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I 

VILLAINS? VICT IMS? VICTORS? 
THE COHORT OF PROTEUS 

If the Yale class of 1969 were asked to choose a patron spirit from the 
ancient Greek pantheon, I would vote for Proteus, the elusive god who could 
alter form while his substance remained the same. Clearly we differ radically in 
dress and manners from our unruly undergraduate days. But have we really 
changed, and are we really distinct from other classes before or since? 

That is the trick: to determine to what degree the ontogeny of our gen
eration recapitulates the phylogeny that marks the transit of all college seniors 
from graduation towards middle age. The generational rule of thumb-"any
body under 25 who is not liberal does not have a heart, and anybody over 40 

who isn't a conservative doesn't have a head"-describes to some degree our 
college class as well as many others. But our cohort has always liked to view itself 
as special, as an indigestible lump mov ing through a python, maintaining its 
integrity and ideals. I submit that we are special, but perhaps not in ways we 
would like to acknow ledge. 

Some years back a clever anthropologist found the perfect way to com
bine business and pleasure: he chose to examine how Tahitians thought about 
time. Travelling these beguiling, fecund islands, he asked village elders whether 
they thought time moved at a constant rate. Consistently, he received the same 
answer. "When I was young time moved slowly," they would say ponderously, 
"but now time moves so much faster." Einstein would doubtless approve of such 
sophistication about relativity, but the Tahit ians were simp ly projecting their 
own experience as a state of the world (a position that wou ld have earned appre
ciative nods from the fathers of quantum mechanics who took up where Einstein 
left off). Of course, at some deep level everybody would like to believe that the 
world reflects our experience and moods. Our college class, however, has taken 
th is proclivity one step further. We acted on these impu lses and reshaped the 
world to conform to our ideals. 

Or was it our urges and fears? 
Only a jury in the next century will have the perspective to answer this 

question. The world in which our children live out their dotage will provide the 
on ly report card on the true character of our times. Those alive then will have 
answers to many of this century's ultimate questions, and they will also know the 
role played by America's we ll- educated in shaping those answers. Imagine the 
year 2050, for instance, when an overcrowded planet will have to cope with its 
bequest from the late twentieth century: a climate thrown into chaos, seasonal 
doses of ultraviolet radiation streaming through a weakened ozone layer, globa l 
deforestation, ecosystems in collapse, microbes running rampant, etc. Historians 
(if there are any) looking for someone to blame might settle on the generation 
that took control of the world's remaining superpower at the end of the twenti
eth century. Rather than viewing us as idealists, the historians might we ll tag us 
as the most narcissistic generation in American history. 

We have provided plenty of ammunition for those who would indict us. 
Buoyed by money provided by our parents (whom we reviled for their material 
aspirations), we first pursued solipsistic pathways to so-called higher conscious-
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ness. Then a few years later we easily adopted the cup icllity we once had scorned. 
As a group we ripped at the integuments of marriage ostensibly because it 
oppressed women and institutionalized hypocrisy (but really because it interfere d 
with our carnal appetites). Then, once the nuclear family was in ruins, we decid
ed that children were necessary afte r all, for our self- fulfillment, and we 
promoted the dubious proposition of single parenthood. While young, we rev
elled in profanity as a blow against repression, and then later bemoaned the loss 
of civi lity in daily life. We campaigned for open curricula and relevant courses 
and then complained that our children cou ld not identify Europe on a map. We 
took it all and spent it all, leaving slim pickings for our heirs. And so on: at every 
turn rewriting the rules to suit our needs as we defined them at the moment. It 
is uncomfort ably easy to make this negative case. 

Other hi storians, however, might argue that we were not vi llains but 
victims. From this perspective, we were given command of a vessel already 
swept into the outer currents of some giant wh irlpool. Powerless to do anyt hing, 
we could only cry out in warn ing as we headed into the vortex . 

And then there is the possib ility that today's doomsayers are wrong. 
What if technological advance and the final victory of the free market over com
munism help the world avert eco logical collapse and usher in a new era of clean 
skies, happy creatures, good health , and material well-being? In these circum
stances, the flashy, multimedia interactive histories to be written in 2050 might 
well glorify us as a generation who helped humanity shake free of nineteenth 
century political institutions and technologies and prepare itself for the informa
tion age. 

We cannot know whet her the wor ld of the future will condemn or vali
date our genera tion , but we still can know our own lives. Perhaps that is the best 
way to understand what our times meant to our class and vice versa. Many of 
our cohort resisted the easy catharsis of revolutionary rhetoric and the tempta
tion to adopt off-the -shelf attitud es. Many, genuinely confused by collidin g tides 
of the late sixties, honestly thought through their responses to the issues of the 
day. Some scarcely noticed that the times were a changing. Finally amid this 
ruckus, others, like th is writer, discovered the themes that would later gui de 
their lives. 

The late r96os were special in the sense that our generat ion and our class 
in particular faced the prospect of killing or being killed in Vietnam. We had 
compe lling reasons to ask questions about where America was headed. We did 
not stop with the war, however, and impelled by the need to understand and 
rationalize our opposition to that ugly conflict, we turned our skepticism on the 
so called "war machine," the system that produced it, and the curr icula of the 
elite colleges that produced the manpower to run the system, and on and on. As 
a group, college students have never been singled out for their sense of propo r
tion. 

Much of the rhetoric was silly, but the times were pro leptic in the sense 
that the national mood of self-examination dredged up every contradictio n in 
America n life for discu ssion. It was during the late r96os, for instance, that env i
ronment surfaced as a global concern. I had always been interested in the issue, 
but what might have been an avocation for me had I grown up during another 
era, became my life. It was easier to consider impractical paths back the n, 
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because the national mood of skepticism had th e effect of demythologizing tra
ditional vocations. 

It is worth noting, how ever, that in the lefty atmosphere of those times, 
the politically correct on campus scorned environmentalism as an elitist plot to 
prevent the poor from material advancement. (In one of history's neat symme
tries, this argument has resurfaced in recen t years, only this tim e it is being 
pushed by antienvironmental conservatives.) Still, stripped of ideology, the ques
tions debated on campus back then-whether technology amplified by human 
numb ers posed a threat to human well-being and the planet; whether humanity 
was crowding out other creatures and ecosys tems -form the basis of a world
wide debate today. 

Yale 1969 had a special perspective on these tumultuous times. Subse
quent classes elsewhere might envy the per verse blessing of the challenges which 
focused our lives as und ergraduates. We were th e last Yale class that had to con
tend with both the draft and a broad-ba sed curricu lum grounded in Western art 
and science (core curriculums have been reestablished elsewhere, but not th e 
draft). Though inconv en ient, the draft forced us to beco me intimately involved 
in government decisions to use of force in foreign policy-not a bad thing in a 
democracy. Drafting unwilling, highly articu late college students into the army 
provided a control on the inappropriate use of military pow er abroad simply 
because th e co nscript s were going to rise up if the war could not be justified. 
That control may be lacking now that the armed forces are made up entire ly of 
volunteer s. 

Subsequent classes might also envy the demands of a curriculum that 
forced students to become acquainted with the critical skills that form the basis 
of Western thought. Our record applying these skills was spotty at best, but they 
provided a basis for the disciplined examina tion of th e world for which there is 
still no obvious alternative. Ind eed the alacrity with which so many of our class 
challenged the premises of Western tradition s and embrac ed alternatives such as 
Eastern thought roundly refutes the argument that courses based on the thinking 
of Dead White European Males limit our appreciation of other cultures and 
modes of thought. 

We wore jack ets and ties as freshmen and God knows what as seniors. 
Grades disappeared sometim e during sophomore year (I think), only to reappear 
before we graduated. Following graduation, many pursued ,wild experiments in 
living before settl in g into mor e traditional careers. But for all our Prot ean 
changes of costume, we were more conservative than we seemed back then and 
are probably more idealistic than we are painted today. 

- Eugen e Lind en 
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REFLECTIONS ON COEDUCATION AT YALE 
AFTER TWENTY-FIVE YEARS 

W e help ed do somet hing important. It seemed so at the time and it 
seems so still. By wh ee dlin g and ne edlin g, by sometimes being co-o pt ed and 
som etimes being confront ational, we pushed a rath er staid, large institution to do 
the right th in g. Even earli er, w hen Pr esiden t Brewster announ ce d a possib le 
m arr iage with Vassar, it had begun to seem that coeducation mi gh t arr iv e in 
some form at Old Eli (though Vassar rejected th e initiative during our junior 
year). But Brewster appeared to have a gentlemanly-yet also an old-fashioned, 
separat e, and insular -co ncept of what women's edu cation ought to be. As rad
ical as many Old Blu es thought his plans to be, Brews ter's stron g preferenc e for 
"coordinate educa tion" was una ccep table to many ve terans of th e an tiwar, civil 
right s, and generational upheavals. And the genera l culture of th e times, co m
pound ed by assassinations, worldwide stu dent unr est , and the police riot in 
Chicago left many of us angry and frustrated but not qui escen t as we entered ou r 
semor year. 

Thus bega n p lans for Coeducation Week. Not coinci dentall y, it was to 
be held Election W eek in November 1968. Both th e plan and th e thr eat behind 
it were qu ite simp le. W e woul d invit e women from some tw enty-five school s to 
stay at Yale for a week, to he lp guide the discussion of whether to coed ucate and 
what form coeducation ought to take. If the adm inistration tried to stop us, the 
newspape rs wo uld love the sto ry-and we were not shy about invok ing visions 
of wo m en prot estin g their ex clusion by wav in g lin gerie from the college win -
dow s. · 

How to pe rsuade th e womeri? (A qu ery traditional at Yale for centuries, 
altered only som ewhat during our own bright college yea rs.) In part, we built on 
a network established by Friday, a regional college m agazin e I had coed ited with 
Eric Stiffler th e previous spri ng . Friday proved to be woefully ahead of its tim e; 
never sold an ad, so far as I can recall; and cost th e Yale Daily News several thou
sand dollars before it folded after thr ee admirab le issues that were, in fact, widely 
distribut ed throug h college news pape rs throu ghout th e region. Bu t we also had 
lot s of other contacts, of course, and the women eagerly shared our view that 
1968 was the year for stud ent s to do things worldw id e. 

Or gan izing for Coed Week grew out of a group of friends in Trumbull 
College, particularly Jim Ward and my late roommate, Dov O spova t, and others 
truly too numerous to name. To recall how it hap pene d, ho wever, is to be 
reminded vividly how much we had learn ed about the impor tanc e of getting by 
with a littl e help from ou r friend s. Pe ople vo lu nteered from all over and pitched 
in mightily from each co llege- I reca ll Ra y Nunn an d "Sun dan ce " Dellinger 
bec ause they may have been th e mo st flamboyant, but th ere were score s of oth
ers from Students for a Democratic Soc iety (SDS) and the Student Advisory 
Bo ard (SAB); from Dwight H all, which gave us office space and sustenance; and 
from a multitude of weird and wonde rful additiona l linka ges. ·M ore than half the 
stud ents at Yale volunteered to clean and give up their rooms and pledg ed to 
respect the priv acy of th e wo m en guests. 

We had procl aim ed that we would bring 750 w om en to Yale, but we 
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were wildl y oversu bscribe d. O ve r a thousand women actually attended-we 
ultim ately split the week into two sessions-and the entir e event went amazing
ly w ell. We managed to combine some seriousness with considerable fun and 
frolic that was sometimes plann ed, often spontaneous. But th e women also 
received course critiques and attended classes and panel discussions about coedu
cation and oth er topi cs. Dinii;ig hall workers, co llege guards, and many deans, 
masters, and faculty m em bers: helped a good deal. Br ews ter and th e rest of th e 
administration adapted admir ably, even when Brewst er was sere naded at hi s 
house by the Yale Band an d hundr eds of coeds and gleefu l Yale students. We got 
extensi v e, favo rable pr ess coverage. (It says som ethin g about the era th at my 
explanatio n was that "The idea is to take the male-fem ale relationship out of th e 
absur dly pres sur ed situa tion of a weekend dat e . A lo t of th e guys think of 
women simpl y as obj ects, or dumb broad s, but they're human beings to·o ," and 
that wo und up as a Quot e of the Week in the N ew York Tim es.) Perhap s the 
only noteworthy glitch was that we lost mone y on a folk music fund raiser at th e 
end of the week, which unfortunat ely had to compete with Janis Joplin at 
Wool sey H all-a memorable performance that even th e main organ izers of 
Coed Week chose over the fund raiser. , 

What happened after Coed W eek, howe ver, made it seem that th e 
administration had heaved a great sigh of relief but had mi ssed the point. Within 
a week, Presiden t Br ewster obtained forma l faculty approval for coeducation and 
th en appeare d at a packed m ee ting to ask th e men of Trumbu ll to · make "the 
gallant gesture" of vacating th e co llege for at least _ a yea r so that freshmen 
w om en co uld occupy it. R ath er than celebration or gallantry, Brewster was met 
by pa ssionat e speeches against his plan. Some suspected a kind of vindictive 
move agains t th e college that had ju st led Coed W eek . But mo st in th e angry 
crowd in the Trumbull Dinin g room objected to a form of coeducation that still 
seemed to pivot on isolating women from the rest of Yale . 

To Brewster's great cred it , the some times flaming rhe to ric of that tens e 
evenin g did not drive him to adopt a hard line. (And even the angriest amo ng us 
still made our way to Cambridge the following weekend to cheer on our com
rades from our choi ce seats at the infamous Tie.) R ather, Br ewster quickly began 
to pursue "const ru ctive alternatives" to his plan and to includ e or co-opt stu
dents - depending on on e's po litics-i n the Coedu cation Planning Committee 
and other pro cesses that produced the "real" coed ucati on that follow ed us. · 

And the rest really is history. In ret rospe ct, Coed Week and the tumult 
that surrou nd ed it was a real accomp lishment for us and for Yale . Undoubt edly, 
we we re very much part of somethi ng much larger- a tiny blip withi n a revolu
tion in gender relationships. But we did think globally and act locally. And 
planners and participants in Coed Week and it s aftermath built spontaneous ly 
from the ground up, dem on strating strength in diversity and per haps even some 
power in th e peopl e. Mor eove r, our message was neither fleet ing nor entirely 
selfish. We left Yale better than when we arrived. 

-A viam Soifer 
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A PASS/FAIL TEST FOR OUR GENERATION 

Wh en I was in seco nd grade, growing up in suburban N ew Jersey, I was 
"skipped" in school th e sam e year a ne ighbor of mine was "left back." Our rela
tion ship shifted dram atically: we went from his b eing a year ahead of m e in 
school to my being a year ahea d of him . Intermitt ently, from tha t point on, he 
would beat me up just to even the score. I learned at an early age that success 
and failur e, being on top and being on bottom, are all part of the same system . 

Wh en our class arriv ed at Yale in 1965, we received a littl e bookl et enti 
tled, "Yale's Rol e in the Education of Am eri ca's Leaders," and it listed, by 
category, the numb er of U.S. Presiden ts, Senators, Supreme Court ju stices, and 
Fortun e 500 CEOs who had graduated from Yale-an d, presumab ly for comp ar
ison , from H arvard. Yale's record looked good. It was clear th at Yale Co llege 
had some ideas about our future at the top of the social ord er; we weren't being 
sent to Yale to become elementary scho ol teachers. Maybe that's why I became 
one. 

M y years at Yale we re not easy ones. Like most of us, I had trouble deal
ing with th e co mp etit iv e atmo sphe r e generated by four thousand male high 
school valedictorians and class presiden ts, living in a setting where heterosexua ls 
couldn 't find partners and homosexua ls had to conceal th eirs. We'd all been at 
the top of our classes, and now a new sorting began. The bookl et on CEO s and 
Senators was intended, no doubt , to inspir e us. It didn 't grab me. Th e part of 
Yale that kep t me sane was Dwight Hall. 

I spen t the summer of r 967 teachin g in a reform scho ol back home in 
New Jers ey, and I lov ed it. It was th e mo st interesting wo rk I'd ever don e, so 
one day that fall I wandered in to Dwight H all to see if I could find some thin g 
eq ually interesting to do in New H aven . I met that old lep re chaun , Herb 
Cahoon, who, as I walked in, was dancing a little two-st ep to the thump - thump 
of a turning mimeograph machine. Herb listened to me, offered a few possibili 
ties, and within a few mon ths I was the head of Dwight Hall 's tutoring program 
in the N ew Haven public schools. I'd fou nd work that I liked, and, by the time 
I graduated, I'd found more mentors: Seymour Sarason and Ira Goldenberg at 
th e Yale Psycho- edu cation al Clinic, Larry Paros at th e Yale Summer High 
School. We Dwi gh t Hall types were goi ng to be teachers and activis ts. We had 
read John Hol t's, Jonat han Kozol's, and H erb Kohl's bo oks about the crisis in the 
schools. We we re goi ng to change th e scho ols. We were go ing to change th e 
world. 

In Jun e of 1969, when we graduated, I was th e speaker at the Class of 
'54's reu nion dinn er. I was th e after-d in ner radi cal , squeeze d in between the 
ste ak and the footb all films. I attempt ed, in my speech, to describe the turmoil 
on cam pu s and all that was changi ng in our society, at an eve nt des ign ed to 
emp hasize continuity and all that had not chan ged. 

Several members of the class of' 54 approac hed me after the speech to say 
that th ey agreed abo ut the nee d to create oppo rtuni ty for tho se at the bot tom of 
our social and economic structur e, but what could they do? With the arrogance 
of youth, I imm ediately rattled off a few dozen easy suggestions. The ideas were 
rejected as unrealistic, impract ical, more than could be expected of th em. At the 
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time, I was amazed at this group's apparent inability to perceive themselves as 
capable of creating change. Fifteen years seemed such a long time. They had 
establishe d careers and families; they were moving up the corporate and profes
sional ladders. Who, more than a Yale class fifteen years after graduation, wields 
power in our society? 

In the last twenty-five years, I'v e been wrestling with the same questions 
of who wins and who loses, who comes out on top and who's on bottom, how 
power can be wielded to create cha ng e. I have been a third and fourth grade 
teacher in the New Haven public schoo ls, a high schoo l teacher in Providence, 
an organizer of the short -lived '76 Presidential campaign for former Senator Fred 
Harris (D-Oklahoma), an elem entary school principal in Massachusetts, a hous e
father caring for our infant daughter while my wife's career blossomed, a teacher 
train er, a curriculum writer-and now I'm a school principal again, in Vermont . 

