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Work, loves, losses, achievements, disappointments, education, honors, offices, awards, publications, peeves, dreams, memories:
Tough but interesting twenty-five years. Tough because architects make one-third of what plumbers make and poets find a job twice as easy. Otherwise,
it seems too short and full of happenings. Yale is like yesterday, but at the same time it seems like it was on another planet. There is nothing like Yale. The concentration of brilliance and hopes, largely unfulfilled, is nowhere else duplicated in the real world.
The list of achievements and publications, honors, offices, and awards is too long to bother with here. They are not important. What is important is the final realization of relevance and permanent values. And it boils down to doing something that is also useful to someone else and having enough time and money for one’s family and those one loves.
The twenty-five years brought me to Boston, New Haven, Tokyo, New York, Chicago, Denver, Vienna and Salzburg, Taos, Albuquerque, and finally Las Cruces. A few years and a few buildings in each location. New friends, new types of food, and new car license plates. I found New Mexico to suit me best, the desert and open land and the sky. I also found the job I now have to be the best an architect can have. Now I am responsible for a university with five campuses. It is much more exciting than putting just one building together at one time, or to run an architectural firm.
The personal contentment I achieved in New Mexico allowed me to settle down, finally, buy a house, marry and have a little girl. Each type of life has its rewards and limitations. My annual sojourns around the globe are over, but I have someone to take care of and share life with. Most of my classmates have this period of life long behind them, but for me now was the right time and place.
I had some hardships but no great disappointments. The greatest disappointment was, perhaps, when I realized that most people do not pursue excellence and do not derive the thrill from the chase. For me it is one of the reasons for living, to do things always better and finally well. As a manager I tried to inspire this drive in people, but only a few self-motivated ones responded.
There was one other disappointment. Particularly lately I have been involved in public life and had to deal with media. On television one cannot be misquoted, unless someone cites you, but in papers, whatever I said was usually twisted to serve some purpose. What happened to the truth? Is “truth” just somebody’s plaything?
And that’s about it. Will there be another twenty-five years and another reunion for some of us?

