 
child who wanted to belong and NVT stand out, doing so was 
much more diUcult.

Do not be vulnerableYThe northern European stock from 
which my parents came precluded them from ePpressing a range 
of emotions. Vnly when Aom passed away did I, for a moment, 
witness -ad crying. For the most part, -ad was stoic and reserved 
when it came to handling sadness. This was inadvertently conveyed 
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to me. I have spent the better part of my life staving oW vulnerabilR
ity, only recently discovering that vulnerability is a gift.

Honorink the lesson kivers

Throughout our lives, we receive lessons, mostly by ePample. In 
the beginning, these lessons are usually delivered via our parents 
or primary caregivers. The ways in which we perceive lessons genR
erally fall into four categoriesx

”. 'ositive lessons taken as positive lessons

’. 'ositive lessons taken as negative lessons

4. Negative lessons taken as negative lessons

“. Negative lessons taken as positive lessons

Hs I have illustrated throughout this book, the lessons from my 
father were overwhelmingly positive and, for the most part, I interR
preted them as such in my own life. 5ut as I outlined earlier, some 
of the conclusions I drew from -adLs lessons were detrimental to 
my growth and development. Those are conclusions I still work to 
ePpel from my psyche.

Jegardless of the lessons you have received and whether they 
were positive or negative, take time to acknowledge and honor 
those who delivered them. That may sound odd if the lessons were 
negative, but they molded you into the person you are, warts and 
all. Even negative lessons can be taken in a positive light and lead 
to miraculous outcomes.
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O5nink our lessons

)ltimately, we own our lessons. It is up to us to make of them what 
we will, discarding some and retaining others. Aost importantly, 
we are not prisoners of the lessons handed down to us, whether 
they are lessons ePplicitly ePpressed or modeled in behavior. JeR
member, we have the ability to put a positive spin on a negative 
lesson.

EPamining the lessons we have learned during the course of our 
lives and how we have chosen to interpret those lessons can be 
the key to understanding ourselves better. jhen I consider the 
arc of my professional career, I am reminded of lessons I have 
learned from colleagues and managers along the way that led me to 
approach problemRsolving, advancement, and work relationships 
in a particular way.

Vwning our lessons is Dust that. It is not about casting blame 
on those who delivered the lessons. It is about taking stock of 
what we chose to do with those lessons and why. It is an ePercise I 
recommend to everyone.

Fastink a5ay the shaCo5

I titled this book zIn the shadow of a maverick? for a reason. For 
most of my life, -adLs legacy indeed, the legacies of both of my 
parents  has weighed heavily on me. I am very proud of all they 
accomplished in spite of the hurdles thrown in their paths. Hnd 
yet, I have always felt that my accomplishments did not measure 
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up, that I should have accomplished even more, given a path void 
of any maDor hurdles.

jhat I have come to reali e is that the feeling that I have lived 
my life in -adLs shadow is a myth of my own creation. I am only 
living my life in anotherLs shadow if I say I am. I must convince 
myself to the contrary and learn how to be my own inspiration. 
Ay Dourney is distinctly my own to fashion and the things I have 
accomplished are no better or worse than those of -adLs or anyone 
elseLs. The —uestion to ask yourself isx -id I inspire myself today  
If the answer is yes, you are on the right path.

inal thoukhts

I hope you enDoyed accompanying me on this Dourney of discovery. 
Now it is your turn. jhether you focus on one person in your 
life or several, you are sure to discover things about themYand 
youYthat you never imagined. Hlthough I embarked on this trip 
later in life, it is a worthwhile ePercise at any point. In fact, assessing 
the lessons you have learned and from whom at various stages gives 
you the opportunity to make adDustments along the way and get 
the most from those lessons, whether they are from your father, 
your mother, or any other pivotal qgure in your life.

Oo, set aside some —uiet time and enDoy the Dourney1
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