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The years following graduation for me merged into an extended Yale stay. I stretched Yale Medical School out over five years by adding an Oxford rotation, followed by an intermission for a motorcycle odyssey through Europe. Early grounding in goal orientation eventually kicked in, as 1 moved on to an internal medicine internship in Providence and then again returned to Yale for three years of psychiatry residency.
The most profound personal development during these transition years was meeting Lorna in New Haven and subsequently launching our ongoing family adventure. Our first of three daughters, Becky (seventeen), was born in Yale-New Haven Hospital during the first year of residency. We had gradually migrated up the Sound through East Haven and Branford to Guilford, where we liked the sailing the best. Still, after many years around New Haven, exploring an alternative became important. Finally the impulse clarified, and I negotiated a modified dropout to Vermont in 1978.
After initially homesteading at the base of Mount Mansfield, we moved to our current country home in Charlotte, just south of Burlington. Early years in Vermont were powered by a significant granola crunch, and with a familiar emphasis for counterculture holdouts on connection with land and community. Over the ensuing years I have fenced multiple pastures for our sheep, goats, horses, and the occasional wandering turkey. Battles with howling coyotes have at points added a frontier flavor. While milking the goats proved ephemeral, working the hardwood forest has nourished a more philosophic sense of time. Recreation passions have included mogul skiing. Mad River Glen’s ungroomed descents, windsurfing Lake Champlain’s capricious waters, basic tennis, and Ben & Jerry’s festivals and ice cream. Our favorite family excursions have been rafting the Grand Canyon, followed closely by a summer in France.
Meanwhile, pursuing psychiatry in Vermont has actually made sense and offered significant satisfaction. After first pursuing a primarily psychotherapeutic practice in the crossroads of New England consciousness that was happening in Burlington over the early years here, I have progressively focused more of my work in community mental health. Developing alternatives to hospitalization, more intensive networks of services for children and families, and even the quixotic quest for prevention are areas of current engagement. I am presently centering these pursuits as medical director of a unique center in Middlebury.
And now, having just returned from a New England college tour with my daughter Becky, a rising high school senior, college is again a remarkably immediate prospect. While my role shift is obvious in this next college round, the college experience on some reflection offers even more possibility.



