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What I did: I left Yale in 1974, with a Ph.D. in economics (my undergraduate major). I went to the University of Alaska for three years, then spent one year at the National Bureau of Economic Research in Cambridge, Massachusetts, and in 1978 went to Miami University (Ohio), Carm’s alma mater, where I have been ever since. My major research and teaching interests are population economics, economic development, and international finance. Along the way I married Barbara Roediger, Holyoke ’70 (1972), and sired two children, Elizabeth (1981) and Robert (1985). I wrote a book about the stock market, and as a second job I write a monthly newsletter about the stock market.
What I have learned: My Yale education was crucial to whatever success I have had. Even more important than what I learned (which was a lot), my love of learning and the pursuit of knowledge was turned into a lifelong passion. The cachet of the Yale degrees also opened many doors that might otherwise have been closed to me. I am willing to make great sacrifices to send my children to world-class universities. I think it’s worth it.
What bothers me: Although some would argue that a career devoted to teaching others and pursuing knowledge is a noble one, especially when done for low pay, I am now convinced that it is not enough. The students I teach are almost exclusively from well-to-do families, and very few view a college degree as anything other than a means to material success. The new knowledge I discover doesn’t really improve the human condition either. Of course this sounds like the academic version of a standard midlife crisis, but that doesn’t make it any less real for me.
The Trigger: Two years ago a very good friend and colleague of mine was diagnosed with colon cancer. Larry was forty-one, with two children the same ages as mine. The cancer was already metastatic when it was discovered. Then, last summer, while Larry was dying, a tumor-like mass was discovered in my lung. I had a thoracotomy (you don’t want to know about it), and the mass was not a cancer. I was lucky. Larry was not. He died on my birthday last year. Everyone at the funeral was given daffodil bulbs to plant in his memory. The revelation I had last year, in response to the mental question “What should I do with what’s left of my life?” was “Do God’s work.” The only problem is that I don’t know what this is yet. What I do know is that Larry’s daffodils came up this spring and they were beautiful.