I have a wonderfu l family-a fascinating, exciting spouse; a delightful, 
insightfu l daughter, age twelve; and we hope to adopt a new baby soon. Two 
years ago, we went from living in Cambridge, Massachusetts, with a vacation 
house in the co untry , to living in Chester, Vermont, with a pied -$ACa-terre in 
the city. My work as a school principal is draining but important as I try to com
bin e tasks like planning the school's connectio n to the town sewage treatment 
plant with deve loping a grand vision of what public education can be, in a small 
Vermont town. 

Every five years or so, I'm invited back to Yale for a career day focused 
on "social service" careers. I've alw ays been impressed that the workshops on 
journalism, law , and finance draw hundr eds of undergraduates. I usually meet 
with a charming group of five to ten students, all of them wrestling with the 
combination of an int erest in teaching and the clear understanding that they, too, 
were not sent to Yale to become elementary school teachers. In recent years, of 
course, th ey also wrestle w ith $50,000 of acc umulat ed debt to be awarded to 
them upon gradation. 

In 1969, America's schools were in crisis, and the crisis has continued 
without interruption for twenty-five years. Our system of public education is 
filled with many wonderful teachers and administrators and some very good 
school s-b ut , as a system, it really is in terribl e shape. At any gath ering of politi
cal liberals, anywhere in the co untr y, successful adults who were educated in 
public schools, who want to believe in public schools , expla in apologetically that 
they "just had to" send their chi ldr en to private schoo ls. They're telling the 
truth. Few of us believe our public schools are meeting the challenge of the 
future, but-even so- few of us send our children off to Yale with the hop e that 
they'll become public school teache rs. 

As I wrestle with my own attempts to create change in one tiny corner 
of a rural state, I think often of an event that may seem only peripherally related: 
th e process that led to the admission of women to Yale. 

Trying to change Yale's males-only policy was no small deal. We were 
going up against hundr eds of years of solid tr adition within one of America's 
most traditional in stitution s. Our opposition included a good number of those 
Senators, CEOs and the lik e-th e pow erfu l Yalies listed in that littl e booklet. 
What Avi Soifer and his buddies did, when they invit ed thousands of women to 
be Yalies for a week (going to classes, participating in class discussions, living in 
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the residential colleges), was to create an alternative reality-a reality so immedi
ately appealing, health y, sane, and rich in potential tha t , within a few weeks, the 
opposition had been converted or routed and the decision to admit women was 
made. This was no small feat, and ever since Coed Week I've been fascinated by 
th e mod ~l of social change it embodied. 

Now we need to make changes on a much grander scale. Like it or not, 
in the next decade we have the opportunity to pass on to our children a planet 
where the air is n ot qui te breathable, the water not quite drinkable, the ozone 
layer not quite intact, with random violence everywhere, poverty and wealth 

· simultaneously setting new records, public education in disarray or being dis
mantled, national treasuries depleted, and the planet's temperature rising beyond 
levels we've ever know. This will be, for us, a Pass/Fail test. If that is the world 
we hand over to our children, we will have failed. 

Or, in the last decade of the twentieth century, we may rise to the chal
lenge. Can we mobiliz e the will and the commitment to take char ge of our 
extraor dinar y list of national problems, to bui ld a future of which we can be 
proud? Can we create an alternative vision which-like Coed Week-enables 
others to see and to experience a grander possibility than the curre nt reality? Can 
we ed uc ate our nation's childr en without further sepa rating the top from the 
bottom, the rich from th e poor, our kids from everyone else's? Will we be able 

. to say to our children: Here is the vision; here are the pieces we've put in place; 
here is the important work whic h yo u must carry on? 

Because now we're twenty-five years out of Yale . The President and 
Vice President are our contemporaries. We are the CEOs, the Pulitzer Prize 
winners, the financiers, the movers and shakers. For those of us who became 
parents early, our children are in college. For those who became parents late, our 
childr en are still in diapers. Now it's our turn to be in charge, in our most pow
erful and productive years . I believe the top and th e bottom are all one system, 
and-' -li ke it or not- .- it 's all one great big Pass/Fail test for our generation in this, 
the fast decade of the twentieth century . 

-Barney J. Brawer 
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RUMINATIONS ON A QUARTER CENTURY 

Kingman Brewster, undefeated nationally ranked swim teams, "Bull 
Tales" and "BD" in the Daily News, neckties on the door knob, mixers, Wi lliam 
Sloane Coffin, Bob Giegengack, the Kiphuths, etc., ... all of these Yale uniqu es 
are gone. How can N ew Haven ever be the same? Do current day male Yalies 
appreciate the uniqu eness of our undergraduate experience? W e were the last all 
male undergraduate class, and I feel this in itself is worthy of some distinction. 
Do the current und ergraduate men ever experience the euphoria I felt seeing the 
parade of females from the school buses to the college dining room? Are we 
"uniquely qualified" in terms of "male bonding" ... or are we just the characters 
of a 25th Jurassic Park reunion? 

Am I the only one who still cannot understand how or why Harvard 
"won" the 29-29 game? Surely I'm not the only one who is haunted by tha t 
game? Does that one game qualify the '60 team of Mike Pyle as the Yale "Team 
of the '6os," and not ours? Why do Harvard types still celebrate that tie as a vic
tory? After all, everyo ne knows that "a tie is like kissing your sister." Does not 
the fact that they still celebrate and laud that "kiss" suggest something about the 
Harvard character, or lack thereof? Will we ever see a show on Sally Jessie or 
Geraldo about this topic? What will be the audience reaction when a "guest 
from Cambridge" ju stifies everything with the response, "Harvard is Harvard"? 
Does anyone in the Western World, or the third or fourth, know what "Harvard 
is Harvard" means? Should the religious right be concerned? 

Am I the only one in th e class of '69 who, when thinking about th e 
25th, is concerned about appearance? My wife is already exercising. She wants to 
look good for th e second (are there any third?) wives. Do I want to look good 
enough that someon e says to me, "you haven't changed one bit"? Would th at 
mean I haven't matured or grown up? Would it mean I have spent the last twen 
ty-five years in a time capsule? Does anyone wonder who has aged well and who 
hasn't? Who among us has made the most money? ... The most difference? ... Do 
any of us have a wife who will be mistaken for a daug ht er? ... by one of us? ... or, 
God forbid, by one of our sons? 

Finally, do any of you remember the "O ld Blues" who used to come 
around? Didn't the y seem like relics from the days of Albie Booth or Walter 
Camp? Didn't we always say that th ey belonged in th e Payne Whitn ey Trophy 
Room alongside Handsome Dan I. Well congrat ulation s, mates, those "relics" 
are us. 

See you at the 25th. 
-Ca lvin Hill 
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PUBLIC MORALITY : PRIVATE VIRTUES 

So what has happened, to us and to Yale, over tw enty-five years? Some 
to Yale, a lot to our society, and maybe less to us. 

Then, and now, Yale, by self-definition and social role, is an elitist insti
tution, but the nature of the elit e has cha nged big tim e. We rode th e wave; in 
our time Dink Stover gave way ,to Dinka Stoverski, and M s. Stoverski was on 
the horizon. The Yale comm itm ent to human e values-to the humaniti es and 
how they do or should inform behavior-has not changed. 

While our society, from th e beginning, has always define d its social rela
_tions in terms oflegal rights, this definition had traditionally taken place within a 
shared if not well-defined consensus of what our soc iety was supposed to look 
lik e. It probably helped to glue things together that, since World War II, the 
mainstream could content itself with a stro ng sense of national purpose: to save 
th e world from Communism and to rescue it for our version of freedom and 
democracy. 

The r96os saw the erosion of this largely inarticulat e consensus of what 
society was and of the increasingly irrelevant definition of national purpose. This 
left exposed and unanchored the naked language of law and rights as the only 
medium for social definition. Quixotic movement s to give society new defini
tion (Woodstock; Haight -A shbury) can be seen in this light. They largely failed 
and look quaint in retrospec t. The Age of Aquarius lost out to th e Code of Fed
eral Regulation s. What did this yield? It produ ced fairly wholesale changes in 
our social relations. The changes were won painfully and grudgingly: racial int e
gration in schools, job equa lity , one-man-one -vote, women's right s. But th e 
socia l consensus was not prepared. This has left us a legacy of a society held 
together only by law. The complexities of our law (and boom years for lawyer s) 
have left th e ordinary citizen feeling compell ed to . engage H&R Blo ck to file tax 
returns. This is witness of th e muscular, often weird, effor ts of the legislature to 
impose by law a finely-scaled notion of fairness, down to the semicolon and sub
section, a task for which it is ill-suited. 

Don't get me wrong: th ese social changes were nec essary, morally right 
and compelled by the ineluctable logic of our Constitution and laws. Th ey have 
also taken place in a context in which public morality is by default increasingly 
defined by law, and not by the humane values which would have been nurtur ed 
by soc ial consensus. So, while society is better for the cha nge s, we at the same 
tim e are burdened with th e linguistic by- products of these changes: the language 
of right s. That soc iety was pulled apart was no bad thing; the failur e is in not 
putting it back together. 

For the most part, we Yale white males (largely, but much less than in 
the past, Anglo-Saxon and Protestant) were mostly favorably disposed to these 
social upheavals, at least when we bothered to think about them at all. We were 
probably made more comfortable by the prospect - so it seemed then-of great
ly expan ding wealth throughout soc iety, so that the proverbial expand in g pie 
could be mor e equitab ly shared. It is not improb able th at our experienc es in 
dealing with the Vietnam war-which through the draft suddenly made even our 

lot an oppressed class- encourag ed us to talk the language of law alongside other 
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classes oppressed on mor e traditional grounds of race or sex: 
Bu t have we changed? My sense, not scien tificall y arrived at and deve l

oped by readin g your cards and lett ers for the Alumni ma gazine, suggests that we 
have changed little. W e have take n on job s-l awye rs, do ct or s, investment 
bankers, eve n a coup le of peop le who create wealth-remarkably similar to our 
"fath ers," either our real fathers or our metaphorical foreb ears at Yale. Our per
sona l, soc ial lives, and to a great extent our personal valu es, are char acte rized 
mor e by continuity wit h tho se of ou r forebears than by radical change-a llow
in g for much hi gher rates of divorce and rema rria ge, w hat m ust be at least a 
smattering of same-sex hous ehold s among us, and perhaps some dope bein g 
smo ked in the garden by the swimmi ng pool. 

What about our outlook? Ha ve we develop ed, collectively, a new social 
or nation al purpos e to replace th e ·Communist -fi gh tin g, freedom -lovin g com
plex explod ed by Vietnam and by th e language ofl aw? Sadly, no, and that is our 
failure. In nationa l politics, th e pro- life/pro - choice (I always forget, given those 
codes, wh ich side is which: th ey both sound so wonderful!) battl e is foug ht with 
moral intensity, but in lan gu age that only a J esu it , a Talmudic scho lar or an 
an titru st lawyer co uld lo ve . The beneficiaries of th e social changes worked by 
law should worry about thi s: without an abidin g social consensus, what has been 
don e can be undon e. Interna tionally , our wo rld view ten ds to dim at the Conti
nental Shelf Our woeful ignorance of the rest of th e world transfor ms itself into 
mo ral and legal categories . We need to per suade our selves of wa r crim es to mak e 
sense of Iraq, Somalia, Bosnia. Thi s is not enco uraging: ho w will we deal wi th 
th e inevit abl e re-militarization of Europe and, more particularly, East Asia, 
which will surely come on our watc h ? With law? 

It seems, then, th at Yale has changed rather gracefu lly over the last twen
ty-five years . It has rather nicely int ellectualized the changes of our gene ration , 
and , rema inin g (prope rly) elitist, it has cont inued to husb and th e hum ane values 
which must hold a society to geth er. In this, Yale has outp erfo rm ed its proge ny. 
Th e quest ion is: what will it do for our progeny (either actual or meta phoric al)? 

Is th ere hop e for the futur e, eith er for ourselves or for our successors at 
Yale or oth erwi se? Yes, probably, though for curiously perverse reasons. I think 
our childr en are different from us-li ke little boys gro wing up in Belfast, they 
may be so accustomed to the wreckage as to be untraumatized by it; not kn ow
in g what they lost may enco ura ge th em to fashion somet hing new . Second, 
unlike our genera tion , who have had the great advantage ofliving off the wealth 
of our pre decessors, our childr en are likely to face less eco nomi c wealth and few
er individual choi ces. Th is may compe l them to confro nt what their society- as 
opposed to th eir rights-s hould be. A genera tion whic h goes on group dates has 
a more collect ive orientat ion than the one that "went steady." And, finally, th e 
rights have been wo n , th e battles have been fought; the effluxion of tim e w ill do 
the rest. 

In th e m eanti me, enjoy your golden years, and be content that we have 
· part icipated in unpr eceden tedly wealthy, exciting tim es. We'll leave it to oth ers 
to produc e the ·m oral cruc ible. 

-Wi lliam J. Bogaty 
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REFLECTIONS ON 25 

"I don't believe I learned anything from the teachers while I was at 
Yale," he said. 

I hadn't seen my classmate since the twentieth reunion, but this week I 
was working in his hometown for the first time since the mid-seventies. We sat 
in his office drinking beer and catching up. . 

There was talk about marriage, divorce, fatherhood, sex, fitness, business, 
politics and religion . Somewhere in there we got around to the reunion and our 
ambivalence about the weekend. "The last one was kind of depressing for me," 
I said. 

"Me too." 
"It was good seeing some of the guys after all those years." 
"Yeah, but ... " 
"Maybe it 's just what happens when you try to revisit your youth. " 
Yale twenty years on had seemed a shabby reality check, not the warm, 

glow ing nostalgic reverie I had vague ly imagined it wou ld be. The place had 
seemed a. drab reduction of its former self. But maybe it was more about me 
than about the event. The reunion had made me dip back into my past, and I 
had found it less than sweet. 

. About this time I told him I was writ ing a piece for the reunion book. 
More accurately, I was waiting for inspiration to strike. The deadline was upon 
me, and desperation was c:reeping into my torso. Some things hadn't changed 
since those bright college years. I wondered ifI'd have to pull an all-ni ghter to 
get the thing done. 

· "I've been trying to think about what I really learned while I was at 
Yale," I told him. 

T hat's when he b lew off the entire Yale faculty. "There were a lot of 
quality guys there," he said. "I learned from the students. But .the_ professors and 
deans were all caught up in a bullshit game. It was this compe titi_ve thing, all 
about who's better than w hom, who's more specialized in thi s area or expert.in 
that area. Everything was about being increasing ly complex, instead of getting to 
the simple truths that are rea lly important." 

· This from a guy who had made a fortune in the market. It was hard for 
me to imagine too many professions more competitive or complicated. 

"I don't know," I said. " I think I learned some important truths about 
myself while I was there. I wasn't as specia l or as bright as I thou ght I was. I 
didn't have the self-discipline that other guys seemed to have . I lied to myself 
and everybody else. I couldn't get up in the morning, and I couldn't get any
thing done on time. But there were a few areas where I discovered I had some 
talent." 

"I guess that's what you get from a liberal arts education," he smiled. 
Spoken like a true business major. 
" I wish I'd been smart enough or mature enough to take better advan

tage of what Yale had to offer," I said. "But I don't have any real regrets." 
· Nor did I regret spending seven postcolleg iate years in the Marines, 

struggling to be responsible, prepared, mentally and physically tough, brutally 
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honest. Eventually, it was too much to deal with. So I resigned . 
''I'm not sorry I quit the football team," he said. 

13 

I had forgotten that he had left the team when it became apparent he 
could not come back from a debilitating bout with mono. It struck me how dif
ficult it must have been for him to make that decision. When you're a you ng 
man flush with hormones, you don't want to think that you're not a stud. 

I had stuck with it for four years, even though I never played as much as 
I thought I deserved. "Hell, if I'd had any balls, I'd have quit the team myself," I 
said. 

He agreed too easily, and for a mom ent I felt the twinge of the old delu
sion that my athl etic skills had been und erappreciat ed by the coac hes. 
Twenty-five years later th e picture was clear. I was only marginally gifted, not 
dedicated enough to overcome my weaknesses, and mired in my own denial. I 
realized that thi s description could apply to my entire collegiate experience . 

" I found it very hard to have a good time and stay in school," I said. 
"That was the real challenge." 
We chuckled together, rememberin g. 
"What do yo u think our classmates are thinking about these days?" I 

asked. "I think the important issues now are the more spiritual ones. You know, 
'I've got the family, the house, the cars. I'm successful in my business .. . '" 

" ... but there's still this emptiness inside." · 
"Yeah. 'What about my soul?'" With the millenn ium approac hing, I had 

been thinking quite a bit about spirituality as a grow th industry, about a cable 
channel dedicated to subjec ts metaphysical, about writing a book on the psycho 
logical benefits of singing and dancing , about packaging and mark eting 
enlight enment via modern media. Hopefully, you don't have to be a Buddha 
yourself to sell it . 

"I wonder how many guys in th e class know who they really are?" he 
came back . 

"What do you mean by that?" 
"Well, when the market crashed in '87, I lost eve rything. It forced me to 

think about those thing s that couldn't be take n away from me. They couldn't 
take away my family, or my real friends, or my golf swing. It made me focus on 
what was really valuab le and what wasn't. I'mjust a guy who wants to enjoy 
playing golf and be with my kids. That 's it for me. I wonder how many other 
guys feel that way." 

Hard to say. I loved being with my wife and daught er, but I wasn't sure 
if that meant I knew who I was. Th e file was still open. One thing I was pretty 
sure of was that I'd never be a golfer. 

" I still feel I want to do something to make the world a better place," I 
said, sounding a bit like an old Peace Corps candidate. "But at the same tim e I 
feel the need to protect myse lf and my family from all the negative stimuli ou t 
there. It seems like you need a wall of money ." 

"It's no guarantee, but it's better having it than not having it," he said. It 
sounded like one of tho se simple truths he had been speaking of earlier. 

I have yet to learn how to win at the mon ey game. Maybe I never will . 
Eighteen years in Hollywood , more than a thousand music videos, surrounded 
by megabuc k deals and conspicuous consumption. No cash. · 



14 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

On the other side of the ledger, a loving family, decent health and a 
hopeful future. I'll take it. 

"I've given up on thinking that I could do something that wou ld really 
make a difference," he said . "My contribution to the world is trying to be a 
good person, trying not to be too judgmental about others. That's about it . I 
don't think there's much more I could do that would mean anything ." 

We paused to give our thoughts some space. 
"Maybe we can think of something," I said. 
"Yeah. Are you hungry?" 
"Sort of" 
"Why don't we go to a topless bar and get a burger." 
The quest for a meaningful life could wait. 

