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               After Yale (B.A. in chemistry) I spent four more years at Yale—the School of Medicine. Compared to college, med school seemed technical, authoritarian, and dogmatic, rewarding rote more than originality. Worse yet, though I graduated from college summa cum laude, many of my new classmates were even smarter and more studious than I! Despite the ideals of a budding scientist and humanist, I developed doubts about absorbing and adopting the role of a Yale physician.
Medical school was stressful, but a great support group of friends helped me cope. We lived in a house in the suburbs and shared meals, outings, and dialogue. One person who was particularly supportive was Patty, whom I lived with for three years (an innovative approach at the time, remember?), then married two days before graduation. (Thanks to strength and stubbornness, we’re still together.)
I enjoyed internal medicine residency (at the University of Oregon, 1973-76) and started to feel like a real doctor. In 1976 I passed internal medicine boards, my daughter was born, and my mother died. I read a book about living alone in a cabin in the Alaskan wilderness and took off on a month-long canoe trip through Labrador.
Restlessness and an urge for wilderness adventure brought us to Alaska in 1977. More clinician than academician, I went into private practice rather than fellowship, again veering from the favored Yale track. A friend and I started an internal medicine practice, did well during the “pipeline boom,” and bought into tax shelters and partnerships I would have been better off without. My subsequent career achievements don’t make much copy for Who’s Who, but I have devoted special study to heartburn, ulcers and colon cancer and was elected to the American Society for Gastrointestinal Endoscopy.
Alaska, as I hoped, provides plenty of outdoor adventure. Summers are short but intense. “Work hard, play hard” is my modus operandi. Hike, fish, canoe, sail, camp, build a log cabin, soak up the sun while it’s there, but don’t waste a day of summer. Then quick, get back and take a turn working double shifts to cover the practice and night call at the hospital.
Each winter gets longer and darker than the preceding. Winter reverses summer’s mania and pushes me toward a depressive cycle. To fend that off I play hockey, ski, play Dixieland on the clarinet and jazz on the baritone sax. Atrip to a sunny locale, when we can afford it, is a welcome respite.
I’ve got a great family, composed of a supermom and super kids. The kids each excel in school and on two musical instruments, are fine fishermen and avid athletes. Dolly, seventeen, is spending a semester of high school as an American Field Service exchange student in Costa Rica. Chuck, fifteen, just won two hundred dollars in a piano competition, casts like Paul in A River Runs Through It, and caught a five-pound rainbow trout on a fly he tied. Joe, twelve, is the youngest computer nerd on our local Macintosh bulletin board, beats me at chess, and just reinvented black powder using grocery store ingredients. My wife Patty is a devoted mother and hard-working school nurse. She has lots of spunk, a beautiful smile, and almost no wrinkles (at least as close as I can see).
At Yale College I thrived on challenging courses in both science and liberal arts. The disciplined logic of one approach was contrapuntal to the poetic essence of the other. I learned I wanted a lot out of life. To accept a physician’s role yet not be just a physician, to sharpen my skills and scientific knowledge yet soften a harsh judgmental edge toward self and others, to nurture a family and a wiser idealism: these intentions have been my life’s challenge. I’ve become a doctor after all; and a fly-fisherman, an entrepreneur, a backwoods cabin builder, a sailor, a musician, a hockey player, and “Dad.” The future—medical practice in the midst of a price/cost squeeze, bureaucratic bedlam, and malpractice free- for-all—is uncertain, but to me the great personal rewards of medicine, scientific and human, tempered with all the other joys oflife, are sweeter than ever.
