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Judge John P. Doyle
[image: ]The salient update begins with my marriage to Carol Chase (UCLA ’75, UCLA Law School ’78 ) in 1984, and the births of our three children: Warren in 1986 ( Pomona College ’08, Marshall University School of Medicine ’15, currently a Resident Physician in Emergency Medicine at the Penn State Medical Center in Hershey, Pa., to be married in November to his med school classmate, Sara Lilly, now a Resident Physician at Penn State in Pediatrics); Meredith in 1988 (Claremont McKenna College ’11, Pepperdine Law School ’14, now an attorney at a plaintiffs’ antitrust law firm in San Francisco); and Harrison in 1991 (Claremont McKenna College ’13, now a Financial Analyst at Procore, a so-called cloud-based developer.
I have been a Superior Court Judge (state court) in Los Angeles since 1996, and I am now working in a Civil Department at the Central Courthouse (Mosk Courthouse) in downtown Los Angeles. I have loved my work and have no immediate plans to retire.
Carol and I “downsized” in 2014 to a townhouse a few paces from the beach in Oxnard, CA. We love living there, beach walking, taking excursions north on the Central Coast of CA to places like Ojai, Carpinteria, Santa Barbara, the Santa Ynez Valley (wine-tasting!), and San Simeon. We have tried to travel more, and enjoyed a great trip to Scandanavia last year, and are looking forward to a trip to Peru and Ecuador in July this year, including Machu Picchu and the Galapagos Islands.
We have had the good fortune to take about a dozen trips to London over the years where Carol and I have taught at the Pepperdine Law School London Program on many of those occasions. All family members are enthusiastic supporters of the Fulham Football Club, to which we were introduced in 1993 when--between jobs for me--our whole family lived  in a flat on the top floor of Pepperdine University’s beautiful Georgian Row House in South Kensington literally just a couple of buildings away from the Victoria and Albert Museum on Exhibition Road. 
When I think about Kent School, I am so grateful for the opportunity—on a sliding-scale scholarship—that I had to be there for those four years, 1963-1967. While no place is poetic in all respects, of course, and while  I certainly “stumbled  my fair share” during those growing-up years ( which I think were perhaps above-average difficult years overall, what with—for example-- the Age of Aquarius  delivering all sorts of new cultural challenges for young people ), my overwhelming feeling at this point is that there is simply no place on earth quite like Kent School, and I mean that in an entirely positive way, “bumps in the road” aside. Kent was a great gift for me and my sister, Libby.
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John Porter Doyle

74 Oak Ridge Road
Berkley, California Harvard

Prefect
Housatonic
News 5, 6
Blue Key 3, 4, 5, 6
Honor Roll 3, 4, 5, 6
IR.C. 5 6
Debating Club 4, 5
Student Council (sec.) 6
Senior Council 6
Guild 6
Football: Leagues 3
“2nd” 4, “K” 5, 6
Basketball: “2nd” 3, 4, K 5, 6
Baseball: “2nd” 3, “K” 4, 5, 6
(capt.)

1 love him, but I hate him . . . Hervey and Scott—got ya last . . . 'm
immune to her . . . Froggie the Prefect . . . Quiet down . . . Ruthie
and Doble . . . Ravenswood Prep . . . 8 V. letters . . . Baseball capt.
. . . “Hey Skinny, make your bed! Hey Frog, shut up” . . . “Bird, your
forehead, it’s shinning” . . . ftittering . . . key, tie, window, and food
probation by Stick . . . Marshall and Gordon are my favorite rabble
.. . The Ravenswood News . . . nice knee . . . the Social Worker . . .
Libby’s brother . . . an Apple a day . . . Bear and Froggie’s corner . . .
Murk’s food thief . . . Mrs. Rohrer is so nice! . . . B.L.O.R.T., vice-
pres. . . . fried chicken and Hostess Snowballs . . . the big Harvard

“He who was a Frog is now a King.”

Jacob Grimm
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