-Merritt B. Kleber 
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A LIFE IN THE LAW 

After spending several days at the request of Vice President Gore with 
the new President of Bolivia and his transition team on the role of law in pro
moting sustainable development and environmental protection, I took the long 
flight back to \Vashington from La Paz for a Cabinet debriefing last Sunday. It 
seemed as good an occasion as any to organize my thoughts about Brian Dowl 
ing's request for a brief essay on how I got to be a lawyer in Maine, and what I 
have been trying to do in my legal career. 

My first, and still overarching, impr essions of the law were formed when 
I returned to New Hav en after completing a Mellon Fellowship (in literatur e) at 
Cambridge in 1971. Yale Law School, in those days, seemed at once limitin g and 
liberating. Never before had I sensed my int ellectual focus being so sharpened as 
the study oflaw (even at Yale) demanded, but never before had I appreciated the 
breadth of possibilities for defining a life in the law. 

Few , if any, of my classmates saw our law school experie n ce as mere 
training for private practice. None of our mentors (whether J .W. Moor e on civ
il procedure, Alexander Bickel on constitutional law , Eugene Rostow on 
antitrust law, Boris Bittk er on tax law, or Fleming Jam es on tort s) would ever let 
us forget the political and socia l context in which the law lives. Returning to 
Maine in 1974 to practic e law and to pursue political interests was pr ecisely the 
sort of alternative to Wall Street or Washington (tempting as they both were 
back th en) that three years at Yale Law School not only permitted but promot
ed.· 

In Portland, it was my good fortune to join an extraordinary law firm 
(Pierce, Atwood) that encouraged both excelle nce in the practice and commi t
ment to tho se larger comm uniti es the law must serve. Shortly after I joined th e 
firm, for example, one of our senior partners accepted appointment as Chief Jus
tice of the Maine Supreme Judi cial Court in the prime of his legal career-to 
follow, no doubt , the calls he had h eard during clerkshi ps with Learned Hand 
and Felix Frankfurter. Another senior partner had, almost sin gle-h anded ly, 
enable d the fledgling Maine Civil Liberties Union to survive a diffi cu lt birth in 
th e days of Vietnam. In that spir it of public service, the members of the firm 
suppor ted this n ew recruit's decision to seek a city co uncil seat in my second 
year of practice and to serve as a counc il member and mayor throughout my 
years as an associate and when I became a new partner in 1980. 

My seven years of service in Portland government was a gratifying time, 
and presented an invalu able opportunity to a young lawyer to give someth ing 
back to a community that had given so much to his family. · 

In 1982, I took a leave from the firm to run for Congress in a four-way 
D emocratic primary. It was a great exper ience, and I will always remember w ith 
particular joy and gratitude the key parts which friends from Yale played in 
putting our campaign toget her. At 4:00 a.m. on the morning after the election 
and after the UPI had called the race our way, I fell several hundr ed votes short 
of the nomination. In addition to valuable lessons about the immeasurable worth 
of loyal friendships and abou t the precarious nature of all political endeavors, I 
also learned from th e campa ign the personal bounds of my own ambitions. 



I6 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

When George Mitchell asked if I would be interested to take the Congressional 
nomination in 1984, I had come to realize that my life with our young children, 
my development as a lawyer, and my opportunities to render publi c service out
side elective office all counted for more. 

In the ten years or so since then, I have wondered now and then about 
that road not tak en. But then, I rejoice in all the time Alejandra (now twelve) 
and Gabriela (soon nine) have shared with Patricia and me that we otherwise 
might not have had tog ether. I recall the challenge, the rewards and the freedom 
that hav e come from maintaining a private practic e of law, and I reflect on the 
rich opportunities I have had, and may yet have, to seek a life in the law beyond 
my own immediat e practice. (At th is point in my career, the most satisfying of 
those opportunities involves drawing upon my own experiences with environ
mental litigation, in th e furtherance of professional and public policy dialogue on · 
environmental issues, by chairing the Inter-American Bar Association's Commit
tee on Natural Resources and Environmental Protection and by cochairing the 
American Bar Association's Committee on Environmental Litigation.) 

And such realizations, for me, bring the journey to La Paz back home 
again to Maine . 

- John]. O'Leary,Jr. 



UNCERTAINTY, REGRET, 
KINDS OF HAPPINESS, AND US 

I7 

The last all-male class. The last of the Thousand Leaders. The last, in so 
many ways, of Old Yale. 

Do we not all remember some guy in an alligator shirt wi th a gravy
stained sock knotted at the neck? In evitably, in such a sett ing, the coat and tie 
rule died. The last of the fraternities were soon to follow. 

We came in the 70-to-roo grading regime, passed quickly through A-B
C-D, and came to rest at Pass/Fail. 

We came to Par ietal Hou rs and left amidst used rubbers und erneath a 
lucky roommate's bed. 

We slept through eight-o 'cloc k classes, pulled all-nighters, smoked our 
first joint, hung at the edges of mixers. We learned to call a girl a quiff, a pizza a 
za. Geology and Astronomy became Rock s & Stars. We learned ·that not so long 
ago Yale had limit ed Jews to ten percent of a class, and that even now now here 
near that percentage of us were black. We hated the War, we loved the People, 
we sang silly old songs, we fell in and out oflove with unknowable strangers, we 
j oine d some group or pointedly didn't, we stayed up late arguing. We lov ed one 
another and called that Yale. 

We were meant for greatness. We had history to live up to. We 
belon ged . We were told, and we believed, not to believe w hat we were told. 
Secular power was being held in trust for those endow ed with certa in inalienable 
advan tages, viz., us. We were an Us. 

We knew what was unspoken. We we re aswim in Secrets-of societies, 
of elites gnost ic, cryptic, scholarly. There were secrets to success, to being Peo
ple Like Us, of State. Yale was goi ng to give us the secret co de word. We'd 
speak it , and then be adm itted-to ... 

... The next level up. Harvard Med., Yale Law, Morgan, New York, a 
cabin in the woods, fulfillment, 4-F. Maybe even that most dashing (if some
tim es heinous) of traditional Yale careers, Intelligence. 

We would have to dodge the draft, and most of us did. Vietnam was 
Hell itself, and we weren't meant for that . We were put in the bad wo rld to 
build a better one, in which sex wou ld be free and love would be all and war an 
antique memory. 

And money and position and power would be, well , axiomatic, whil e 
also mor e fairly distributed as long as we had our fair share. 

* * * 
Few of us knew any thin g of compu ters, or ecology, or DNA, or 

Realpolitik. Few of us knew anyt hin g about relations between pairs of people. 
Many of us married, confident of lifelon g par tn ership. Gay guys came out, 
Yalily , in confidence that some com bin ation of their hon esty and privilege 
would undo the centuries of censure. We lived in categories; we were exem plars 
of som e historic type or o·ther. We weren't ready for wh at was coming . 

Even Yale couldn't have prepared us for all this shatte rin g of type and 
pattern. Our teachers were immured in the ir academic disciplines, our peers for 
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all their glib audac ity knew not mu ch rea lly at all, our masters and deans knew 
beautiful things an d immensely mu ch, but nobody, none of us, cou ld possibly 
have for eseen th e demographics and technology that were soo n to sweep us out 
of our co llege quadrangles into th e fractal wi ldern ess of the worl d beyon d th e 
walls. 

* * * 
Wr iting this I find myself in a unique position: I am the only member of 

our class w h o has read all th e autobi og raph ies submit ted fo r thi s book. Th ey 
have made for fascinating reading. 

Severa l commo n th emes have been particu larly striking. Foremos t is that 
domestic fulfillment, wh ich has grown ever more precarious, seems to com e as a 
shoc k to many of those who have been able to achieve it and hold on. Old-fash
ioned family valu es, however we may once have mocked them, are rarer now, 
and prized all the more. 

Some of th e bio s are dull , some are pompous, many display th eir autho rs, 
as Yale taught them, in th e best light (and leave out the shadows); a certain num
ber, including my ow n, reveal regrets and fears as well as satisfactions and hopes. 
But in thei r to tality these autobiographical notes show us as a class of extrao rdi
nary variousness. That, th en , may be wh at we most have in common: our 
differentness. 

Twenty - fifth reunions, with their confiden t expectation of record-br eak
ing class gifts to th e University, have immemorially assumed tha t at this point in 
a Yale man's life he was go ing to have pre tty much arrived wherever he was 
head ed: th e kids grown up or nearly, his fortune secu re, his home, hi s place in 
the community, his achievements all secure. 

:w ell, ha . R ead these bios . Some of us do fit th e pattern, bu t a he ll of a 
lot of us don't. We're wande ring, divorcing, questioning, throwing over th e law 
for th e cabin in the woods ... (still growi ng up?). Even among th e ov ertly stable 
and established, the sudden bomb drops-th e deat h of a chi ld, betrayal , illness, 
job loss-and sudde nly nothing is cert ain any more. One way or another, som e 
soo ner, some later, it seems as if nearly all of us are enact ing the role prepar ed for 
us by nuclear terror, popu lation exp losion, techno logical revo lution, geograph ic 
and social deracination, th e decli ne of civ ili ty, th e vandalizing of th e nat ur al 
world, th e head - snapping acceleration of history, the pervasiv e doubt of old cer
tain ti es, and, yes, by our bright college years: we are co rk s on a hurricane
furious sea of change . 

And thi s-this rel entl ess change that is our on ly constancy-seems to 
have become th e nearest thing some of us have to a native place. 

* * * 
I rememb er that one of the skills useful to a befogged Yale undergraduate 

is the abilit y to wr it e down underinformed overgeneralizatio ns w ith an air of 
easy grand eur. Yet I know too, from legit doub le-blind psych experiments, that 
op timism and confidence, even when forced or false, enhance p erfo rm ance. 
Henc e I conclude (or anyway hop e) that our early bravado may not have been, 
as it often seems, some sort of hubris that catapulted us into ou r present nests of 
regret ( or its smarmy twin, self-congratulation). I prefer to bel ieve that if we' d 
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been more tentative, more caut ious, less certain, we'd have wound up even 
worse off 

The uncertainty and sometimes pain that are our midlife lot can, after all, 
be seen as a cost not so much of our youthful vaing lory as of our actual and pre
sent freedom. We are more free (at least as we choose to define the term) than 
almost any other human generation ever known on this planet, and freedom is 
always costly. It is also, it seems, less certainly and purely a good thing. 

Are we too free? Cou ld it be that the rituals and prejudices and conscious 
blindnesses of the Old Yale might have served us better? I submit that they could 
not have served more than a very few of us at all. What the Old Yale saw as 
externalities are woven in to the fabric of contemporary life . We can't be men 
apart any more. Those who try will be those who are externalized. 

The members of our class who have remained my friends seem to possess 
a fine-tuned acuity of self-awareness now, and I wonder how representative they 
may be of the class as a whole. If this faculty is as widespread among us as one 
might hope, then it seems possible that our years to come, though perhaps offer
in g no more certainty or less pain, may yet be better to live in. As your own 
reading of the bias will show, many of us are thinking hard about how we live 
and how we would wish to. Where once much of our attention may have 
focused on how we might affect the world, now, for many of us, attent ion turns 
inward-a turbulent world as well, but one more manageable nonetheless than 
the one outside. 

The eco logist Garrett Hardin has written tha t "we may be getting close 
to the time when we must look for a new kind of happiness-in a wealth that is 
not material. A wealth of honest realism." In that light, our d;ubts and regrets 
may be seen as doors-as passages out of places where old certainties no longer 
apply, and into a new kind of happiness. 

Maybe this, then, unbeknown even to herself, is what Mother Yale 
raised us for. 

-Tom McNamee 
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FRESHMAN ASSEMBLY ADDRESS 

Gentlemen of the enter ing class: 
By now each of you has seen at least one classmate who fairly exud es the 

seren ity of blase sophi stica tion. Or pe rh aps yo u have eyed ano ther who almost 
bristles with iconoclast ic self assurance. Yours may have been the eye of envy as 
you felt somewha t confused, perhaps a little forlorn, feeling altogether lost. 

I assure you that beneath th e venee r, be it poli shed by smugness or 
etche d with arrogance, is likely to be a soul ju st as muc h at sea as yours . The ter
ror of Los Angeles, the reluctant agony of Sou th Vie tn am, the cruel waste of a 
territorial conflict betwee n religions in Kashmir should by now have demon
strated th at the world's deep complications defy bot h co mpl acency and 
cockiness. Our wo rld and our cou ntr y as we ll as all of us individually are in 
quest of ourselves. 

For survival th e world must find a pattern of order which permits revo
lutionary chan ge and yet forbids resor t to the weapons of total frightfulness. 

For sur vival the nation must find a pattern for socie ty which promises 
dignity and decency in urban work and life. 

· For · surviva l each of us individually m ust find a pattern for life whic h 
gives purpose to effort and satisfaction deeper than animal existence . 

. So · I welcome yo u to the uni nh ibit ed quest in w hich the world, the 
country, and all your fellow men so badly need more energe tic participation. 

Not all know ledge, nor all thought, nor all experience wi ll seem related 
to such large purposes. Perhaps relatively few of you wi ll be fortunate enough to 
di scover new ways of understanding man or nature or the arts, or to find new 
paths to a better society. But the capacity to learn, to think, and to perceive life 
arou nd you with feeling is essential if you are going to be an enthu siastic partici
pant, not a reluctant victim of the flood of new kno w ledge and of the wo rld 's 
effort to find new direction. 

If you are incapable of doubt; or worse, if you are afraid of doubt, then 
you will be misplaced here. A spirit smothered by indiff erence or a min d sealed 
by dogma wi ll, I hope, be uncomfortable here. 

The rest of you, which means all of you if the Admi ssions Office is to be 
be lieved, have a capac ity for en thu siasm which is strength ened, not broken, by 
the privilege of doubt. 

Indeed if there were clear and firm and final answers wh ich guarant eed 
meaningful survival, perhaps there wo uld be no need for uni versities devoted to 
the testing of old knowledge and the search for new. So, beware of that self 
assurance w hich has all the answers, j ust as yo u wo uld beware of that timidit y 
which wi ll no t qu estion assumpti ons. 

Eve n if yo u can keep on an even keel which avo ids the excesses of both 
self confid ence and humility, there are some false beacons which make naviga
tion difficult. 

The debunker wi ll parade in the disguise of an honest skept ic. 
The crud e aim to shock and to offend will masquerade as free and inno

vative thought. 
Genuin e moral outrage wi ll be exploited by the strid ent exh ibitionist for 
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petty, egotistical ends. 
In any age good causes run the risk of exploitation for evil purposes. In 

an age which cries out for fundamental reappraisal, the greater danger is that 
good causes will be suppressed out of blind fear of ulterior manipulation. 

Any enthusiasm runs the risk of becoming headstrong. But in an age 
when individuality is too often deadened by organized routine, the greater dan
ger is that the fresh idea or courageous conviction will be discouraged by 
conformity. 

I welcome you to a place where freedom's risks are more easily sustained 
because motivation is so rarely either selfish or destructive. 

To a remarkable exten t this place has detected and rejected the very few 
who have · worn the colors of high purpose falsely. This has not been done by 
administrative edict or official regulation. It has been done by a pervasive ethic 
of student and faculty loyalty and responsibility and mutual regard which lies 
deep in our origins and traditions. 

People here are concerned about you. You are the concern of the Deans, 
the Masters, of the faculty, even-or perhaps especially-of th e campus cops, 
certainly of the Chaplain and of the University Officers. Sometimes their hopes 
for you will seem too high. Often your hop es for us will be too high. Other 
times your patience, and ours will seem too short. There will be disagreements, 
even misunderstandings. But, Yale is a place of mutual trust. ' 

This is a great privilege in a society so riven with distrust. It has been the 
privilege of Yale for generations long before our time, and is th e privilege of 
those of us who now work here. Now it is yours. Make the most of it. 

President Kingman Br ewster, Jr. 
Woolsey Hall, September 13, 1965 

Publication authorized by Yale University Public Information Records, YRC 4-C, Man
uscripts and A rchives, Yale University Library 
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COMMENCEMENT ADDRESS 

Last month an overwhelming majority of the Senior Class requested by 
petition that their commencement be dedicated to an express ion of opposition 
to the war in Vietnam. Furthermor e, th ey asked that some provisions be made 
for the public expression of that sentiment here today . 

As part of that expression a petition was circulated among members of 
the class opening with the following paragraph: "We, members of the Yale Class 
of 1969, strongly oppose the current Unit ed States policy in Vietnam. We feel 
that th e war is a tragic waste of life and resources, both American and Viet 
namese, which completely outweighs any pos sible gains. We also see it as 
detrimental to the solutions of the urgent domestic probl ems our nation faces. 
Th e war mu st be ended now. We plead with the leaders of this country to bring 
about an immediate end to the war." 

It closed with this paragraph: "We now , at the time of our commence
ment from Yale Coll ege, state our determination that we will act in our public 
and privat e lives to assure that the tragic mistakes of Vietnam will not be repeat
ed in our country's future." 731 or 77 percent of the class signed that petition. In 
addition, 143 members of the class signed a petition indicating that if confronted 
with the draft they would refuse induction, ther eby risking jail sentences and 
jeopardizing careers to oppose the war. And finally a majority of th e class has 
pledged to contribute to a legal defense fund established to help with the legal 
fees of those members of the class refusing induction. 

Certainly th e importance of these statements, espec ially the first, is not 
merely their expression of stron g opposition to the war in Vietnam . Expressions 
of oppo sition have been made befo re. The real significance of these statements 
involves the percentage of the class which signed them . No long er can it be said 
that opposition to the war is limited to a radical minority or even to a liberal 
majority. Opposition to the war in Vietnam covers a much broader spectrum, 
including concerned students of all political persuasions. 

Graduation is traditionally a joyous occasion; a time of great celebration; 
a time for hope . But tod ay despair outweighs hop e; mourning outweighs cele
bration. This is not a traditional commencement; it cannot be. In a time of crisis 
tradition must be broken. 

For the past four years we at Yale have witnessed a war justified by false 
assumptions and sustained by an unwillingne ss to accept new ones. It is a distant 
war, a war that is despised. And yet it cannot be forgotten or ignored. Because of 
the draft the war is brought close to all of us. Mo st of us are plagued by the pain 
of an uncertain future and the prospect of fighting in a war which cannot be 
supported. As a solution to this anxiety, the present administration has proposed 
that the draft be modified. Changes in the draft, however, will not change our 
opposition to the war. Our opposition is based on more th an self-interest; it is 
based on a deep and overriding concern with the welfare of this country. 

