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Family first. Like two of my roomies from our Saybrook quad, I met the woman I would marry during coed week (shades of mail-order brides), Lidia Visbeek, Mount Holyoke ’72. I managed to remain an undergraduate by living in Saybrook during my first three years of Yale Medical School as a resident advisor and later freshman counselor, but graduated to marriage in 1972 and finally moved off campus. We’re now married twenty-one years, living in New- ton, Massachusetts, with our three children (and chocolate Lab puppy), or perhaps, more accurately stated, for our three children if not through our three children! I’m never so content as when I’m hanging out with these people, a feeling not anticipated during all the years preparing to get here.
My firstborn is Jed, now age thirteen, a handsome and vital kid who talks about going to Yale one day. He’s a gifted athlete, having excelled in soccer and baseball, musical with both voice and instrument, and an outstanding student.
Eliza at ten, my “brown-eyed little middle lefty,” blond like her brothers and a beauty like her mom, is also a soccer standout, a natural left-winger, a talented pianist, a fine student, and (truth) has published her first book this year. Friends Afloat. (Call 1-800-531-5015, Raintree-Steck-Vaughn Publishers, for a copy; kids really love it.)
At three is Blake, the apple of the other eight eyes in the family, a good- natured, funny, and outgoing boy, who meets and charms all in his path. (As I write this, Lidia, looking over my shoulder, notes that this panegyric to our family is “sick,” offending her fundamental modesty and tendency to self-effacement. I’ve always said we’re a nice couple, but ninety percent of the variance is accounted for by Lidia.) Lidia, known in the sixties as the “incredible Lid from Madrid,” was a Criminal Justice Planner in Denver where I interned, a consultant for a Cambridge consulting firm after our return to the East through Jed’s infancy, co-owner of a fancy chocolate confection cottage industry (“A Mere Truffle”), and now a part-time music teacher while assuming the principal homemaking responsibilities.
My own career path has been a surprise to me, ending up in academic medicine when I fully expected to be a small-town clinician. From the emergency ward of the Denver General Hospital (the “knife and gun club”) where I interned, I moved to psychiatry residency at the Massachusetts General Hospital in 1974; I have been at the MGH since, in large measure due to the mentoring of the former Chief of Service, Tom Hackett. In 1978 1 ran a small out-patient clinic, the psychopharmacology clinic, which has grown through the years to be a major center for treatment and research in mood and anxiety disorders. Our research focuses on biological psychiatry, new treatments, etiology of psychiatric illness, longitudinal course and family studies. In addition to research I direct the out-patient psychiatry division of the MGH and have begun the (grindingly slow) process to professorship at Harvard Medical School. I get to travel a great deal, mostly for meetings and lectures, but also for consulting and advisory board service, mainly to the pharmaceutical industry. Our group has been productive and has published extensively, and I’ve had my fifteen minutes of fame with an appearance on “ABC News Nightline” around the Prozac controversy.
For the foreseeable future my efforts will focus on keeping our clinical and research resources viable through the parallel crises in research and clinical care funding. (It is time for a single payer system in health care and for recognition of severe psychiatric disorders as the major, but effectively treatable, illnesses they are.) Thank goodness for the weekends, for tennis, and for the change to yell to (at) my two wingers from the sidelines. 
