My Own Obituary

Scott Allman of Boulder recently set a new family record. Having been on
the planet as it lapped around the sun more than 78 times, he claimed the
record previously held jointly by his father, both grandfathers, and every
uncle. They all died of heart attacks at age 78, but Scott, the new champ,
did them at least one year better.

First and foremost, Scott wants to apologize to everyone he offended.
Young Scott was an angry cowboy. Still not sure why. And sometimes he
could be outright nasty. One former classmate described young Scott as
“prickly”. True enough. As has been written about our behavior in those
high school days, we practiced something we called “razzing”. It was super-
sized teasing and Scott was a master. Long ago he abandoned that
nonsense, admits his mistakes, and expresses regrets.

Scott just wanted to be loved and to love. His behavior was his way of
saying “I love you”. Alas, males of his generation were raised with that
clumsy conversation ritual of volleying cute remarks instead of expressing
true feelings. As for you, if you did not personally venture into deep
territory with Scott, well, you missed your chance.

Scott was an intellectual, engineer, storyteller, and amateur
philosopher. Since this is his final work, here are a small number of plots
he wants you to follow.

In High School in West Lafayette, Indiana, home of Purdue University,
Scott began his lifelong profession as a Computer Programmer. In 1973,
although he was only a 22-year-old whippersnapper with a degree in
Philosophy from Indiana University, he was hired as a staff computer
programmer by the University of Colorado.

Over the next eight years, as an adjunct professor, he taught classes in
statistics and programming languages. After leaving CU he also taught at
the Hong Kong University of Science and Technology as well as Regis
University. This guy was a natural teacher. And Scott was an engineer who
kept writing computer code until the end.



He and dear wife and sweetie Sue grew gardens, taught many workshops on
creativity, and raised daughter Katie and son Nicholas. If you want more
Scott memories, ask around.

Here is the dreary parade of obituary facts: Masters degree in Philosophy
from University of Colorado, member First Congregational Church in
Boulder, grandchildren Joe and Eleanor, fiddler and longtime member

of the old-time dance community, seasonal camper and hiker, loyal friend
and compatriot, married over 40 years, past President of the Colorado
Mycological Society, and he never really lost his Indiana accent.

Scott’s curiosity and imagination were as big as Rocky Mountain National
Park. For learning and adventure, he just pigged out.

In lieu of flowers, Scott wants you to write your own obituary. Print it out
and tuck it into the folder with all your important papers - especially the
passwords to your computer accounts.



