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It is a daunting and formidable task to commit to writing reflections on the first half of one’s adult life, especially when it is to be recorded in print for posterity. I sit here, in my camper, on a point of land in Nova Scotia, looking out toward the water, a cool and windy July day, my dog Tessa (Newfoundland and Labrador) by my side.
The journey has been fitful, a search to find meaning and role in this great mystery of existence. It has taken me north and south in search of a more rural environment—south to Duke University for a master’s degree; north to Maine and Vermont for employment and lifestyle.
I have found a niche as a teacher in Vermont Mensa, around which many social activities revolve. My jobs have involved mostly educating people in areas of my expertise, teaching children and adults. My most faithful companions have been my dogs, although there have been friends and lovers, too.
Having established roots in a community, owner of a rental property, I tend the garden, but also need to spread my wings. Travel to places new and old beckons several times a year.
I have been an investor, homebrewer/winemaker, golfer, gardener, walker, and sailor; but always a seeker. Perhaps the call to spiritual renewal, nascent, will be important in my future. Do the answers lie ahead?