Th e vast majority of Yale seniors want to serve and protect their country. 
Patriotism is not dead on th e college campus tod ay. There is criticism of many 
national polici es. But patrioti sm is not diminish ed by responsible criticism. Patri
otism at its best has neve r been blind obedience to the policie s of a nation. it is 
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the constant search for good and better policies. And when old policies are 
shown to be wrong, patriotism generates efforts to implement new ones. Today 
the war in Vie tn am is almost unanimously regarded as a national tragedy. The 
leaders of our nation have admitted that the old policies of military escalation 
have been wrong and that new ones of de-escalation must be emp loyed. And yet 
today the new seem no different from the old. Americans are still charging up 
isolated hills in sense less military actions, the lives of thousands are lo st to win 
supposed diplomatic advantage at the negotiating table. We are told that the 
pride of the nation is at stake. Pride is expendab le, lives are not. Within the next 
year some of us will die, others will be maimed, in a war which has been 
declared a mistake. And yet it continues. 

Equally devastating have been our miscalculations at home. The war is 
destroying not one nation but two-the Vietnamese and our own. Our cities are 
in decay; our universities are in chaos; our poor are hungry. And yet our money 
and our energies are expended upon war and the perpetuation of war. 

Today as we leave Yale a sense of frustration and despair overwhelms us. 
On some campuses this frustration has erupted into a violence which has 
shocked the American public. And yet that same public silently condones vio
lence abroad in sense less military action ki llin g thousands of Americans and 
Vietnamese. The connection between the violence here and abroad must be 
made: the violence at home will not end whi le the violence abroad continues. 
The one feeds the other. To understand the frustrations causing violence, how
ever, is not to condone it. The great major ity of stu dents would not advocate 
vio lent confrontation. But we do demand a confrontation with reason. The 
death and destruction in Vietnam have not been explained adequate ly because 
they cannot be explained . Then why does the war continue? 

For the past four years our leaders have attempted to soothe us with pre
dictions of peace. We are tired of their rhetoric-of promises to act without 
action; of a wi llin gness to take risks without risks. False rhetoric is no lon ger 
acceptable. Nor will token action such as the withdrawal of small numbers of 
troops without a decrease in the current level of fighting be greeted with more 
than dismay. We w ill not be appeased by cynical attempts to silence public 
opposition to the war. As long as the present level of fighting continues, our 
opposition to the war will also continue. Immediate and .dramatic action must be 
taken to extricate us from the disaster that is Vietnam. The war must end now; 
and the fight for our cities, for our nation, for our people must begin. 

William Mcilwaine Thompson, Jr. 
Secretary of the Class of r 969 
Old Campus, June 9, 1969 

AFTERTHOUGHTS, 1993 

Unti l I dug it out of the archives of the Sterling Library recently, I had 
probab ly not read this speech since I gave it almost twenty-five years ago, 
altho ugh my fleeting notoriety put me in a position of having to state my posi -
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tion on frequent occasions in forums from New York to Virginia. The most 
memorable was probably a debate on the subject against an aging Harvard grad
uate before the student body of Hollin s College in Roanoke. 

As I reread the speech now, I am glad that in spite of its assertive ton e it 
was basically mod erate in spirit. There was no suggestion that the war was 
"immoral" per se, as was in vog ue at the time. At the end of the speech I sug
gested that the war could not be explained. Of course, it could be explained as 
an effort to fight and stop the tyranny of communism, but I recall meaning at the 
time that the continuation of the war at such great cost to our own country 
cou ld no longer be explained. 

I was also glad that ther e was no criticism of the men and women serving 
in Vietnam. When I returned home to Richmond , a number of friends wel 
comed me home at the airport. On the same plane was a frail, ill-looking young 
man who was welcomed home by his mother. H e had just returned from Viet
nam . I have always remembered the scene of our coming hom e, thinking ho w 
incongruous and unfortunate it was that I should be given a greater reception 
than one who had put his life on the line for his country. 

By and large, as I read it now, I think the speech caught some of the spir
it of the time. I regret that the war continued for so lon g after the decisions had 
been made to wind it down and that the pain of that war persists so deeply to 
this day. 

Finally, w hen I look at this speech I think again of how dominant the 
rhetoric and views of the Cold War era were in the minds of all of us in the 
fifties and sixties, and how hard it was to view any foreign activity outside of that 
perspective. Despite some painfu l failures, the underlying policy of "contain
ment" ultimately proved out; and we are fortunate ind eed to have witnessed the 
rapid coUapse of the tyranny of the Soviet state. Alt houg h foreign affairs will 
remain complex and at times perilous in thi s new era, there is at least the possi- . 
bil_ity for new hop e in many countries (with the sorrowful except ion of former 
Yugoslavia, the former Soviet Union and many African countries), where only 
five years ago there was none. The Cold War has reso lved itself as we knew it, 
but as we gather at futur e reunions we will see th e world with new fram es of 
reference. What will be the issues? Will they be global in scope or more region
al? Will econom ic issues dominate or wi ll power politic s come to the fore? Can 
the United Nations fulfill its potential as peacekeeper and world forum? 

. God willing, the world will move further tow ard peace, freedom, and 
prosp erity _and our country will take the lead in this. But the task will not be easy 
and it always helps to look backward as we move .forward. I was glad to be able 
to track down a copy of this speech; it brought back many memories. 

-W. Mcilwaine Thompson, Jr. 
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I suppose I owe you a special debt of gratitud e. Generally you have con
sulted me befo re deciding upon University policies. I would have preferred to 
have a vote, bu t even to be consulted was a privilege for a college president th is 
year. So I trespass upon your generosity (which is greater by far than your 
patience) to assert, w ith all timid deference, that I am, in fact, still a "due process 
liberal." And, if I am really bold, I would also say that I think I'm in favor of 
reasonableness. 

(The Chaplain and I never who lly agree. In this instance I do have rea
son to believe that he is very muc h in favor of due process [alth ough his process 
is somewhat overdue]; bu t I would never accuse the Chaplain of being "reason 
able.") 

Actually, it is not surprising that the liberal is sneered at in a world which 
seems to have no process to stop a senseless war; it is not surpris ing that reason is 
no t very conv incing sometimes in a world w ho se powers of reason seem inca
pable of bringing a life worth living, let alone the bless in gs of liberty or the 
chance to pursue happiness, to the majority of its people. · 

What I have to say about "due process libe ralism" and "reasonableness" 
is really addressed to the so-called "moderates." (Someone defined thi s year's 
moderate as a radical wi th wet matches.) I guess I am talking to what might be 
called the constru ctive radical. · 

The radical distrusts the pretensions to neutrality of the legal process, and 
of the Un iversity process too. Even if the claim of neutrality is sincere, he says, it 
is bou nd to favor the veste d interests and established powers. I know the pro b
lem in ano ther field. 

One of the argum ents against a world peace force under the Un it ed 
Nations is that it wou ld tend to freeze the status quo, to frustrate legit imate 
change. And so, too, in the domestic society. "Law and order" is felt by the rad- · 
ical to be a slogan of repr ession , no t only because of "po lice brutality" b_ut 
because so often law is used primarily to protect the status quo. And in the Uni 
versi ty the neut rality of the institution tends to favor those views w hi ch h_ave 
found acceptance through the conventional processes of scholarly criticism, and 
it caters to the career requirements of the inh erited social and economic order. 

All this is true. So we must strive to build int o the processes of order 
convincing procedures for rapi d and peacefu l change. The chance for change 
will remain unco nvincing as long as econom ic and social progress is stymie d in 
the third worl d; as lon g as urban and racial pove rty are allowed to exist; and as 
lon g as access to political power is balked by inadequate voter registration and 
stym ied by the high cos t of political campa igns over the on ly medium that 
coun ts today- network television. Universities especially must be genu in ely 
hospitable to the question ing of assumptions and must supplement their scholar
ly faculty with visitors and discourse wh ich include the who le spec trum from 
Buckley to Marcuse in order to be sure that th e inher it ed wis dom is not too 
conventio nal for the new world . 

If impatience for change were to sho ve due process aside, however, you 
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can be sure that the juggernaut which would take over the highway would no t 
be the small band of idealists, radical or liberal or progressive or conservative . It 
would be the philistines , those latter-day fascists who believ e in order much 
more than they beli eve in justic e. 

Conscience may require civil disobedience. Tactic as we ll as convic tion 
may urge nonviolent demonstration. But callous resort to coerciv e harassment of 
others can only beget brutal counterharassment; willful resort to violence in the 
cause of change can only unleash the hordes of reaction who have a blood-lust 
eagerness to solve all problems by suppression. The so-called "right" of violent 
revolution unlocks the equal and opposite reaction of the "right" to violent 
counterrevolution. 

Frank lin Roosevelt once expounded the truth that "history teaches us, 
again and again, that we must reform if we would preserve." The obverse of this 
true coin is that history also teaches us that we must be willing to pre serve if we 
would reform. Continuity without change is reaction. But change without con
tinuity threatens the breakdown of anarchy. 

Happily our country, like the land of our English forebears, has an almost 
uniqu e history of the willingness, albeit reluctant, of the ruling classes from gen
eration to generation to defer to a process which has often sheared them of their 
power. The graduated income tax; the first Roosevelt's trust busting; Wilson's 
New Freedom; the second Roosevelt's New Deal; the Kennedy-Johnson Civil 
Rights Act-all involved the use of the processes of law and of democracy to 
divest interests which had theretofore been thought to be beyond assault. 

The faith of the liberal in "due process" is based on the belief that the 
chance for constructive change is far better if the custod ians of established pow
er feel beho lden to reason rather than might. To be sure, power is on their side, 
but it is mor e likely to be tempered or shared if it feels the need to ju stify itself, 
to defend itself by popular argument at the ballot box, to defend its exercise by 
reason ed argument in the courtroom. 

Now the radical skeptic still says the ballot box is rigged; the courtroom 
is the prot ector of established power. But it is nowhere near as rigged as wou ld 
be the contest of naked force where established power has an arsenal of scientific 
detection and destruction. 

The democratic pro cess must be restored to vitality by making it possible 
for impecunious candidates to have equal access to network television and other 
mass media. The cost of campaigning must be reduced by requiring station s to 
give free time for electionee ring. More channe ls of comm unity participation, 
expression, and opinion must be support ed by the creation of at least one non
profit public television facility in every community or county. All this seems to 
me essential if the assumptions of the Bill of Rights and of constitutional democ
racy itself are to be made operative and if their credi bility is to be restored. 

The judicial process and access to it for redress of personal, commercia l, 
poEtical grievances must be made more responsive and less expensive. 

These are achievable targets if the energ ies so easily mobilized for disrup
tion and destruction could be mobiliz ed for reform. 

Th ese causes deserve your energy, yo ur dedication, and your sacrifice. 
For if we do not make real and credible the promise of representative democra
cy and the promise of due process of law, in the face of the pressures of an 
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over-organized society, then it seems we shall relegate our chi ldr en to the clash 
of violent passion without restraint of law or to the acceptance of a tyrannical 
authori ty which feels no decent respect for the opinion of mankind. 

The essence of the rule of law is that authority can be asked to give rea
sons for its behavior. These reasons, in turn, can be held up to the light of the 
general understanding of the community whose constitution aut hori zed the 
power. Competing claims between government and citizen, between state and 
nation, between citizen and citizen, can expect to be determined by someone 
who stands outside the immed iate conflict, secure by the tenure of his appo int
ment. But more important than the impartiality and security of the judge is the 
mystique of his position. He is forced by tradition and by the requirement of 
written opinion, subject to appea l, to make sense in terms of objective reasoning. 
That government itself should be subjected to such review is a fantastica lly 
unique political invention which we take for granted. 

It may be discounted by its flaws and delays and favors to those privi
leged enough to pay huge lawy ers' fees. But it does offer some still small hope 
that power shall be held accountable by a standard which is bigger than ei th er 
the adve rsaries or the judge. 

To some, especially a form erly powerful clique at the Yale Law School, 
those cynics called "legal realists," it may seem that the pretense of accountabili
ty to reason is often just a charade of rationa lization. As the saying goes : "It all 
depends upon what the judge had for breakfast." Yet despite all fallibi lity and 
prejudice, who would not prefer to be tried by a judge who feels beholden to 
reason rather than by a legislative body whic h has no objective standard other 
than what result would be popular with the constit uents? 

. Somewhat the same line of reasoning applies to the concept and com
munity of a free university. Of course its so- called neutrality can never be 
perfect. Both fallibility and the pressures of circumstance will warp its straight
line pursuit of truth and will bias its judgments. But more nearly than any other 
organized institution in our society, it has by and large applied its pri~ilege of 
outside support and its immunity from outside interference in order to leave 
people free to follow the dictates of their own intellectual conscience, respond
ing only to the judgment of a peerage of intellect, not a peerage of political or 
econom ic power. 

Within the limits of thei r fallibility, trusteeship and administration have at 
their best been ideologically neutral, at least trying to lean over backward not to 
impose personal preferences at odds with faculty recommendations. And faculties 
have, by and large, made judgments about appointments, degrees, and admis
sions on the basis of concern for quality and merit uncorrupted by wholly 
subjective enthusiasm or antipathy. 

A self-conscious effort to achieve this standard may be the most that we 
can expect. But to expect or to demand less wou ld be to forfeit the chance to 
remain tolerated, let alon e well supported, by society . If we are any good, we are 
bound to be troublesome from time to time and we are tolerated and supported 
only on the grounds that aspiration, achievement , and reward by standards of 
truly academic quality deserve the sanctuary of academic freedom. 

What holds this faith in the academic process is the confidence that the 
case must be made-for admission, for the award of a degree, for professorial 
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appointment-by a standard which, however fallible, speaks in terms of the 
objective qualities of promise and performance, testified to and documented as 
we ll as may be by witnesses and evidence w hi ch lie beyond individual prefer
ences, fears, favors, personal relationships. 

If thi s were to be lost or cavalierly trifled with, we would run th e risk of 
lapsing into a group of parochia l bands, a sort of gro up of intellectual vigilantes, 
furthering a single creed at best. At worst universities would be forced to co n
form to the political or soc ial self-interest of whatever clique h appened to 
capture their governing power. 

So I urge you to treasure and serve and protect this academ ic proc ess, for 
you are now a part of thi s unique tradition and it is thr eatened as n ever before 
from th e mob without, echoed by some mobs with in. 

Maybe it is in evitable that someone who looks upon the society, the law, 
the University from the perspectiv e of a "due process lib era l" should also be a 
champion of "reasonableness." Mind you, I do not speak of r easo nablen ess in 
terms of patience. Pati enc e without purpose can be- boredom. And pati ence on 
purpose can just be laziness or apathy. 

By reaso nable, I mean given to reason in the great tradition of Jefferson, 
Lincoln, Wilson, Brand eis, Stevenson . I have in mind the insistent, restless, rig
orous demand that reaso ns be given to back up assertions, po sitions, actions . 

Even if official power is not at stake, even if there is no issue of the 
accountability of authority, I think that reason, or at least the effort to give rea
sons, is what makes tol erable and livable the life together of men whose interests 
and opinions and values and attitudes are bound to differ. 

If we didn't think that both of us were somehow accountable to some 
higher, objective standard-which neither of us could perfec tly perceive-how 
could we tolerate our diff ere nc es? Without some sense that there was some 
scoreboard by which arguments were more nearly right than wrong, why bother 
with all the talk and the argument? Might would make right. And yet it doesn't! 

Take counsel of yo ur own experience. Your generation has never taken 
kindly to those expressions of the dogmatism of parental authority: " ... because I 
said so." Or " ... b eca use I told you to." (Anyway, Dr. Spock told us never to 
speak to you that way .) Nor hav e you taken graciously to the dogmatism of th e 
doctrinair e : " ... take it on faith. " And I can testify that you have not been notice 
ably hospitable to th e " tru st me" style of public or of university admin istration. 

What you have insisted on is full disclosur e, argument, reasons. You have 
imposed a rational conscience-in terms of va lues and ideas, an int ellectual 
accountability; in terms of authority, a political accountab ility. As long as th ere is 
this intellectual conscienc e, as lon g as there is a compu lsion to be plausible, th en 
I believe disagreem ent is less likely to fester into disapproval; and disapproval is 
less likely to sour into distrust. 

If anyone thinks his ideas can escape the test of reason, if any authority 
thinks it can avo id the test of j ustification, th en of course the contest of ideas is 
no more or no less than passionat e assertion and counterassertion, and th e con
test for power is no more or no less than naked forc e and counterforce. 
Coercion, not reason, becomes the arb iter. 

It is quite terrifying when rational exc hange is tot ally blocked by steely
eyed , unlistening dogmatic assertion. I first exper ienced this in Berlin in 1937. I 
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had been brought up in an atmosphere of uninhibit ed but rational discourse at a 
time w hen all bets seeme d open in the aftermath of th e great depression. I had 
th e privilege of a year in Europe between schoo l and co llege, and stretc hed my 
trip by taking off alone thro ugh National Socialist Germany. In Berlin I was tak
en in hand by a storm trooper deputized to be hospitable to unwary yo un g 
foreign tourists. We sat at a cafe on the Unter den Linden. I, of course, began to 
argue about National Socialist policy, particularly th e preference for gun s ove r 
butter, a curr ent slogan . Suddenly I realize d the re could be no argument, not 
because of the censorship of fear but because of the dogmatic dictate which said 
" ... it is so because the Fuhr er wills it so ." 

Thi s un wi llin gness to meet the chall enge of plau sibility and of argu 
ment-this, more than the outbreaks of violence, is to me the scary thing about 
this country's present n1.ood, on campus as well as off Do gma tic affirmation at 
best, cru de ep ithet at wo rst, too often replaces arg um ent. Force is becoming 
stronger than plausibility. 

Dogmatism is the enemy of a moral society, for w ithout the morality of 
reason it is hard to see how there can be any higher standa rd than passion and 
force . And if passion and au tho rity respond to no checkrein of reason, then nei 
ther authority nor its vict ims can avoid a cru de confron tation of naked pow er. 

On the occasion of Lewis Perry Curtis' retirement, it may be fittin g to 
end with a quotation from Edmund Burke: "Society cannot exist unl ess a co n
trollin g power upon w ill and app et ite be placed somewhere; and the less of it 
there is within, the more there must be without. It is ordained by the consti tu
tion of things that men of intemperate minds can not be free. Their passions 
forge their fette rs." 

GENTLEMEN OF THE GRADUATING CLASS : 
You, and I have shar ed the privi lege of a community which has, by and 

large, respected persuas ion as the weapon, reaso n as the arbiter of contesting 
views. 

You leave thi s place better than you found it, beca use you have insisted 
that both faculty and admini strative auth ority should justify its existence as well 
as its practice. This need for rejustification has reo pened questio ns once thought 
closed; and , th e questions being asked anew, the answer has often been to 
change and to improve the practice. 

