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	I reckon I’m about halfway there, wherever I’m going, and it is good to stop and think about it. I’ve been pretty lucky, I guess, but I can’t ever shake the feeling that there is more to be done.
Some things got started right away after graduation, while others took time to develop. I married Connie McLoughlin in August of 1969; some of you know her, since we dated throughout most of my Yale days. We immediately moved to Seattle (still my favorite city in the U.S., though it is saddening to see how busy it has become), where I began my career as an astrophysicist by taking graduate studies at the University of Washington. Connie worked in the dental and insurance businesses, and we both enjoyed the beauty of the Northwest during the four years it took me to complete a Ph.D. Next: Princeton, where I became involved with space-based astronomy as part of a group operating a satellite telescope that observed the stars at ultraviolet wavelengths. Connie worked in management at the university’s food services department. We got away for a couple of trips to Europe and generally enjoyed life—no urge to have kids just yet.
In 1977 I was offered a faculty position at the University of Colorado, accepted, and, perhaps unknowingly, set the direction for the bulk of my career. Sixteen years later I am still at Colorado, now a full professor, director of a major research center (in space astronomy), textbook author, and, perhaps most importantly, family man. Connie and I put down roots here; bought our first house upon arrival in 1977; and started a family with the appearance of son McGregor (Mac, if you please) in 1979. He was followed, in due course, by Tyler (1983) and Reilly (1985). Needless to say, we haven’t been to Europe for a while.
Connie has found child rearing sufficiently challenging and has not sought employment outside of her responsibilities as mother, source of moral support, disciplinarian, taxi driver, teacher’s assistant, wife, and, as she like to put it, “domestic engineer.” She has managed, on the side, to take up jewelry design, with the hope of eventually having the time to pursue it more seriously.
The boys are mainly leading typical boys’ lives. Never a whisper when a shout will do, daily injuries large and small, and no such thing as an age difference large enough to eliminate petty squabbling. The teen years are on us, and we are not sure how we will fare—were we ever that insecure, that fearful of the coming quest to find our own way in life? Indeed, maybe today’s young adults have a point. Maybe they will inherit a world of less security, a lifestyle of lower quality, than their parents were bequeathed. How will they meet the challenge?
I have been largely satisfied with my career, although the days seem to keep getting shorter as my administrative responsibilities grow along with the research center. Among my recent frustrations have been the whimsical nature of federal funding for research, some painful personnel issues that fell into my lap, and a growing public distrust of science and, in our state at least, of higher education in general. Among my more gratifying accomplishments have been the occasional glimpses of understanding that I see in the eyes of my students as they learn the astronomer’s perspective on the universe (a little lux along with their veritas, perhaps); the creation (and maintenance through revised editions) of what has become a widely accepted textbook in introductory astronomy; and the nurturing of several graduate students who have gone on to promising careers of their own.
I do think occasionally about other directions I might have followed, and I still seem to keep getting ideas for new ventures to pursue, ifonlylhadthetime. Perhaps this is a mild form of the classical midlife crisis; certainly we are at the age for it. But I go on, very happy (even proud) about the direction things have taken, and still looking forward to each day. What more could I ask?

