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Who am I talking to? I’ve lost touch with nearly everyone. Yale University is confusing. Things were so set then. We had these huge assumptions about the future. The Vietnam War tore that fabric asunder. At Yale I applied for Naval OCS, was accepted, but turned it down. I was conflicted. When the lottery was drawn I ended up with a number over 240. That high number still whispers to me.
After Yale, during graduate school, I worked summers as a commercial fisherman from Cape Cod. I went to University of Massachusetts and took a master’s in resource management (forestry and fisheries). After graduate school I went fishing full-time. I worked off the U.S. East Coast as deckhand, mate, and skipper. I loved it—the greatest collection of theorists, academics, risk takers, hustlers, con artists, and outlaws there is. But dangerous. There are devils behind every sea. I reached the point where I knew I better come ashore or I’d never come ashore. But I stayed in the business; I worked as a consultant in fisheries management, gear testing and use, and shoreside port development.
Through my first skipper I met my wife. We were married in 1976. Martha and Justine, her five-year-old, were from Orleans, on Cape Cod, and welived as a family on the Cape until 1985. Jack was born in 1978 and Oskar in 1980. This summer we’ll celebrate our seventeenth wedding anniversary.
In the early 1980s the Port Authority of New York and New Jersey had this idea to restore an old shipping terminal in Brooklyn into a modern fishing center. I was hired to come down there and manage the operation. For the next five-and-a-half years we lived in New Jersey. I took the train to the World Trade Center and wore a suit every day. The kids grew. The project began to sink in 1988 due to its slow pace of construction, conflicts with New Jersey ports, and resistance from Fulton Market. As the project failed I started writing a book on the train to keep some sanity. Much to my surprise I found an agent.
A year later, not ready to retire behind a Port Authority desk, 1 took a position with the Port of Seattle as a facilities planner. The northwest had always intrigued me. My very last day in New York I learned a publisher had bought my book. I moved the family out here in the fall of 1990. Justine was a student at Smith College and the boys almost teenagers. Martha began retooling to become a biology teacher in the school system. In the mid-1980s I made a few changes and became, as they say, a friend of Bill W. My demons became friends. I’ve rediscovered activities I loved as a kid but then gave up—skiing, backpacking, whitewater kayaking. Brought my kids into these things, first while in New Jersey and now, living in the center of it, here in the northwest.
At the Port of Seattle I’ve been asked to manage the 100-acre expansion of a container terminal for American President Lines. This combined cleanup and redevelopment project includes buying thirteen properties, including a former landfill, a creosote factory which is a Superfund site, a steel plant, and a shipyard; cleaning them up; habitat restoration; amenities for the residents of the neighborhood; design and over $150 million in construction. It’s a project manager’s dream.
Justine has graduated from Smith and now works in Seattle. She’s twenty-three years old. Jack is fifteen and I’m teaching him to drive. Oskar is twelve and a great skateboarder. Lie’s the one in the picture clowning after climbing out of Grand Valley. As I write this, Martha is surveying timber in northern Ontario for fieldwork experience. I go into Olympic National Park whenever I can, often alone, always with a fly rod. We live on an island against a salmon stream, I ride a ferry to work across Puget Sound, and the trailheads are twenty miles due west.
So. Regrets? Biggest one is quitting crew senior year and not making a run for the U.S. Team in 1972. But if I’d done that I’d have never gone to sea. I’d have never met Martha. These great kids would belong to someone else. When I graduated I had no idea what work I would do, where I would live, or anything, except that I knew I would write someday, and I knew I would make changes along the way. To date I’ve had two careers—the fish business and now the port/shipping business. It surprises me how all the diverse threads along the way eventually form a pattern. Even the demons make sense. I now see that my education enriched all that I undertook since. I only hope I can give my children the same tools my father and mother gave to me. Time passes fast, doesn’t it? It’s only been a few weeks, it seems, since we were piling into the bus every day for the long run out to Derby.