Also, I believe that yo u leave thi s place better than it found you . If so, it 
is in part because yo u have learned to take pr ide and satisfaction in the develop 
ment of Yale and of yourse lf by the morality of reason rather than by the 
immora lity of coercion. · 

Keep asking the questions; don't let eith er the laziness of apathy or the 
therapy of dogmatism permit yo u to accep t anyt hin g less than reasona ble 
answers . 

President Kingman Brewster, J r: 
Woolsey Ha ll, Sunday, Jun e 8, 1969 

R eprinted by permission of the Office of the Secretary and Yale Alumni Magazine Offi ce. 
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CHRONOLOGY 

U.S. and Panama agree in principal on new Panama Cana l Treaty 
that gives Panama sovereignty over Canaf Zone. 

New York World's Fair closes after drawing attendance of 
51,607,037 in two-year run . 

Dodgers take World Series from Twins. 
President Johnson signs $2 .3 billion Higher Education Act, 

providing first federal scholarships. 
Mini skir ts app~ar in "swinging" London. 
Also in the news: Americans buy $60 million worth of drugs to 

help lose weight; in 1964, they spend $30 million; Pepsi 
Co la in troduces Diet Pepsi. 

A U.S. B-52 bomber carrying four hydrogen bombs collides with 
jet tanker over Palomares, Spain. 

President Joh nson announces resumption of U.S. bombing of 
North Vietnam, suspended since December 24. 

U.S.S.R. achieves first soft moon land ing with unmanned Lunar 
spacecraft, which begins relaying photographs. 

President Sukarno of Indonesia yields power to army leaders 
under Lt. Gen. Suharto, who bans Ind onesian Communist 
Party. 

Army recovers U. S. hydroge n bomb, lost over Spain, intact in 
Mediterranean Sea. 

Supreme Court, in 5- 4 decision, imposes sweep in g curbs on 
power of police to in terrogate suspects (Miranda v. Arizona). 

Medicare Program takes effect . 
Five thousand blacks riot in Chicago . Two people killed, fifty

seven injured. Gov. Kerner orders 4,000 Nationa l 
Guardsmen to restore order. 

Charles J. Whitman shoots forty-five people from a twenty-seven 
story tower in Austin, Texas, killin g twelv e of them, after 
murdering his mother and wife; police shoot him to death. 

South African Prime Minister Hendrik F. Verwoerd stabbed to 
death by white assassin in parliament bui lding in Capetown. 

Star Trek begins on ABC-TV. 
Britain gran ts independence to former Afocan co lony of 

Basutoland, wh ich becomes kingdom of Lesotho. 
Orioles beat Dodgers to win World Series. 
Barbados becomes independent nation after 341 years of British 

rule. 
U.N. General Assembly unanimously elects Secre tary General U. 

Th ant to second five-year term of office . 
Also in the news: New York's Pennsylvania Statio n is demo l

ished. 
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Three U.S. astronauts, Grissom, White and Chaffe, are killed in 
flash fire in Apollo spacecraft during test on the launch pad at 
Cape Kennedy, Florida. 

Tanker Torrey Canyon goes aground in English Channel, 
releasing oil that pollutes coasts of southwest Britain and 
Normandy. 

Secret exchange ofletters between U.S. President Johnson and 
North Vietnamese President Ho Chi Minh revealed; Ho 

. rejects Johnson's proposals for peace talks. 
Pr esident John son signs first U.S.-U.S.S.R. cons ular treaty since 

the Russian Revolution. 
Military junta seizes control in Greece. 
Muhammad Ali, boxing heavyweig ht champion, refuses 

induction into Army after bein g denied conscientious 
objector status and is arrested. 

United Arab Republic closes Gulf of Aqaba to Israeli shipping. 
In six-d ay war Israel defeats the Arab States, occupying most of 

Egypt's Sinai Peninsula and Gaza Strip, Jordanian occupied 
terr itory west of Jordan River and heights of Southwestern 
Syria. 

President John son appoints Thurgood Marshall first black Justic e 
to U.S. Supreme Court. 

Communist China announces that it successfully explod ed its first 
hydrogen bomb. 

Eight days of rioting in D etro it result in forty-three deaths and 
estimated $150 million in damage. Pre sident Johnson 
authorizes federal troops to aid National Guard and state 
police. 

Communist .China Red Guards invade and burn British 
diplomatic compound in Peking. 

Shah of Iran crowns himself and Empress Farah. 
St. Louis beats Red Sox to win World Series. 
British pound is devalued 14.3 percent to U.S. $2 .40. 
Rolling Stone Magazine begins publication . 
South African surgeon Christiaan Barnard performs the first 

human heart transpl ant. 
Also in the news: first compact oven introduced in U.S. 

househo lds; big movies: Bonnie and Clyde and The Graduate; 
th e Congressional Commission on Obsc enity and Pornog
raphy concludes that pornography does not contribute to 
crime and sexual dev iation and suggests repea l of all laws 
int erfering with right of consenting adults to read and view 
explicit sexual mat erials. 

In major T et offensive, Vietcong raiders attack seven South 
Vietnamese cities, including Hue and Saigon, and occupy 
U.S. embassy. 
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February Richard M. Nixon announces his candida cy for R ep ubli can 
presidential nomination. 

Mo st U.S. graduate stud ent draft deferments abo lished. 
March Sena tor Eugene M cCarthy wins 42 percent of vote in New 

Hamp shire democratic primary. 
Buying surge closes gold market in London. Bank chiefs from six 

nation s arrive in W ashin gton to confer as price of gold 
climbs to record $43.36 an ounce. 

President Johnson orders part ial halt to bomb ing of North 
Vietnam and says he will not seek reelection. 

April Mart in Luth er Kin g, Jr. assassinated in M emphi s, Tennessee. 
Almost rooo stud ents end week-long occupation of buildings at 

Columbia Univ ersity, where 148 persons were injur ed . 
May French stud en ts, fighting for greater control of university policies, 

clash with police in vio lent riot s. 
T he Scorpion, a U.S. nuclear submarin e, rep orted missing with 

ninty - nine men aboard enro ut e to Norfolk. 
French Pre siden t de Gau lle dissolves National Assembly and calls 

for new elections; he postpones promised referendum in face 
of co ntinu ed strikes. 

Ju ne Senator Robert F. Kennedy dies at forty - two of gun shot wounds 
after winning California democratic primary. 

Jam es Earl R ay, assassin of M artin Luther King, Jr. , arrested in 
London. 

Federal court in Boston finds Dr. Benjamin Spock and R ev . 
William Sloane Coffin, Jr. gu ilt y of conspiracy to counsel 
draft evasion. 

July U.S., Sovi et Union, Britain and fifty-eight non-nuclear nations 
sign Nuclear Nonproli feration Tr eaty . 

Pope Paul VI p romu lgates ec umenica l lett er upholding 
proh ibition of artificial methods of birth control. 

August Pr esident John son signs the most comp rehensive housing bill in 
hi sto ry of U.S. 

GOP nominates Richard Nixon in Flori da. 
Sovi et troops invade Czechoslovakia to halt Czech liberalization 

program. 
September Fifteen thou sand killed as earthquak e demoli shes several villages 

in northeast Iran. 
Mexican Army seizes National University in N ew Mexico to end 

seven weeks of stud en t agitation. 
October Ja cqueli ne Ken nedy marri es Greek sh ipping magnate Ari sto tle 

On assis on Skorpios. 
Detroit Tigers bea t St. Loui s in Wo rld Series. 
Games of the 19th Ol ymp iad close before one hundred thou sand 

in Mexico City's Olymp ic Stadium. 
November Richard Ni xon electe d 37th president of U.S. by a narrow 

margin over Hubert Humphrey. 
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U.S. astronauts Borman, Lowell, and Anderson return safely after 
a five-day space flight, orbiting moon ten time s. 

Also in th e news: world TV ownership near 200 million with 78 
million sets in the U.S., 25 million in the U.S.S.R. , 20.5 
million in Japan, 19 million in Britain , 13.5 million in West 
Germany and 10 million in France; New York City 
institutes 911 Emergency tele phone numb er; Congress 
enacts Uniform Monday Holiday Law to give Americans 
three -day holidays; first-class postal rates rise to six cents per 
ounce, from five cents per ounce sinc e 1963; film: Stanley 
Kubrick's 2001: A Space Odyssey; Goldie Hawn ("sock it to 
me") gets splashed each week on TV's "Laugh-In"; feminist 
bra-burnings ignite na tion. 

Richard Nixon and Spiro Agnew are inaugurated. 
Four Arab terrorists attack Israeli airliner at Zurich , Switzerland, 

wounding six passeng ers. 
Mickey Mantl e announces retirement after eighte en seasons with 

Yankees. 
J ames Earl Ray pleads guilty to murder of Martin Luther King, 

Jr., and receives a sentence of ninety-nin e years in prison. 
Former President Dwight D. Eisenhower dies at 78. 
North Korea shoot s down U.S. reconnaissance plane over the 

Sea of Japan; twenty-one men are lost. 
President Charles de Gaulle of France resigns as his government 

suffers defeat in a referendum on constitutional reform. 
Black milit an t leader Jam es Forman int errup ts servic es at 

Riverside Church, New York City, to demand reparations 
to black s from religious organizations. 

President Nixon announces withdrawal of twenty - five thou sand 
U.S. troops from Vietnam by September 1969. 

In French presidential elec tions, Georges Pompidou, a Gaullist, 
wins by 57 percent. 

Earl Warren ret ires as Chief Justic e of th e Unit ed States after 
sixteen yea rs; Warren Burger takes office as his successor. 

Partial chronology reprinted by permission of the editor (Later Life, The 25th Reunion 
Classbook , The Class of 1964). 
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Pet er Lance Anderson 

Franci s Allard Boyer 

Dwight Cameron Brown 

Martin Dwyer, 3 d 

John Robert Eddy 

Karl Etherington 

IN MEMORIAM 

Humphrey Marshall Evans III 

Donald Porter Ferguson 

John Gilman Fuch s 

Jan Albert Gardiner 

Charles Carroll Glover IV 

Richard Walter Goldman 

Terry Fieber Green 

Eric Henrikson 

Henry Stephen Iglauer 

William Jam es Kiernan, Jr. 

Timothy Pierrepont Kuhn 

Jam es Perrin Lansing 

Harold Koontz Logan, Jr. 

John Frederick Neil 

Robert Michael O'Connell 

Dov Ospovat 

Robert Jo seph Polackwich 

William McNaught Rhodes 

Ram say Ho guet Saurel 

John Christopher Thoma s 

Richard Stanton U mans 

July 1, 1968 

December 3, 1972 

date unknown 

July 10, 1967 

February 3, 1977 

September 3, 1973 

September, 1982 

January 13, 1968 

Februa1y 13, 1986 

March 1, 1980 

June 10, 1982 

October 18, 1989 

May 14, 1989 

date unknown 

February 11, 1970 

June 30, 1969 

November 9, 1968 

date unknown 

April 2, 1977 

January 7, 1988 

Jun e 30, 1983 

September 28, 1980 

date unknown 

February 26, 1966 

December 26, 1966 

October 1, 1990 

February 11, 1985 
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CLASS ROLL 

PAUL G. ABRAMS, M.D. 

NeoRx Corporation, 410 West Harrison Street, Seattle, WA 98119 

The Class of '69 was destined to sit astride a transition from the old, 
comfortable, predictable world of the postwar era, and the tumultuous changes 
wrought by the end of innocence: the Vietnam War, civil rights, expanding con 
sciou sness, and acce lerated momentum of change. Our freshman year was the 
year of "Rubber Soul," war boards, Americans for the Reappraisal of Far Eastern 
Policy (ARFEP), Staughton Lynd, the Vot ing Rights Bill, all filtered through the 
lenses of our own early explorations into sciences, philosophy and literature. 
Ev en the Yale Swimming Team lost to Arm y, as if to prove that no institution 
was sacred. During the ensuing years, the struggle against the war and racism and 
arbitrary regulations intensified both in society and at Yale Co llege . Having ear
lier quashed parietal rules and coat-and-tie requir eme nts as a warm -up, in our 
senior year we instigated "Co -Ed Week," which left us, paradoxically, with the 
ignominy of being th e last all-male class at Yale. Over the four years we were 
irrevocably transformed, and we did much of the transforming. The assassina
tions of Rob ert Kennedy and Martin Luther King during our junior year 
affirmed the cynicism with which we viewed the old order. 

My own life has been immeasurab ly enriched by my Yale classmates, 
both the end urin g friendships, and the mern.ories of those w hom , unfortunat ely, 
I hav e not been able to follow. I remember the challenges, stimulation, and joint 
endeavors and musings as the core of my exper ience at Yale. I was always 
impressed wi th th e depth and diversity of talents among my classmates; over 
time, there has hardly been an area of thought or endeavor for which I could no 't 
quickly recall a former classmate who would have seemed perfectly suited, in 
mind or talent or temperam ent. 

The difficulties and uncertainti es of those tim es not on ly were great 
preparation for facing the future, but illuminat ed our thoughts or personal char 
acteristics that made those experi \:!nces part icularly m eaningful and telling. I still 
feel fortunate to have been at that place called Yale, with those peop le, at that 
particular time in history. We collectively made hi story and will continue to do 
so. This is not because we were better than our p redecessors or successors, but 
because the confluence of tim e and events conspired with us. 

For many years I dreaded our "twenty-fifth," partially because tho se cel
ebrating their "twenty-fifth" at the end of the year we started (the class of 1941 !) 
seemed so ancie nt at the time, but mor e because I was always energize d by 
thinking of everyone's vast pot en tial rath er than the stark reality that we all had 
to make choices that would perforce limit that pot ent ial. 

I now find the choices more intere sting th an th e potential. My own 
choices of career, family, political orientation, lifestyle, occurred with th e usual 
mix of serendipity and conscious decision . I stayed in New Haven to get my 
degrees in law and medicine, still looking to widen options rather than make 
choices. The intellectual stimulation of the law, the major questions it raised, was 
an excit in g extension of the discourse of und ergradua te life, while medicin e 
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afforded the oppo rtunity of making a difference to ind ividu als. I kept my politi
cal antenna up, but immersed myself in a year each of int ernship and residency, 
befo re finding myself in a new ly-developing field of molecu lar biology and 
oncology. 

· After a stint at the N ation al Cancer Institute, I found that this field lent 
itself to the formation of new bio techno logy com pani es, the first time that new 
firms cou ld hope to compete with the established ph arma ceu tical organization s. 
I founded a company and had the opportunity of using the establishm ent to help 
transform itself 

I began as th e m ed ical director of the co mp any and became Pr esident 
and Chief Execut ive Officer when it ran int o difficulties. Fortun ately, we we re 
able to turn it around. The company is making substantial headway in develop
ing new, more efficacious and less tox ic, cance r treat,nents . 

I moved from the East Coast, w he re I had spen t my ent ire life, to Seattle 
w hen the company was establi shed. Although rightly criticize d for its rain and 
clouds, the ope nn ess and relat ive you th of the city permits on e to believe that 
you can have an impact on its future. Th at is th e sam e fee ling we had abo ut 
society as undergra duates and somethi ng that is not as easy to credit in the cities 
wi th mor e of a history. 

Lest the above personal hi story sound too untroub led, I should add that 
no ne of these events/ decisio ns were easy. They all contained varying elem ents of 
stru ggle, doubt and fut ility . Many roads were taken th at led nowh ere, many 
dr eams were dreamt that never materialized . 

Althou gh this may sound lik e generat ional chauvin ism, I have always 
believed we were part of a very specia l era. We stopped a war, change d the 
socially accepta ble views of race, gender, and ethni city, and maintaine d a strong 
sense of personal integrity and responsib ility. At Yale we set th e stage for those 
who followed, and that play is forever differen t from the refrains of more than 
two-and -a-half cen tu ries. 

We may have been spo iled by our opportun iti es. Over time, we may 
have com promi sed some of our intransigence to achieve more limi ted ends. But 
I thi nk we also recogn ized that life must be lived to be real. 

As we gray, we are starti ng to pay att en tion to the issues that will affect 
soc iety's tr eatmen t of the elderly. Although I cannot predict ho w we w ill 
respo nd , our history as th e transformin g and transformed group will inev itably 
repea t itself 

NATHANIEL E. ADAM 

No Address Available 

FRANK W. ADAMS ,JR . 

222 Blackb urn Avenue, Menlo Park, CA 94025 

(4 r 5) 424-228 5 ( ofc.) 
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By now, 0 Faith ful Edito rs, you may have discovered that aut horitar ian, 
pr epari etal, forbidding question naires share th e virtue s of the Multip le C hoi ce 
Test. But by pur est chan ce I have gott en away to an airp ort waitin g area before 
the mid-July deadline, and from this mount aintop vantage I shall take a crack at 
yo ur essay question s, tru stin g the sixties spirit that some re spon se, any respons e, 
will earn me a "pass." 

Wife: workin g on my seco nd Susan. I met the first Susan when we were 
both physics graduate students at Berkeley. Wh en that period ende d, she saw to 
it that I had a j ob and was set up in a littl e house in M enlo Park , and left for 
Europ e, w here, to my last kno wle dge, she remai ns. 

I met the second one by vo lun teer ing to transport her from Palo Alto, 
where she was a do ctor al stud ent in Am erican literature, to the hom e of mut ual 
friends in San Franc isco . Mor e prec isely, I vo luntee red my car, for the ·one leg 
was not fully functio nal at the tim e. As I hobbl ed after her dow n her front steps, 
she waited in the drizzle for me to hand her into the car. Appl ying my sevent ies
Berkeley-tra in ed Stea lth Co urt esy, I imagined that she mi gh t prefe r getting 
und er cove r to wait ing for me , and called out that the car was unlock ed . Wait
ing, however, until I eventually arrived to do the honors, she infor med me that 
she was from Sou th C aro lina and th at in So u th Carolina ladies expec t to be 
treated with court esy. 

