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Memory: I remember an April day in 1968. It was a nice warm day. I had a Kinship and Marriage seminar with Floyd Loundsbury after lunch, and later I was scheduled to play an intramural golf match at the Yale course. It was also the day that Martin Luther King was buried. At my Anthro seminar, Floyd Loundsbury brought with him a set of newspaper clippings about the violence against native peoples in Brazil. At first we believed this was the beginning of some unscheduled lecture, but as the tears came to Loundsbury’s eyes, as he talked of watching the King funeral, of his frustration, we saw in this ever-so-quiet bookish man a commitment to humanity that none of us, I am sure, has ever forgotten.
Memory: Julie and I will celebrate our twenty-fifth anniversary in 1994. I wish we could do that in one of those sleazy rooms in the Taft Hotel. For some incredibly low amount (wasn’t it $8.00?) we would create our own weekends of junk food, black-and-white TV, sex and, of course, at least one good fight. Julie would arrive by bus from D.C., we’d have a late dinner at the Copper Kitchen or some other greasy spoon downtown, and then we’d check in at the Taft: “One person, only?...Of course.” With minor alterations, this was our routine for nearly three years. Second semester, senior year, Julie came up seven weekends in a row, allowing us to “graduate” together (geez, we should’ve kept a room key!).
Memory: We were probably one of the worst freshmen golf teams Yale has ever had. I know, because I played second man, and I wasn’t very good. But we had spirit, and we had fun. If I remember right, we lost to a whole bunch of prep schools, particularly on the road, where rich, skinny kids with pimples hit hooks around dorm buildings to half-hidden greens in pastoral Connecticut or Massachusetts. But we beat Harvard! I wish I could say that I beat my man that day, but I didn’t. As I walked toward the 18th green, I was down one and had to sink a long putt to tie. Watching me were most of my teammates, who had already finished their matches and, to my eyes, didn’t look happy, which made me feel even more pressure. Were we ahead or not? I wasn’t sure. I missed the putt, but as I walked over to my teammates, they all burst out with smiles and said we had already won. God, that felt good, and it still does today. I have been back to play the Yale course only once, but it really wasn’t much fun without you guys of’69.
Today: We live in and love Minnesota, having come to the land of Vikings, Keillors, Humphreys, hockey pucks, and long winter nights in 1971 from two strange years in D.C. with me waiting to be drafted while we marched against war and stupidity. Yes, it’s cold in Minnesota, but don’t feel too bad for us, though, because we have learned to spend as much time in Mexico as possible. That’s where I did my Ph.D. research in anthropology in the 1970s and where for fifteen years I have continued to work with the Maya peoples of Chiapas, and where now I go for museum meetings, cultural exchanges and discount beaches. Since Julie teaches Spanish, she goes, too, and sometimes takes forty teenagers with her. Our children, Joseph (twenty) and Elizabeth (sixteen), are native Minnesotans who can’t wait to leave. At this reading, Joseph is hopefully in Ecuador for a semester, living with his grandmother and studying Spanish for his degree at Ithaca College. EB (as we call her) is defending her tennis titles as she finishes her junior year at St. Paul Central.
I have been at the Science Museum of Minnesota for eighteen years. After family and Yale, this place has done more to shape my mind and soul than anything else, and I love it. Believe it or not, museums are highly charged places right now. We fight about almost everything—from who really owns the artifacts to what role we should play in education, the saving of our planet, or in giving new voices a chance to be heard or seen. Since I sit on a few national boards concerned with museum affairs, I have had the chance to watch this new golden age of museums blossom (our age is not “golden” in financial terms, so please contribute to your local museum!), and I can take some credit for helping invent some new kinds of partnerships with schools and new forms of cultural dialogue with native communities. I expect that I will stay in the museum world, if not in Minnesota, then most likely a lot farther south.
