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HEADLINE: WHO SAYS YOU CAN'T GO HOME AGAIN?

BYLINE: HANNA INGBER

Hanna Ingber, 23, of Goshen, N.Y., just returned from a year as Timeout editor and a weekly columnist for the Myanmar Times in Rangoon, Burma, which is also called Yangon, Myanmar. She graduated from Wesleyan University in 2003.

BODY:
My mom is trying very hard to drive me crazy, but, as I keep telling her, it is not going to work. I am not moving out.

Yes, I am 23. I went off to college at 18. I graduated and then spent a year in Burma. 

   But now I'm back, and I ain't going nowhere.

   No rent. Free food, shampoo, toilet paper, cable TV. I can focus on

pursuing my dream -- writing a book about Burma -- without the anxieties of

finding a high-paying job, let alone a career.

   My mom, though, sees it a little differently. "Why do you want to live at

home?" she asks. "Don't you want to be near your friends? You will get very

bored in Goshen."

   "No, I won't," I say.

   She loves me, of course, but she thought her time raising kids was over.

She wants to focus on her own needs. "Does this mean I have to cook dinner

every night?" she jokingly asked my big sister in anticipation of my arrival.

   "You never cooked, Ma," my sister replied.

   My mom doesn't quite understand me.

   "My generation," she says, "would never have moved home."

   All my life I have heard about her generation -- the one that embraced

sexual freedom, wore long flowing skirts and didn't trust anyone over 30.

   I grew up knowing that her generation was the really cool one. The one that

thrived and had fun during politically tumultuous times. "The trick to

getting lots of people involved," my mom would advise me, "is to make sure

everyone has a good time." Does this mean that half of the Vietnam War

protesters went along because their boyfriend or girlfriend was going?

   As a result of my parents' teachings, I wasn't too bad of a protester

myself. Throughout school I rallied my classmates around everything from

protesting animal experimentation to advocating the distribution of condoms.

   Yet unlike my mom's generation, I happily got all dressed up for every

school dance. When I was not challenging the school administration, I was

organizing the homecoming parade.

   Like my mother, I went to Wesleyan University, one of the most liberal

schools in the country. But while she surrounded herself with grungy,

longhaired men listening to the Grateful Dead in dark, smoky rooms, I hung out

at frat parties. Each of my romantic interests had a sport attached to his

name. Greg the wrestler. Patrick the lacrosse star. Mike the football player.

   My mom, the former bra burner, does not get why I -- her equally radical

daughter -- wear lipstick to the supermarket. She doesn't understand why I'd

rather make over my teenage bedroom than find my own place.

   "My friends and I," she says, "happily put up with cockroaches and

bookcases made out of cement blocks" over returning to the 'rents.

   But nice living conditions are not my issue. I was just in Burma -- I

shared my apartment with mice, and rats ran under my table at restaurants.

   No, I am back because it is comforting. I want to write a book and pursue a

career in writing, but I don't know how. If I live at home, every dinner table

conversation becomes an informational interview. "What do you think about

this column?" I ask. "How do I find an agent?" I whine.

   My mom is a lawyer. Unlike my friends, she has years of experience in this

career-building world. I don't know what I want or where I'm going, just like

many of my friends, but my mom seems to have lots of answers.

   And that is incredibly soothing.

   Except, of course, when she turns from offering helpful advice to nagging

me about making contacts and perfecting my resume and applying to graduate

schools.

   For now, I can fend her off. But when her anxieties -- which remarkably

resemble my own -- become too much, I'll know it is time to move on.

   Until then, I'll stay young and free and passionately idealistic, and at

the end of the day I will curl up on the couch and watch "The West Wing"

with my mom. She may be an authority figure, but I'll accept that. She's a

baby boomer and, therefore, encourages me to pursue my dreams, rent-free.

   At least for today.
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