H ey, from there it 's all up. 
J ob: workin g on keepi ng my first one ... 
And therein lies a Yale tale . Suffering from Senior Slum p in the spring of 

'69, I was startled to be admi tted to two gradua te schoo ls, perhaps on the streng th J 
of my freshman average (low nin eties,-I think it was, the result of a mon oma niac 
int ensity of effort that illuminat ed what I later read of Z en train ing). Bewi ldered 
by this un expected richn ess of choice, I app roached Ra y Soco low at th e end of 
a qu antum mech anics lec ture and asked him, since I kn ew he had expe rience of 
both, wh ether to go to Corne ll or to Berkeley. H e stared into space a _moment , 
the n said, "Go to Berkeley, Adams. It 'll shake you up. " 

Though I didn ' t then fully und erstand his mea nin g, I took h is advice and 
migrated to th e Go lden Sta te . And I found that , lik e num erou s acq uaintances 
here, I had co me West for graduate schoo l and go t stu ck. For the j ob I lat er 
found w as also on th e W est Coa st, in the Palo Alto R esea rch Labor atories of 
Lo ckh ee d (gasp) Mis siles and Spa ce Company, w here m y bu sin ess eventua lly 
came to be infrar ed techn o logy. Tho ugh the spy-i n-t he-sky bu siness was qu ite 
bu sy in the Rea gan years, 1 foresaw it wo uld co ntrac t after '88, but never found 
my way out of it . I did no t foresee that thi s expected contrac tion wo uld co incide 
w ith global recession and the collapse of Commu nism, which now leaves me lit
tle altern ative but to han g on for a few more years- if I can- unti l the dem and 
for ph ysical scienti sts and eng ineers picks up a bit. 

So I've ju st bought a hou se. 
Kids: working on it ... (see above). 
Trophies: 
Political Opinions: throw the bastards out! 
Words of wisdom, gen.era/ observations, etc.: Th ere's more in H eaven and 

Earth, H oratio ... How stran ge that, when I cou ld quote it accurate ly, I had no 
idea wh at it mean t. 
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DR. JOHN R . ADAMS 

605 Beverley D rive, Alexandria, VA 22305 

(703) 549- 6308 

I played alto sax for the first time in pub lic rece ntly . We out num bere d 
the audie nce, but we played wit h vigah. (Not viNE gah.) I'm a regu lar membe r 
of the Starlight Orch estra, specializing in foxtrots and a littl e Dixie with arrange
ment s from 1927 to r938. 

Starlight is actually the EPA Starlight Orchestra, the renow ned successor 
to our H azardous Wind Ensemble. It got me back to the old clarinet axe after 
too long a layoff, let me work up sax, and keeps me heading in to the Environ 
menta l Prot ect ion Agency, where we pract ice at lunch. 

What 's the path from our "Creeping Co mmunis m " and "Yale-Vassar
Me rge r-with -Bass Drum- as- Sperm atozo on " form ations to th e Starlight 
Or chestra? 

Start as Best Thir d Trumpet , subtle script wri ter, and annou ncer for th e 
Penn band in r 970 and r97r. ("THE PENN BAND: THE BAND THA T 
MAR CHE S BEST ON GRASS.") 

M eet Peggy in the Pen n ba nd. ("We don't indulg e in pr epubescent 
hum or like other bands," she told th e Philadelphia Inquirer.) Peggy, like me, has 
attended four YC reunio ns. Pick up the Ph .D. and discover the Baby Boom has 
already filled mo st slots teachin g linguist ics at "na me" schoo ls. 

Next try the Pen nsylvania Nat ional Guard Band (much preferable to the 
Saigon National Guard Band) in the seven ties. T he National Guard is especially 
notab le for unfashio nab ly shor t hairc ut s and a supre me waste of gover nm ent 
mon ey. 

Lay out of mu sic for a few years. Do enviro nm ental consultin g. Do man
agement consu lting . Jo in th e Age ncy. Play br idge on the w eekends. Ho ne that 
twenty -t wo go lf handicap. Get an insider 's view (from the budget biz) as the 
Gorsuch crew downsizes EPA. 

Pick up the clarinet again after too many years. It's like riding a bicycle
fingers go where they oug ht to and all the bad habits disappear. But the cho ps go 
far south. Nothing like fight ing the embouchure whi le your fingers are wiggling 
right. Em bouchure? "Just puck er up and blow," as Bacall said to Bogey. 

H ave a girl (E'be th , YC '04?). E'beth, now ten, has already been to two 
reunions. Twit ch as you r daughte r plays mo re sophi sticated music on her violin, 
bett er too , than you can play NOW. ' 

Back to the Starlight . Most of us we re min us-t eenagers w hen those tunes 
we re wr itten and don 't kno w th em firsthand. Some of them end up on endless 
playback in you r brain. I walk around humm ing "Three Little Word s" and "All 
the Wo rld Says I Love You," the last cour tesy of the Marx Brothers. 

H ere's a way to spoil the day of anyon e from our generat ion. Hum "T he 
Candy M an." ("M akes the wo rld go 'ro und/ yes the Ca ndy M an can ... ") Now 
try to ST OP humming it. 
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C. DENN IS AHEARN, JR. 

620r Inwood Street, Cheverly, MD 20785 
(301) 386-3616 

EDWARD C . AHLM 

1140 New Jersey Avenue, Altamonte Spring, FL 32714 
(407) 788-7668 

JEFFREY A. ALDERMAN, Ph .D. 

865 First Avenue, Apartment roC, New York, NY 10017 
(212) 573-3983 
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It' s been an eventful two- and-a-half decad es. Got marri ed in 1977; cur
rently in the pro cess of dissolving that union (yes, it' s painful). Rec eived my 
M.S. in biology at the University of Brid geport in 1975 (no jok es; please-it was 
a good schoo l at the tim e), followed by a Ph.D. in biochemistry and clinical 
chem istry at th e University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill, in 1982. Did th e 
academic thing in th e mid-198os at Mount Sinai Medical School in New York 
City (postdoctoral, follow ed by assistant professor). Got tired of the heavy poli
tics and went to the bottom-line oriented world of industry in 1988. Currently 
an Associate Dir ecto r of New Drug D evelopment at Pfizer in New York City, 
and mo stly enjoy it. Hav e watched my parents get old and sick in New Hav en 
(they are natives), and, nearly as sad, seen the decline of my beautiful hometown. 
Remember fondl y late nigh t studying followed by beer and pizza expe ditions in 
th e neighborhood aro und Dav enport-I would not wa lk that area in the day 
now without trepidation. I recall my time at Yale as a confused, growing -up 
period-a jumble of happy associations and tou gh persona l decisions about 
direc tion in life! With th e persp ect ive (and haze) of twenty - five yea rs, it look s 
won derful now. To all my friends and acquaintances, warmest greetings. 

ROBERT C. ALEXANDER 

Heller, Ehrman, White & McAuliffe, 333 Bush Street, San Francisco, CA 94104 

Got married shortly afte r gradu ation (the day after Er ic H enrikson took 
th e same step) . Went to Harvard Law Schoo l and lived there the semidetached 
life of a married stud en t. C lerked for the U.S. Court of Appea ls in San Franc isco 
after Har var d Law School graduation (as did Eric a year later). Moved to Wash
ington, D.C., after clerking, per plan. Moved back to San Fran cisco a year later, 
dragging a piano each way. I like this end better. Still un-Cali fornian in some 
ways. Have not changed houses since our return to San Francisco in 1974. Hav e 
not changed wives. Did take, in 1986- 88, a leave of absence from the law firm I 
worked for since 1974 to work for an international asset finance advisory client. 
Too much travel. Mostl y good times. Some hard times: Eric's murd er. The do g 
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(see picture submitted) is a Samoyed, less hai ry than norm al becau se of pills he 
takes for brain cancer. 

DALE M. ALLEN 

4122 NE 30th Avenue, Portland, OR 9721 r 
(503) 288- 1780 

In the spring of 1969 I said, "I'm go ing to an island to write poetry." 
Seattle was surrounded by water and snowcapped mountains; I taught school, 
learned Z en, lived communally and wrote notes to myself from an altered state . 
Wendy and I married under an apple tree and vowed to go together wherever 
the light should lead. 

In summer of 1979 Wendy and I celebrated the end of our marriage with 
a trip to Hawaii. We swa m in th e Seven Sacred Pools and tried to re store our 
vanished innocence. I mad e bentwood bowls, sold natural foods, became a mas
sage therapist. I got Rolfed, Bioenergized and Actualized. M editation gave way 
to Sufi Dancing; I wrote quotes from the masters kn ee ling at my homemade 
desk. 

In Mar ch o f 1985 Suzanne Millies and I travelled to Central Mexico 
where the Monarch butterflies winter over, and to Isla Mujeres where (we 
found out) generations of women have prayed for fertility. On D ecember 7, 
1986, Marisa Joy Allen was born. Suzanne and I married under a cherry tree and 
vowed to raise our chi ld as consciously as po ssible. We shar ed the short nights 
and deep joys of parenthood, bought an old house, fixed it up, and bou ght 
another on a tree-lined street w here we live today. 

June 1993: I'm an arch it ec tural woodworker, fire-walker, and master 
whistler. Suzanne delivers babies and teaches at Provid ence Med ical Center. Risa 
has ju st finished kindergarten with flying colors . I no lon ger wan t an island . Give 
me friends, work that I love, and the wisdom to see th at all of this is po etry. 

FREDER ICK W. ALLEN 

3880 University Avenue, NW, Washington, DC 20016 

(202) 244- 5991 

I left N ew H aven in 1969 with a diploma, curiosity, a vague sense of 
mission that had been encouraged by Kingman Brewster and others, maybe a 
skill or two (but none yet ready to earn me much of livin g), and no clear idea of 
where all this was going to take me. 

Twenty-five years later, the story of what I have been doing since then 
seems simple to recount. But the act of writing it down makes me realize that if 
someone had asked me at gra duation what I would be writing in this space I 
would have had no idea of what to say: Tw enty-five years into the future might 
just as well have been into another epoch, and, at any rate, our twenty-fifth 
reunion did not seem quite relevant to the concerns of the sixties. 

Knowing that I didn't know w here I was headed, I purpo sely took a few 
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zigzags to begin. I started off as a VISTA Volunteer, and for two years I worked 
with young men comin g o ut of jai l in th e Bronx, a very educat ion al experie nc e. 

I then proceeded to h orr ify m ost of my VIS TA co lleag ues by go ing to 
th e H arvard Business Schoo l , figur in g that it wo uld be good preparation for 
many lin es of wor k that I could choo se to pur sue. Still bitten wi th the public 
service bug, I next turned around and convinced m ost of my bus in ess schoo l 
classmates that I was throwin g aw ay a perfectly goo d educat io n by going to 
Wa shin gton, D. C ., with the noble int ent ion of spendin g "a few years" in gov
ernment. I'm glad I did. Twe nty years later I'm still at it an d quite enjoying it. 

My first yea r in Washington I wor ked at the Cost of Liv in g Council, 
which at th at tim e ha d th e exciting and impossib le task of reg ulati ng pr ices and 
wages. Later I was also able to say that this is where I had the good fortune to 
m eet M eg Weekes, whom I married in 1978. 

I did tw o more sho rt stint s, first at th e Fede ral E nergy Admin istra tion 
and th e next at the U.S . Department of Labor, before mo ving to th e U.S. Envi
ro nm en tal Protection Agency , where I have enjoyed worki ng eve r sinc e. 

Today, my activi ties and interests includ e: 
Family. Thi s is where each day begins and ends an d th e foc us of week 

end s and ho lidays. Meg and I have two ch ildren of our own, Abigail (born in 
1981) and Nathani el (born in 1984), and a ni ece, E loise Ru sso (born in 198 1) 
w ho lives wit h us. Th e childr en are all engaged in a variety of act ivi ties. Meg is 
cur rently a professor at The American University and qu ite act ive in issues 
affecting the D.C. publi c scho ols. Yes, we are busy. W e enj oy living in W ashing
ton, D .C. Our welcome mat is out for classmate s comi ng through th is fine city. 

Commun ity Activit ies. I am active in this category. I recently com pleted 
two years as pr esident of our local citizens association, working on a wide variety 
of issues affecting the neighborhood and the city. Now I am servi ng as Modera
tor (chi ef lay officer) of our .ch urch. I have also worked wit h severa l other 
gro ups. Although time- co nsumin g, th is wor k is fun and rewar din g. 

Job. I am currently directing the Office of Strategic Planni ng and Envi
ronm enta l Data at th e U .S. Env iro nmental Pro tec tion Age ncy (EPA). I have 
been at EPA since 1978, serv ing in a variety of positions. I hav e fou nd th is wo rk 
very sti mul atin g and challe nging. T here are many different interesting and 
important enviro nm en tal issues, touching many aspects of our lives and dema nd
ing many different skills. 

R est. I ge t bare ly enou gh rest to report. I co uld use more. I think I migh t 
also have said this twe nty-five years go. 

The Future. I look forward to th e nex t twenty -five yea rs and wha tever it 
is that I will wri te in th is space for our fiftieth reuni on. 

DR. ROBERT W . ALLEN 

3138 Waialae Avenue, Apartmen t I004, Hono lu lu, HI 96816 
(808) 732- 4342 



John and Peggy Adams E'beth Adams (John 's daught er) 
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kindergarten graduation 
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Geoffrey A. Anderson Mil ton H. Anderson III John Atherton 

Mik e and Sheri Anderson and sons Rob ert and Karen Arras and children 
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WILLIAM A. ALPER 

34 Milton Co urt, Port Chester, NY 10573 

(914) 939 - 2081 

JOHN C. ALTER 

P.O. Box II34, Franklin, WV 26807 

KARL AMERIKS 

1894 5 Apache Drive , South Bend , IN 46637 

(2r9) 277-4979 

PETER K. AMERSHADIAN 

2130 Massachusett s Avenue, Apartment 80, Cambridge, MA 02140 

(617) 492- 6227 

I continue to reme mber thos e prov erbial brig h t co llege years with great 
warmth and a comforting sense of nostalgia. Yale was cer tainly a wonderfu l place 
and tim e to be young. Sinc e gradua tion my contact with N ew Hav en has, in 
larg e part, been through the forty or fifty students whom I hav e pr epared in 
French and Spani sh who have gone on to Yale. It has been great fun to have so 
many of my own memori es rekind led as I have listened to stor ies of thei r adven 
tures. During my years of teaching at th e Nichol s School in Buffalo, New York, 
I also enjoyed being Pr esident of the Yale Associat ion of Western New York for 
a tim e- Bart Giamatti's visit bein g one of my fondest remembrances of that 
period. 

It was during thos e Buffalo years that I met my partner, Ross Kleiman, a 
psychologi st of renown here in th e Boston area, where we have spent these most 
recent ten years of our fifteen years toget her-not an insignificant mileston e in 
the world as it is. 

Aft er chairing the Langu age Departm ent at Nichols, I went on to th e 
French D epartment at Buckingham Brown e and Nichols in Cambridge and now 
the Park School in Brookline. I'v e had the chance to develop some interesting 
interdisciplinary study programs in France and the Unite d States and count 
myself quit e fort unate in having had a most pleasant and rewarding quarter cen
tury since Yale. It should also be said , how eve r, that I am not particularly "a la 
recherche du tem ps perdu" though I have certai nly enjoyed mon temps Vecu. 

JIM AMOSS 

2700 Esplanade Aven ue, New Orl eans, LA 70II9 

(504) 826- 3475 
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My family and my j ob take up almost all my time. I met my wife, Nan-' 
cy Monroe, a month after graduating from Yale, on a blind date the night before 
the first moon walk. For two years we shuttle d between New Hav en, where she 
was attending Yale Arch itecture School, and Boston, where I worked as a po rter 
in a ho spital, my alternative service as a conscientious objector. Then we moved 
to New Orleans, my hometown. Nancy worked as an architect. I drift ed- first 
into house painting, then substitute teaching, then waitering, and finally newspa 
pering. It's an addictive craft, and I was instantly hooked. Since 1990 I've been 
editor of New Orleans' daily newspaper, The Times -Picayune. Our children are 
Adam (tw elve), who plays soccer, tennis, piano, and loud music; and Sophie 
(eight), indomitable will, with a minor in piano, ballet, and baseball. W e devote 
much energy to keeping the household and our four lives humming along, a feat 
for wh ich I never gave my parents any credit . Except for a year in Franc e, w e've 
lived here continuously since 1973. We like to travel, especially to Italy, ski, and 
cook. But we seem to spend mu ch of our lives on such challeng ing pastimes as 
buying groceries, chauffeuring our kids, and changing cat litt er. New Orleans is 
a great place to be a journalist. The pap er is in the midst of a months-long series 
on race relations, a subject that has captivated me. My Yale friends continue to 
be arn.ong the most import ant peopl e in my life. 

CLIFTON L. ANDERSON 

3594 Sunnymcad Court, Sanjose, CA 95117 

They all seem to be coming together, the math and physics from Yale, 
the psychology from Michigan, the law from Missouri, the Asian philosophy 
from California. I plan to publish MAYA wr itings to encourage a dialogue, hop 
ing for criticism that will sharpen my thinking. This is a prelude to an integrative 
book on future politics, evo lution ary morality, cognitive developm en t; episte
mology. Maybe this is a middle-ag e thing. I bought a bright blu e Chevrolet 
Cavalier convertible: a sure sign of aging! 

I operate my own pat ent law firm, Anderson and Hirsch , and serve as a 
consultant to Hewlett-Packard's Legal D epartm ent part time. I feel vu lnerab le 
operating such a small enterprise, especia lly in difficult econom ic times. Never
thel ess, except for one day in 1986, I have nev er had a day wi th out too much 
busin ess to handle . 

. My wife Chantha and I have three children. Safyre (five), Zenon (three) 
and Fiara (one). Our fourth is due Jun e 1993. Safyre will start kindergarten next 
year, and attend Chin ese school in the afternoons. I do much of my work at 
hom e, so I can spend tim.e with my children. All the children are eng rossed in 
educational computer programs, so they feel they do the same kind of work that 
Daddy do es. Safyre is fascinated with Aladdin and J asmi ne; she · also likes 
dino saurs and sharks. Zenon is interest ed in noth ing oth er than Batman . We had 
to buy severa l Batman outfits so that he wou ld have something to wear while 
other Batman outfits were being wash ed . 

Our five-bedroo m house is litt ered with four Macintosh comp uters, 
comput er peripherals, a phone/fax/answ er machin e, offic e equipment, several 
music synt h esizer s, one TV /VCR, three other TV s, thr ee other VCRs, two 
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laserdisk players, a camcorder, various cameras, more than 500 compact disk~, 
more than two hundred video disks, hundreds of video tapes, 500 "antique" 
viny l albums. I matured a little after getting married, buying a house and having 
children, but not much. 

Yale is a good school to be from. Yale looks go od on a resume. I 
received a good education at Yale. If I had been less arrogant, I would have 
made wiser choices and benefited more. I do read our class notes in the alumni 
magazine regularly . I enjoy readin g the humorous exploits and successes of my 
classmates . I pause when some of them have ch ildr en entering and graduating 
from Yale, while my oldest has yet to ent er kind ergarten. My only friend from 
Yale is a hunter of pat ent lawyer heads: Kate Patterson was the nine-year - old 
daughter of Morse College's late Master Patterson. Otherwise, Yale is receding 
into my past. Perhap s my MAYA project or my children will renew my relation 
ship with "light and truth." 

