The Road Not Taken
Some decisions are easy; some are hard. Both can be life changing.
In my senior year of high school, I needed to chose a college.
Philosophy sparked my imagination, although I knew little about it. My
oldest brother, Charles, had entered graduate school with a fondness for
existentialists - a group of philosophers familiar to him but mysterious to
me. Despite the mystery, philosophy became my goal and I sought a
school that excelled in teaching it.
Our pocket neighborhood in Pittsburgh provided aﬀordable housing
to several college professors. Pursuing my goal, I walked up the street to
speak with the Lackners, seeking their advice on a school that taught
philosophy. Both Vince and Judy Lackner had graduated from the
University of Toronto - a school with a strong philosophy department and
many other strong departments. Their enthusiasm steered me away from
nearby colleges in Cleveland, Ohio and Wheeling, West Virginia. Equally
important, I thought it would be interesting to study in another country. The
final decision was as much a matter of whim as a matter of careful
consideration.
The University of Toronto hosted five colleges nestled around
Queens Park in the center of the city. Stately Georgian buildings framed

tree shaded quadrangles. Beneath the trees in early fall, students relaxed
and socialized. From late fall through the winter, they crammed libraries
and worked hard to meet the university's high standards and pass the
examinations that loomed in the spring.
Despite the hard work, both students and teachers found time to ask
questions and explore ideas. A world in which ideas mattered came close
to my vision of utopia. It more than compensated for the long hours of
studying. Interest in philosophy eventually faded, but history and literature
quickly took its place. I would be happy studying both for the rest of my
life.
The world of ideas contrasted sharply with a world where people
struggled to survive. My brother Charles had chosen the world of ideas,
working his way to a Ph.D and teaching college courses. My brother Paul
had chosen law, immersing him in the world of struggle. Much as I loved
the world of ideas, my desire to make a diﬀerence in the world prevailed. I
chose law as well, attracted to the new focus on legal representation of the
poor.
Rutgers Law School specialized in legal representation of the poor.
Its glass and concrete campus in downtown Newark, provided a well
equipped laboratory for addressing the legal issues faced by the

disadvantaged. I took advantage of its opportunities, only to learn that I
became too emotionally involved with those I sought to help.
Returning to Pittsburgh, I jumped at the opportunity to practice
environmental law. Pennsylvania's eﬀorts to protect the land, air and water
generated a host of legal and technical issues that provided endless
intellectual challenges. They also engaged my best skills - writing and oral
presentation. For thirty-four years I immersed myself in a job I loved.
At age sixty I retired, believing that there is more to life than being a
lawyer. In my case, I returned to writing and a newly found skill in telling
stories. The importance of accomplishments and solving problems began
to fade. Stronger became the need to share insights and experiences. I
had returned to the world of ideas, the world I had left nearly forty years
ago. Fortunately, I had returned in time to take the other road.

