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My life? You might call it incoherent; you might call it irresponsible; you might call it interesting. I call it: still floating after all these years. I won’t bore you with the details, but this is not entirely metaphor. Part of it (i.e., my life) is being the occupant and sometime captain of an old Amsterdam canal barge. This has been going on for about twenty years now. Boats teach you a lot about the frailty and tenacity of matter and spirit, and the interaction has shaped me at least as much as it has the boat. In retrospect—and probably not to my credit—it may turn out to be the most serious (albeit far from dearest) long-term other of my life. That’s okay, it deserves it. It’s managed to survive two world wars and will most likely survive me. It may be my major gift to posterity in the absence—as yet—of offspring.
My Clark Kent side is what Yale more or less trained me to be: a professional purveyor of enlightenment. Briefly, I make ends meet by teaching something like sociology at a small engineering/social sciences university in the eastern part of the Netherlands (University of Twente). Lest this sound the least bit dull, let me suggest that the dialectic is a piece of cake compared to trying to convey an understanding of technologies to students majoring in “philosophical engineering” (this is serious). I am learning a lot about how technology moves in and through the modern world and am busy editing a volume on the topic.
Of course, all this leaves me with a lot of free time to search for deeper meaning (which I seem to remember doing a lot of at Yale too). Some find Lenin, some Jesus, some change into Superman in phone booths, some are blessed with good cars, I happened to find the Argentine Tango and a (dance) partner. For the last four years, I, later we, have been teaching the dance (and occasionally performing), and it’s blossomed into something of a mini-career. It’s just the thing for a bargee-sociologist on a night off.
Looking back at Yale in the late sixties, I’d say we were (in very various ways) into the euphoria of insisting that promise counted for more than stolid performance. Probably I never quite dispensed with that folly. Every once in a while I wonder how the rest of you guys transformed into responsible adults. Maybe now I’ll find out.

