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As a French major at Yale, I spent my junior year in Paris, where I met my wife, Becky (Mount Holyoke College ’69). We married right after graduation and passed most of the next decade of our lives learning languages, teaching English, and travelling abroad—including several years in Greece and in Scotland. Also during this period, at the University of Michigan in the early seventies, I wrote about our experiences on a Greek island, while completing a master’s degree in English. Subsequently, Becky did her doctorate in linguis- tics/phonetics at University of Edinburgh; and she has published a book on pronunciation and is a college lecturer in ESL.
About fifteen years ago, accepting that I was not going to support myself as a writer, nor was I prepared to compete for scholarly academic positions, I turned to another lifelong interest and embarked on my present career as a clinical psychologist. I studied, trained and received my doctoral degree at University of Massachusetts, Amherst, with an internship at Harvard Medical School/Mas- sachusetts Mental Health Center in Boston. Following three years at a community mental health center, I moved for the sake of my current job as staff psychologist at the East Carolina University, Mental Health Services.
When I look back now on my time at Yale from the perspective of midlife, the memories of intense experiencing and of coming alive at that age are mixed with regret over the wasted opportunities and the unfulfilled promises that I made to myself then. Though I have always deeply valued my romance with writing and literature begun at Yale and my later foreign adventures, my youthful devotion to these, as well as my rejection of mainstream culture, seems to have left me professionally behind the rest of my generation. Yale itself endowed me with intellectual standards and literary ideals, to which I often feel inadequate and unfaithful, yet which influence the spirit of my work and toward which personally I nevertheless continue to aspire.

