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                                                                                                                         By now, O Faithful Editors, you may have discovered that authoritarian, preparietal, forbidding questionnaires share the virtues of the Multiple Choice Test. But by purest chance I have gotten away to an airport waiting area before the mid-July deadline, and from this mountaintop vantage I shall take a crack at your essay questions, trusting the sixties spirit that some response, any response, will earn me a “pass.”
                                                           Wife: working on my second Susan. I met the first Susan when we were both physics graduate students at Berkeley. When that period ended, she saw to it that I had a job and was set up in a little house in Menlo Park, and left for Europe, where, to my last knowledge, she remains.
I met the second one by volunteering to transport her from Palo Alto, where she was a doctoral student in American literature, to the home of mutual friends in San Francisco. More precisely, I volunteered my car, for the one leg was not fully functional at the time. As I hobbled after her down her front steps, she waited in the drizzle for me to hand her into the car. Applying my seventies- Berkeley-trained Stealth Courtesy, I imagined that she might prefer getting under cover to waiting for me, and called out that the car was unlocked. Waiting, however, until I eventually arrived to do the honors, she informed me that she was from South Carolina and that in South Carolina ladies expect to be treated with courtesy.
Hey, from there it’s all up.
Job: working on keeping my first one...
And therein lies a Yale tale. Suffering from Senior Slump in the spring of ’69, I was startled to be admitted to two graduate schools, perhaps on the strength of my freshman average (low nineties, I think it was, the result of a monomaniac intensity of effort that illuminated what I later read of Zen training). Bewildered by this unexpected richness of choice, I approached Ray Socolow at the end of a quantum mechanics lecture and asked him, since I knew he had experience of both, whether to go to Cornell or to Berkeley. He stared into space a moment, then said, “Go to Berkeley, Adams. It’ll shake you up.”
Though I didn’t then fully understand his meaning, I took his advice and migrated to the Golden State. And I found that, like numerous acquaintances here, I had come West for graduate school and got stuck. For the job I later found was also on the West Coast, in the Palo Alto Research Laboratories of Lockheed (gasp) Missiles and Space Company, where my business eventually came to be infrared technology. Though the spy-in-the-sky business was quite busy in the Reagan years, I foresaw it would contract after ’88, but never found my way out of it. 1 did not foresee that this expected contraction would coincide with global recession and the collapse of Communism, which now leaves me little alternative but to hang on for a few more years—if I can—until the demand for physical scientists and engineers picks up a bit.
So I’ve just bought a house.
Kids: working on it...(see above).
Trophies:
Political Opinions: throw the bastards out!
Words of wisdom, general observations, etc.: There’s more in Heaven and Earth, Horatio...How strange that, when I could quote it accurately, I had no idea what it meant.

