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After graduating from Yale I planned to join the Peace Corps and save the world, but I married a special education teacher from Southern Connecticut and saved myself instead. Wc honeymooned on the Alcan Highway in a VW bus en route to teaching jobs near Fairbanks. Because teaching eighth graders was too much like lion taming, I convinced my wife to return to the lower forty-eight one year later, so I could study English literature at the University of Chicago.
While I was completing my Ph.D., I was offered a one-year instructor- ship at Mississippi State University. Knowing all there was to know about the South (from the movies), I nearly refused. We have lived in Starkville, Mississippi, ever since. Thanks to the weak job market in English in the seventies, my department is well stocked with people from places like Yale and Chicago. And thanks to Mississippians’ sense of place (and reluctance to pay private college tuition), I teach a surprisingly large number of good students.
My wife teaches a preschool special education class, the source of much anecdotal evidence that Faulkner and Welty are more realistic writers than many critics believe. Our older son, a student at Mississippi’s high school for math and science, is probably headed for a career in engineering or the sciences. The future of our younger son, an actor-writer-tuba player, is wholly unpredictable. The only thing these two share is an instinct for knocking down people on the soccer field.
For the past few years I’ve spent some of my spare time exploring the history of music, art, and dance. I’ve also begun dabbling in writing for children. Certainly my experience at Yale—in and out of the classroom—has been important in refining my awareness of these and other options. Although I’m glad on the whole to be past the follies and uncertainties of those years, I look back on them with a good deal more affection than embarrassment.