GEOFFREY A. ANDERSON 

260 East Chestnut Street, Uni t 4007, Chicago, IL 6o6II 

(312) 337-4532 

By and larg e , I guess I would say that I have had an interesting and 
enjoyabl e life since graduating from Yale. I have been able to do a lot of things 
that many people never have the opportunity to do. So far I seem to have avoid 
ed major disappointments and disasters, as we ll as marriage, children, divorce, 
alimony, etc ., for better or worse. 

Contin uing contact with Fenno He ath and members of the Alley Cats, 
Glee Club and Whiffenpoofs of various classes has been a source of satisfaction 
and pleasure. Our six-week Glee Club tour to Central and South America in 
r968 was a harbinger of vocal and travel exper iences to come. I now sing in a 
professional church choir. We have sung in Edinburgh Cathedral, York Minster 
and Bath Abbey and have sung w ith the Dave Brubeck Quartet, Rob ert Shaw 
and others. Sing ing the Na tional Anthem at major league baseball, NBA and 
NFL venues has been an experience , to say the least, as was being a soloist and 
music director for several yea rs of the Chicago Bar Association's profess iona lly 
staged and orchestrated annual gridiron satire show. 

Travel has taken me to all seven continents, often on animal exp loration 
and photography jaunts organized by the Linco ln Park Zoo in Chicago . In Zaire 
we actually had mountain go rillas (small ones, th ankfully) crawling an over us. 
I've had the pleasure of seeing whales, penguins, bears, elep han ts, hippos, 
giraffes, lions, tigers, etc ., all in their natural (more or less) habitats. 

Careerwise I have been genera l counsel of a major league baseball team, 
performed lega l work for an NFL team, and been centrally invol ved in th e 
bailout and reconstitution of the Chicago Public School System, the financing of 
Chicago's Regional Transportation Authority, and the initial public offering of a 
r 3 7-year-old major media company which I ultimately joined for a seven-year 
stint as in-ho use counsel. 

Can ' t say I have much to complain about, and my memories of my four 
years at Yale are happy ones. What will the next twenty-five years b ring? I 
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haven't the faintest idea, but I'm ready. Let the Games begin. 

MICHAEL]. ANDERSON, M.D. 

342 Jerusalem Road, Cohasset, MA 02025 

(6 I 7) 3 8 3-05 87 
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Th e most importa nt events of the past twenty-five years are represented 
in the photograph. Sheri and I married in r97 5. Tom was born in r982 and 
Charlie in r983. 

During our senior year a trip to the Dr. Albert Schweitzer Hospital in 
H aiti piqued an interest in med icine. Four years as a submarine officer was fol
low ed by Yale Medical School and postgraduate medical training in San Diego 
and Boston. At the comp let ion of twenty years of naval service, I retired as Chief 
of Medical Oncology at the Na tional Naval Medical Center in Bethesda and 
moved to Cohasset, where I am now in private practice in hematology and 
oncology. 

As I look back on twenty-five years, I am impressed by th e influence of 
Vietnam and th e Cold War on my life. As I loo k forward, I hope that I will be 
more devoted to humanitarian and env ironm ental issues. My int erest in m edi
cine is re turnin g full circle to its discovery in the native poverty and deprivatio n 
of Haiti. 

I dream of a year in France, a six-month s·ail in the Caribbean, and a fly
fishing trip to the Ungava Peninsula. I continue to be thankful for my education 
at Yale. 

MILTON H. ANDERSON III, M .D . 

2007 Port Royal, Austin, TX 78746 

Y. . .is for the yuks Kenfield and Job s gave us when they busted the exam 
in "The Age of Donne." Thanks to Morty Meekle and Ju an Valdez also. I don't 
believe I have laughed as hard since, unless I am telling the story . 

A .. .is for the alcoho l we drank w ith reckless abandon, like the time Jobs 
fell onto his coconu t in Welch Hall, setting a record for descent from one floor 
to the one below. Hobgood, did yo u drop him or just lose your grip? 

L. .. is for the love life I couldn't really have, since the women came after 
we left. S'igh. 

E ... is for the elephan t ball sandwich I was never served in the dining hall. 
I pretty much ate everything else, since variety was certain ly available thanks to 
the "feed 'em til they pop" theory of Yale dining . 

B .. .is for Billie Boy, Paul, and Scott, the best kind of roommates a hick 
from the hinterlands could ask for. It also stands for burp, which is what Stern 
could do better than anyone I have enco untere d since first hearing him from a 
quarter mile away . . 

U .. .is for Uniball (also called Otis), a result of one of nature's crueljokes. 
Thanks for reminding me of it a hundred times a day for four years. Really. My 
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four kidS'lookjust like me. 
L. . .is for Linonia and Brothers, the reading room with th e best over

stuff ed cha ir s at Yale, good for dozing in lieu of study. It also stands for the 
Library w here I worked in the Map Collection, hon in g skill s that went 
nowhere. 

L. . .is also for Linsley -Chittenden H all, the theater for the Yale Film Soci
ety, a bargain for lone ly, bor ed, and curious Yalies. You cou ld take a few beers in 
there if you wan ted, and the cha tter was infectious. I m iss it. 

D .. .is for Davenport Coll ege , the site of my first bursary job, and Oscar 
D ill, my friend th e dishwashe r. It also stands for th e Dining Hall at Berke ley, 
where it is rumor ed, zis bea utiful French Woman (Fang) served our dining 
needs. Sheesh , what a face! 

O ... is for the occasional rides to Sleeping Gian t Park, East Rock an d 
W est Rock, from wh ich solitu de could be ex tracted, at least if you cou ld ride up 
that SOB of a hill to the Rock on your bike . It put me in the infirmary once, 
but it was wo rth it. 

G .. .is for girls an d gonorrhea, neither of w hich I eve r encounte red in 
fou r years, if you don't count that witch from Albertus Magnus. 

S .. .is for The Spot, the best damn pizza joint I ever ate in . I think all piz
za pales in comparison. It was the crust, I think, and perhaps the olive oil. 

r+9+6+9 ... equa ls 25, the number of years spen t away from the school 
that changed my life, and pro bably yours, in the late r96os. I hope I was able to 
give some thin g back to the schoo l that gave me so much in four years. You j ust 
can' t exp lain the Yale Expe rience, but it is a large piece of all of us. 

STEPHEN R. ANTELL 

24 Woodbine Road, Shelburne, VT 05482 
(802) 985-2756 

CHARLES L. APEL 

No Address Available 

CHARLES A. ARMBRUST 

7506 Creekwood, Houston, TX 77063 
(713) 789-4868 

JOHN S. ARMSTRONG 

rn6o Amber Court, Orange Park, FL 32065 
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R. SCOTT ARMSTRONG 

2620 Quebec Street, NW, Washington, DC 20008 

(202) 364-2404 

RICHARD KENNETH ARNOLD 

No Address Available 

FRANK D. ARONSON 

21 Woodchester Drive, Chestnut Hill, MA 02167 

(617) 244 - 2457 

ROBERT E. ARRAS, JR. 

291 Adams Street, Milton, MA 02186 

(617) 696-9813 
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We are invited to tell all about wife, children, and job (if applicable) and 
to tell also about who we are and what we think . The franker the better. This in 
lieu of the forbidding traditional questionnaire. No doubt this invitation will 
cause more of us to "blank out" than did th e '69 Banner. But in my case the 
challenge arrives at an opportune moment, which I will try to describe by walk
ing the fine line between the truth and self-promotion. 

I'll start with the easy part: I am married to Karen Koehler Arras, whom 
I met in 1966, smuggled into Yale three or four times in I 968 and 1969, cohabi
tated with in California in 1970, and then wed in 1971. Still married, a1i.d happily 
so. 

Together we have three ch ildr en : Anne (eigh teen), a Yale freshperson, 
Class of '97; Ruth (sixteen), a junior at Milton Academy; and Sam (two). To 
those who notic e the fourteen-year hiatus and ask, "Was he planned?," I answer, 
"Yes, probably, but not by us." I don't mean to imply by this that God (or 
someone else) is responsible. But, in fact, the family to me has a spiritual quality 
which I value above all else; and I feel bl essed by this new dimension to this 
shared adventure. 

As evidence, I offer my circumstances circa mid-1993. After a h igh ly 
charged decade in the Far East, I disconnected. For me, this meant quitting my 
job and joining the American Upper Middle Class. The goal here was to gather 
my family together as a functioning unit. This involv ed buying a proper hou se in 
Milton (where my daughters could be day students instead of board ers whose 
par ents were twelve times zones away), acquirin g the paraphernalia needed to 
survive in the U.S. these days, and finding a job to support this life style. The 
first two were easy enough. As to the latter, I devised a strategy premised on pre
cipitating a midlif e crisis, which would be followed by self-exam ination, 
height ened awareness, transformation leading to a new career, etc. However, the 
crisis did not materialize. Instead, I ent ered a phase I call pretirement. 
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Like ret irement, this is a stage of life where one cashes in a few chips (in 
the casino oflife) in or der to pursue the things one enjo ys. In my case, these 
incl ude family, tree pruning, and projects which are interest ing rather than mo n
etari ly reward in g. Unlike retirement, pretirement ends with ree n try into the 
"rea l" (as opposed to the "ot her") world. Reading, as I do these days, cauti onary 
tales such as The Ants and the Grasshopper, I am well aware of th e rules. So much 
for the j ob; c.v. available on request. 

As to the being and thinking part--Je pense, doncje suis. 
A little chronolo gy may help my classmates decipher the above. Left Yale 

Jun e 9, 1969; flunked U.S. Army phys ical (to my enduring surprise) onJ une IO, 

1969 . Worked as roughneck in Western Santa Barbara Channel, th en as 
writer/ editor in Ventur a, Ca lifornia. Took first pre tiremen t after N ixon' s secon d 
victory and bui lt and sailed forty-foot boat from Ventura to Auckland. Contin 
ued buildin g boats (steel fishing kind) in Panama, then in Seattle and San D iego, 
w ith time spen t selling them in Mexico. In 1982 left for Manila, Philippines, 
where, ultim ate ly, I ran a group of companies, th ere and in Hon g Kon g and 
Japan, unti l 1992. 

In all that time I had very littl e co ntact wit h Yale or the East Coast for 
that matter. (I did appear once in the YAM, but in the Class of 1960, as "Es te
ban .") This was only partly int entio nal; and , in any case, twen ty- five years is 
tim e eno ugh for the cycle to have turne d. 

I look forward to reawakening my experiences of Yale, vicariously, now 
th at my da ughter is there . I hope that they are as much fun the secon d time 
aro und. 

FRANKS. ASHBURN,JR., M.D. 

5074 Sedgwick Street, NW, Washington, DC 20016 

(202) 362-2 759 

JOI-IN ATHERTON 

Better Days Research, P.O. Box 4014, Anna Maria Island, FL 34216 

(813) 749-5155 

The Exec utio n of Life 

When it 's over as it 's ending, 
It comes and goes like death, 
A passing out of sight by turn s 
Much heard in single breath . 

I feel th e juvena tion 
Of a lie within the breast, 
The choice of time to troubl e life 
But no t as I had guessed. 
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I know of no return now, 

I, 2, 3, 4 ... 

And no way out returning; 
Under skies of newer gods, my friend, 
The campfires are not burning. 

I've learned my steps judi ciously 
Self-measured in self-doubt, 
With angels pounding back the tides 
And seasons getting out. 

There is a leaf of kindness 
That turning, wishes trees, 
A passion for its falling 
And broken at the knees. 

I've wondered, is there time ye t 
And where am I to see 
Beyond my own required life 
Without which there is me. 

JOSHUA S. AUERBACH 

129 Holmes Road, Ridgefield, CT 06877 

(203) 431-3876 

HOWARD A. AUSTIN III, M.D. 
·' 

4525 South Chelsea Lane, Bethesda, MD 20814 

(301) 654-8162 

ROGER G.J. AUSTIN 

The Barn, Box 274, Montchanin, DE 19710 

(302) 655-5362 

JAMES H. AVERILL,JR. 

321 Copley Drive, Lancaster, PA 17601 
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• One wife. Jan et. We were married a week after Yale, and somehow 
remain so. Not easy, but central. 

• Two kids. Elizabeth (at Deerfield) and Ned (in junior high) . Nothing 
like offspring to help you appreciate the wisdom of age. 

• Three jobs. r) High schoo l English teacher, three years at Webb 
School, Knoxville, Tennessee, good work, much preferable to what the govern -
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ment was offering at th e tim e. 2) Assistant Profe ssor of English at Princeton, sey
en years. Published a couple of book s and did r esea rch in arcane corners of 
En glish literature . Great fun, though didn't much like grading stud ent essays. 3) 
Security analyst at Windsor Fund, Valley For ge, Pennsylvania, these past eight 
years. No publications, but a lot like pro fessoring - reading, asking questions, 
talking, and thinking, research into arcane corners of Amer ican corporations, 
with the added buzz provided by the market. 

• Four cities. We've lived in Knoxville; Ithaca, New York; 
Lawr enceville, New Jersey; and now Lancas ter, Pen nsylvani a. No root s. 

I could go on-five newspap ers currently read. Six presidents sin ce grad 
uation, with commentary thereon; seven abodes; eight cars; but I'd neve r get to 
the 8700 of days since we left Yale. Yet it is tho se days individually, and the days 
to come, which count in our lives, a fact that I've co me to appr ecia te only too 
well since an encoun ter with m elanoma four years ago. Guess "Day by Day" 
could be my th eme song. Yours, too. 

JOHN B. BABCOCK,JR. 

5 r r Cant ito e Road, Bedford, NY rn506 · 

(914) 234-9384 

LEE W. BACHMAN 

1438 West Minn ehaha Parkway, Minn eapolis, MN 55409 

Work: Vice Pr eside nt , Finance, Ba chma n's, In c., Minneapolis, r97 5-
present. Married; r 969; divorced: r9 85. Thr ee sons: Mark, age twenty - one, 
sophomore at Kalamazoo College; Andrew, age eighteen, enro lling at Amherst 
College; Jonathan, age fourteen, enroll in g at Washburn Senior High. Just 
returned from nin e days in Europe, visiting my oldest son who is studying in 
France. 

JOACHIM BAGRIANSKY 

180 Midway Road, Dec atur, GA 30030 

(404) 378-4722 

LANG A. BAKER 

15367 113th Street North, Stillwater, MN 55082 
(612) 430-3562 

This address will probably be out-of-date by next summer. My wife and 
I plan to move after our youngest ch ild gradu ates from high school next June. 

But first , I'll back up a bit: 
Durin g spring break of senior year I decided to go to law scho ol instead 
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of graduate school in philosophy. Acting on this late decision, I arranged to 
enro ll at Loui siana State University Law School while v isit in g my parents in 
Baton R ouge during spring break. Th e following summe r (1970) I transferred to 
the University of Texas Law School, and, by atten din g stra ight through, I 
received my law degree in December 1972, w ith an officia l graduatio n d:ite the 
same as my wedding day w ith my first wi fe. Th at marriage lasted ab out three 
years; we had no chi ldr en. 

I lived a bachelor's life for the next thirteen years, until marrying Annie 
four years ago today Qune 13, 1993). Overnight I had an instant family wi th 
three teenage daughters-Amber and Willow (twins) will beg in their second 
year in co llege this fall, sharing quarters at Montana State in Bozeman; whi le 
Aut um n has another year of high school to endure . 

My first jo b after law scho ol , for slightl y over one year, was as an Assis
tant Attorney General for th e state of Texas . Next I spent over eleven years as 
research assistant to J udge Wendell Odom of the Texas Court of Criminal 
Appeals. During th ose years I began wr itin g lega l researc h handbooks on Texas 
crimina l law. By the time Jud ge Odom retired at the end of 1984, my book
writin g enterpr ise was well enough developed th at I decided to retire from the 
eight-to-five worl d as we ll. Since then I have been my own boss at Fr eelance 
Enterprises, Inc. (of Texas), which now pu blishes five titl es, each updated annu 
ally. It is a relaxe d way to make a living, w ith a flexible schedu le, and as a mai l 
order business it enable d me to m ove by business from Texas to Minnesota 
when Annie and I married. 

Annie and I met at meetings of the Lone Star Greens, a Texas branch of 
the nationa l Green political movement. She had moved to Texas to be closer to 
her parents and brot h ers, b ut after one year in the Texas schools, it became 
apparent that th e girls needed to return to Minnesota to be in a youth cu ltu re 
more akin . to th eir own spir it s. So by this totally unexpected turn of eve nt s, I 
found, over a per iod of a few sh ort m ont hs, my lifestyle totally transfonned from 
bachelor to family man, from Texan to Mi nnesota n , from hot summers to frigid 
winters in the land of no summer. And that's it, from then to now, in one page 
or less. 

JOHN BANDEROB 

Milton Academy, Milton, MA 02186 

(617) 698-7800 

DAVID N. BANNARD 

5902 Three Chopt Road, Richmond, VA 23226 
(804) 285-8612 

Having ju st spent the past weekend on a golf out ing in Pinehurst, North 
Carolina, wi th Charles Peck (Davenport) and my old r oomma te Ed Bartle tt 
(Ti mo thy Dwight), it seemed approp riate to fina lly get aro und to working on 
th is afte r much procrastination. 
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I must say when I lo ok back over the past twenty-five years, I hav e been 
very fort un ate to have been blessed with a wonderful fami ly. My wife Gussie has 
managed to b e a wond erful wife and mother desp it e th e demands of a job as 
h ead of a large independent school in Ric hm on d. Our th ree sons, Preston (ten), 
Thomas (eight) , and William (two), are all health y, brigh t , and energet ic. I have 
b een lucky to be able to spend m any afternoons and weekends on soccer fields, 
b aske tball courts, and bas eball diamonds as th eir coach or father, watching, 
encouraging, and cheering their development. As commission er and coach of 
the ir Littl e League Baseb all, it is hard to think of any mor e satisfying activity. 

Sinc e Yale I hav e dedi cated my working life to teaching mathematics, for 
seventeen yea rs at Groton School in Ma ssach usett s, an d mor e rec entl y h ere in 
Richmond, Virgini a. My r ecen t focus ha s been to try to determin e effec tiv e 
ways to incorporate techno logy in the math curricu lum. Towa rds this end I have 
been involv ed with giving talks and demonstrations at a vari ety of conferences 
and semin ars for o th er math teachers, a ve ry satisfyin g ac tivity. Thi s summer I 
ha ve been awarded a Woodro w Wil son fellowship at Princ eton, to meet with 
fifty other math teach ers from around th e country. 

