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I am not at all surprised to discover that I have been out of Yale for almost twenty-five years now, although at the same time I find many of the memories and attitudes still crisply etched in a deteriorating forty-five-year-old consciousness. In these past twenty-five years I have adopted an unexpectedly conventional approach to my life. Having rejected the standard material assumptions of a job in the business world for a teaching lifestyle, I find myself seeking the standard material rewards. A little joke on myself, I’m sure.
I have developed little in the way of fortune or wisdom, although as I get older I am beginning to get a better idea about what it is that I have not accomplished. I have much to learn about spiritual matters, for example. The religion I so thoroughly rejected back in college interests me now, not in its old Episcopal form, but in a mishmash of Native American, Quaker, Unitarian, and Buddhist impulses. I go to church, I meditate, and I spend a lot of time in the woods as I move slowly toward some kind of resolution.
I am also looking for a new professional direction as I move into the next twenty years of my life. Teaching has been an enjoyable way for me to keep my head in the sand, yet it has given me a sense that I have served some sort of larger purpose on the globe. As of this writing, I have taught for twenty-one years, interrupted only by a three-year tour of duty in the advertising business as an account executive in New York. My next career will have something to do with geography, a long-lost love that is eclectic enough for my very strong generalist tendencies. I hope to use an upcoming sabbatical as a springboard for this endeavor; I want this next part of my life to serve the planet in the most useful way I can think of.
I look pretty much the same as I did a while back—I’m still 6’3” tall and I still weigh about two hundred pounds. I run, bike, play basketball, and kayak to keep in shape; I read, root for the Red Sox and the Indians (two noble exercises in futility), fish, garden, hunt a little, and travel as much as I can; I still make my yearly pilgrimage to Tim Briney’s Kentucky Derby Party for the spiritual refreshment that only a Calcutta can provide.
My daughter Katharine goes to Yale, which makes me prouder than I would have thought and much more inclined to give money if I had any to give. She is a third-generation Davenporter and jock looking towards medicine at this point. My son Andrew is twelve, entering junior high with a passion for baseball, geography, and reading. I have endured a divorce and a banal but taxing child support difficulty from which I am only now recovering after five years of court-sanctioned thievery.
I am remarried to a woman of great imagination and personal energy, who has been an inspiration and a catalyst for movement away from the stasis of my early adulthood. Laurel and I live together in Northfield, Massachusetts, with the youngest three of our combined five children.
While not so innocent as I was back in June of 1969, I still look at the world with an optimism that has wearied somewhat but that remains at the core of my being. I look forward to the next phase of my professional life with hope and enthusiasm, and I look forward to seeing and being inspired by my classmates at the twenty-fifth.

