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In the middle of the journey of my life I find myself in a not-so-dark wood of Ponderosa pine, in a cabin eight thousand feet above sea level, eighteen miles southwest of Boulder, Colorado. My route has been indirect and incidental; in retrospect, what seemed momentous at various way stations now seems unimportant and, conversely, seeming trivialities loom large. 1 went back to Yale to get a Ph.D. so that I could spend my life on a campus with books and conversation about books; I now spend my working life with software and its acolytes. Professionally I have been a bit of a vagabond, teaching, writing, programming, and, now, managing software analysts. A quarter of a century ago, in a somewhat precious manner, I extolled cities and intellectuality; I now spend as much as possible of my nonworking life in mountains and canyons. (I have climbed seventeen peaks above 14,000 feet, including Mount Yale.) Most recently, with characteristic lack of intent and design, I am finding my own way after the loss of my remaining parent and of a marriage of twenty-three years. At first devastating, the latter loss has become a kind offelix culpa, an occasion for discovery and growth. Though at this distance memories of my eight years at Yale have begun to fade, my time there persists as an important part of who 1 am.
	