JAMES G. BARLOW 

No Address Available 

RICHARD P. BARRIER 

21 II Castner Circle, Anchorage, AK 99517 

After Yal e I att end ed Stanford Business School (MBA '71). Aft er Stan
ford, married Thea Hill ery and moved to Alaska to work in the Sta te of Alaska 
Bud ge t Office. Moved from Jun eau to Anchora ge in 1973 to b ecome D ep uty 
State Court Admini strator. Did this until 1985. Since th en, have don e consulting 
for priv ate sector and government (eve n did an efficien cy study for th e state gov 
ernm en t- found out that governmen t is not designed to be efficient!). 

M eanw hi le, my w ife an d I were active in th e real estate market . Our first 
house was on the water in Jun eau- we co uld ca tch king crab one hundred yards 
offshore, and salmo n off our back deck at high tide. Continued buyin g and sell
in g, remodeling, etc., in cluding co nstru cti on of two co ndo projects in 
An chora ge in 1982- 83. R eal estate always goes up? It did until 1985, when oil 
prices dropped to $9 .00 per barrel an d Alaska (which is mor e clo sely align ed to 
the OPEC carte l than to the rest of the U.S.) took a steep no se d ive . Aft er 
smoke cleared, almost all th e banks had go ne under , real estate had drop ped forty 
percent in value , and bankruptcies we nt skyh igh . We survived financi ally (bare 
ly), bu t learn ed a hard lesson in investing. 

W e ha ve thr ee of the best kids in th e world! Daughter Hill ery is eigh 
teen, he ading to Boston College next yea r. Son And y is sixteen, and son Thad is 
fourteen. All kid s are sup er athletes and fair stud en ts (plenty sm art , but a lit tle 
lazy academically). Not sure that any wi ll mak e it to Yale, but I know th ey will 
do well with their lives. 
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Be st memory from Yale was playing golf barefooted after final exams 
junior year. Beaut iful golf course, great day, great friends. Played wit h Bob 
Polackwich, my roommate for four years and captain of the golf team. I kept in 
touch with Bob over th e yea rs, as he went to medical school, moved to Boston 
area, and then settled in Tampa, Florida, specializing in cancer treatment. My 
family visited with his family several yea rs ago there in Tampa-he was really 
happy with life and looking forward to many years of fun and growth. The fol
lowing year, he and his son were killed in a freak boating accident on a Florida 
lake. I really miss Bob. 

Yale was good to me. I w ill never forget my ex perienc es and friends 
from there. 

EDMUND BARTLETT III 

3 r 14 0 Street, NW, Washington, DC 20007 
(202) 965-2885 (res.) 
(703) 827-5090 (ofc.) 

The Bartl etts are happily ensconced in Washington, D.C. I hav e been 
here since 1978 and remarried in 1980 . We have a littl e league fanatic son, a nin
tendo wiz daughter, and a horse crazy daughter. 

Seven years ago I left the corporate ladder to work in a friend's basement 
on a start-,up new venture. I have been running the com pan y for the last five 
years and ju st a few months ago was kicked upstairs to Chairman, which I think 
is a sign of some success . We ranked number ninety on last year's annual listin g 
of Inc. 500 Fastest Growing U.S. Companies. The experience of starting a new 
company from scratch has been incredible-not to have been missed, but not 
necessarily to be done again. 

I'm still playing squash and tennis, but (slowly) go lf seems to be looking 
more attractive all th e tim e. 

Two Yale roommates-Mike Yahng and David Bannard-are godpar
ents to my son. Special thank s are due to Dave Martin of our class, as he 
introduced me to my wife Mary. One bit of trivia: my grandfather and David 
Bannard's were also roommates at Yale, Class of '07! 

ROBERT C. BARTON ,JR. 

No Address Available 

DOUGLAS E. BARZELAY 

750 Park Avenue, Apartment 7A, New York, NY 10021 

Nearly twenty-five years ago, passing time between the end of exams 
and commencement, I worked at the thirtieth reunion of the Class of '39. 
"Work," as I remember it, cons isted largely of engaging in passionate, alcohol
fueled argumen ts about the Vietnam war. I found these Old Blues 
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well -m annered, self-assured, hopel essly out of touch wi th an America gone da~
gerously awry, and, most damningly, old. The thoug ht of ever reachin g such an 
advanced state seemed reassuringly far away. Now, this summon s to writ e-a nd, 
by extension , to reflect-has intruded upon my last attempt at evasion: that the 
twenty-fifth reunion was still a wh ole year ahead. 

R eflect ion, at least in this context, begins with Yale. What I most like to 
remember of those four years is the invit ation to ent er a world where ideas, and 
not just tangibl e things, had meaning, as well as the endless challenges and 
provocations to analyze more deeply, to uncover layers of meaning, to try-even 
if often to fail- to arrive at und erstandin g. It is this latt er theme, mor e than any 
other, that seems to stand out as I look back over th e last twenty-five years. 

After Yale, largely out of a mistaken belief that it wo uld keep my options 
op en, I found myse lf at law school and then, seem in gly in exo rably, practicing 
law in New Yo rk-currently as General Counsel of Th e Dime Savings Bank. 
Yet perhap s because of the cau tiona ry admo nition of an anon ymou s graffitist in 
th e Har vard Square MTA station that " th e law sharpens the mind by narrowing 
it " (the wor ds of the prophets appare ntly ind eed being writt en on subway walls), 
I have continued to atte mpt to explor e horizons beyo nd those of the legal pro
fession. In that respec t the high point was makin g lemo nade of an early midlif e 
crisis by quitt ing wo rk and running off to exp lor e Paris for several mon ths, until 
the money ran out. Thi s it did , regrettably, all too qui ck ly, due in part to my 
propensity for hangin g out in three-star restaurants mo re often than in Left Bank 
caJes. Nonetheless, the experie n ce was great whi le it lasted, even if it failed to 
reflect the sense of commi tm en t to the law and seriousn ess of purpose that many 
of my colleagues and friends seeme d to possess mor e amply than I. 
. These int ellectua l and other wander ings may in the end reflect no more 
than an attempt to recapture an amiable dilettanti sm left over from "bright col
lege years." Yet despit e this and all the other elemen ts of my cha racter-g ood 
and _bad-th at will no doubt still be recog nizable to old friends, I know, too, that 
I cou ld not be pleased at look ing back if I did not believe I had also changed and 
grown, losing some sixties idealism but also, I hop e, gainin g both in com passion 
and in som e measure of understanding, par ticu larly of w hat it means to try to 
create a sense of self in a wo rld in whic h the pressure toward conform ity is sub
stantial and .th e necessity for compromise inevitible. 

A few weeks ago I sailed by th e beach at Guilford where, on warm days, 
Bill, Don, Ben and I would run away from whatever slend er responsibilities 
undergr adu ate life had placed upon our should ers . It not on ly seems idyllic in 
m emory , we knew at the tim e we had a good thing go'ing- the luxury of time 
and ind ependence . And as I stared back at the shade of my yo unger self, I 
becam e conscious across that gulf of tim e of how littl e I kn ew then, and how lit
tle I know yet, of wh ere it is I want to ge t to. I only kno w that I still hop e to 
arrive, at some unspecified future date , at some unspec ified place from wh ich I 
can then loo k back and say tha t the journ ey made sense. 

It 's a start . 
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GEORGE M. BASS, JR. 

104 H emps tead Road, Williamsburg, VA 23 r88 
(804) 565-0596 

MICHAEL H. BAUM 

18716 Center Avenue, H omewood, IL 60430 

(708) 799-8408 
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I w ond er how many of '69's English, history, or psych majors (as I recall, 
tho se w ere the Big Three) ever made careers in English, history, or psych? Not 
this En glish major - unl ess you count as "E nglish" a lot of ad copy, sales propos
als, busin ess plans, feasibility studi es, etc . I've been a stockboy, a buyer, a crea tive 
director, a strategic planner (wha tever that is), and lately, God he lp us all, a con_: 
sultant. 

As Executive Vice Pr esident of the nation's largest franc hise consu ltin g 
firm- big frog, small pool - I'v e traveled to clients in mos t states and several for
eign lands , but never go t closer to New Haven than the Big Appl e. Somewhere 
in th e process I manag ed to marry a very understanding wo m an (North Park 
College '76) and help her produce thr ee incompr ehensible children. We seldom 
worry too mu ch where th ey will go to co llege beca use by the time they. are 
ready, tuitions will be so high that only one stude nt in th e who le nati on wi ll be 
able to go, since it w ill take the country 's entire Gross Domestic Product to pay 
the bill. 

In June 1993 seven years of evening effort were rewarded with a Master 
of M anagement degree from Northwestern-their version of the MBA. No one 
outside of NU knows what an "MM" is, but I don' t think anyone knows what a 
Yale "MAT" is anymore eithe r, and I got one of them, too, in 1970:Brother, 
can you spare a master's? 

So now, at age forty-six, I'm just about w here I was at twenty-one- · -
holdin g a shiny new degree, and won dering what I want to do w hen I grow up. 
My remin ders of Yale includ e th e only Latin diplomas in our office, a mi ssin g 
large int estin e (my ultim ate souvenir of th e 1968 Glee C lub Latin American 
tour) , an unr epe nt an t mistrust of coe du cation , an d a n ew videotaped French 
course pur chased for my eleven -year -old daughter and based on th e characters 
used in the Yale "Methode Orale de Fran<rais" that dru mmed the language into 
my head in the old langu age lab in 1965- 66. Rob ert and Mireille have hit th e 
small screen, and Mir eille is, as we wou ld have said in th e twilight years,j ust 
before th e dawn of women's lib and sensitivity , a "piece." Plus ra change, plus·ra 
reste le meme. 

JOHNG.BAY 

. 676 4th Street, NE, Apartment 402, Washington, DC 20002 

Shortl y after graduation I submitt ed an item to the class notes in th e 
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Alumni Magaz ine. In it I mentioned a classmate who was doing graduate work .at 
either "Oxford or Cambridge." I didn 't say "Oxford or Cambridge," I nam ed 
one or the oth er. I don't reme mb er whi ch. What I do rememb er is that it turn ed 
out that the institution the individual in question was attending wasn't th e one I 
had mention ed. I was so embarrassed by thi s gaffe that I haven' t written to th e 
class not es sinc e. Also, I hav en 't had anything much to report . Perh aps I'll try 
again some day if I ever learn to tell my Bennos from my Fenno s, so to speak. 

ROBERT E. BEACH, JR . 

1918 Manchester Road, Glastonbury, CT 06033 

(203) 646-6713 

Have you ever been quite sure that you could fit all your activities into 
your life if only you didn't work? I found that, having finally grown up mini
mally , my focus on family and community resulted in meetings and pr act ices, 
games and reh earsals without end . At least I have the summ er off, as I am leaving 
a corporat e employer with a golden (or at least paper) parachut e to set up a small 
private law practice. 

Lookin g backw ard, I think that the Yale expe rience has been one of th e 
most meaningful in my life . The sense of bei ng part of a larger trad ition and of 
having the duty to serve the tradition and the community has been a joy. 

THADDEUS R. BEAL, JR. 

179 Southern Avenue, Essex, MA 01929 

In th e early sprin g of our senior year, I left Yale on a stretcher. By th e 
tim e we graduated, I was at home in bed. I wen t to my Army physical in a 
wheelch air. Th ey didn't want me, but law schoo ls did, so I decided to take some 
tim e off I got a cane and a job at the White H ouse . By Christmas I had left for 
North Africa; then W est, South and East Africa; then the N ear, M iddle and not 
very Far East, where I lost my bearings and decided to go to law school. Califor
nia was wonderful but law school was work. I wo uld have stayed on the W est 
Coast, but I fell in lov e with a poet. She had to live in Bo ston , so back we we nt. 
I got a job as a crimi nal pro secutor. I go t an eagle on my should er. I got preg
nant. Then I got another job, this tim e in an old Bo ston firm on th e make. 
Wh en my son was born, the eagle flew away. Th en my father decided to retire, 
but died suddenly before he could. My daughter was bo rn a year later. When I 
was mad e a senior partner, I realized I wanted to do what every lawy er dreams 
of doing. Something else. Two years late r and wi thout a clue, I asked for a 
br eak. Even tually, and accidentally I took a course at art school. I withdrew from 
th e law firm and spen t four yea rs in art schoo l as a monastery. I was forced to 
leave in 1989 . Since then I have enjo yed som e modest, local success as a painter. 
I should mov e on to oth er art markets, but I seem to have misplaced my ambi 
tion . 
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ROBERT N . BEARDEN 

No Address Available 

JOHN B. BEINECKE 

840 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10021 

(212) 288-76 18 
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Emp loyed for ten years by Schieffelin and Company, an import er of 
wines and spir its based in New York City. Schieffelin handl ed various premium 
brand s including Moet , Dom Perignon , Henne ssy Cognac, Ruffi no, Domain e 
Ch andon and Simi California wines. 

After wor king in a variety of sales and mark eting po sitions and reaching 
the po sition of National Sales fyianager, I retired in 1982 to join my broth er in 
running a private investment company. 

I am still in th e private investment business . We do a number of different 
things; but I find the ventur e investing we do th e most int eresting and the most 
personally satisfying. 

After a cou ple of false starts, I am very happily ~ arri ed. M y wife Gaily 
and I have a five-y ear-old son . H e keeps us very busy and very happy. Hi s name 
is Barr ett but some of our classmat es call him Bookl et. 

We live in New York City and Dari en, Connecticut. 
I have been involv ed with a numb er of not-for-profit organizations over 

the last twenty -five years. Currently I am princ ipally involved as a Board Mem
ber of-the National Audubon Society and as a Boar d M em ber and Presiden t of 
the Board of Lincoln Center Th eater. I' ve don e a number of things for Yale; for 
one five -year period I serve d on th e Yale D evelopm ent Board, and I now help 
steer the future of the Yale Golf Course by serving on the Yale Golf Committee. 

Since joinin g the board of Audubon, I have taken up birdin g as a hobb y. 
As a result , I have found my self up before dawn in places I never expected to be: 
so uth Texas , south easte rn Arizona and New M ex ico, th e Ramble in Cent ral 
Park in New York City. 

I ski , play golf and squash, and for the last ten years rid e the Cresta. A 
Cresta rider negotiates an ice run in St. Moritz , Switzerland, wh ile riding head
first on a sixty pound steel skele ton or tobogg an. 

Somewhere alo ng th e way I secure d a private pi lot's lic ense, but I 
hav en't flown for five years. 

I am now working on our twenty-fifth re union . I hop e all of you will 
come. 

DAVID C. BELL 

3 Banner Hill Way, Glo ucester, MA 01930 

(508) 283- 2630 

Whil e not wi thout i ts pressures and its shar e of up s and downs , life has 
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been remarkably kind to me. Married for twelve years, Jacki e and I hav e tw_o 
terrific girls, Chelsea (six) and Morgan (two). Chelsea is very sociab le and has·a 
keen imagination in addition to a well-developed sense of humor, which belies 
her young age. A lover of flora and fauna of various kinds, she appears to be a 
budding naturalist. Not to be outdone, Morgan, though a bit diffident still, pos
sesses a well-defined persona lity, is very deliberate, with a strong affinity for the 
moon these days. Although it would be premature to conclude that Morgan is a 
budding astronom er, I do believe she will shoo t for the stars . It appears that 
without either question or regret, at forty-five and with two young daughters, I 
have unabashedly succumbed to doting fatherhood. 

As with many couples of our generation, Jackie and I are attempting to 
negoti ate our way through the myriad pitfalls of raising a family while we both 
pursue full-time careers. A banker for the past decade, Jackie actually is making 
loans, despite th e tr oubled economy . Whatever happened to bankers' hours? 
Boston real estate development has been generally very rewarding to me, 
although, needless to say, the last few years have posed a considerable challenge . 
I am afraid the word "developer" is somewhat of a misnomer for the present. 
Given our hectic schedules, we have been trul y fortunate to have had two out
standing nanni es over the past six years to minimize the guilt that accompan ies 
the push/pull of balan cing work and family. 

H aving lived in Boston's Back Bay for most of th,~ eighties, last year, 
with Chelsea ready for kind ergarten, we moved the whole "road show" to 
Gloucester, where we renovated an old Victorian house overlooking Gloucester 
Harbor. While the daily co mmut e is at tim es trying, the consolidation of our 
lives to a place where we have roots has been gratifying . Onward and upward! 

JONATHAN R. BELL 

35 Bethune Stree t, Apartment 4C, New York, NY 10014 
(2 I 2) 691-27 5 3 

NICHOLAS F. BELLOTTO 

6241 35th Avenue, NE, Seattle, WA 98115 
(206) 528- 21 IO 

Children's Hom e Society ofWashington, P.O. Box 15190, Seattle, WA 98 115 
(206) 524-6020 

I was an acto r and comedian in New York for eleven years. My wife 
Kathl een Gill and I met in N ew York in 1976, and we moved to Seattle in 1985. 

Our son Giancarlo was born the next year. In the 1970s the Italian movie 
star Giancarlo Giannini was at the height of his popularity. One evening, after 
seeing on e of his films, Kathy said that if we ever had a son she wou ld like to 
name him Giancarlo. Ten years later we did. 

Since moving to Seattl e, I have gone from being an actor to a singer: I 
sing in th e bass section of the Seattle Peace Chorus, a ten-year-old chora l group. 
Our mission is to promote peace and multicultural understanding, which is 
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reflected in our repe rtory and in w here we .choose to sing. 
Our class has lost two members of D avenpor t Co l,lege who were bot h 

friends of mine: 
Karl Etherington and I were roommates sophomore yea r. H e died in a 

bicycle accident in 1973. He was from Mount Vernon, Washington, whic h is a 
littl e north of Seattle. When I met h im freshm an year, I had never been West; 
his stori es oflife on Puget Sound in the distant Northwest sound ed exo tic to my 
Eastern ears. So here I am. 

Hop Logan and I lived nex t door to each other in cove ted single rooms 
five floors up in Davenport Co llege . I lost track of him after Yale. I read in th e 
alumni notes that he died in 1977, if I remember cor rectly . No detai ls of hi s 
deat h were given , so I wrote to his paren ts in Alabama. I never received an 
answer to my letter, and to this day I do not know what happen ed to him . If any 
of you have any information about Hop, I wo uld appreciate hearing from you . 

Kathy and I saw a lot of shows w hen we lived in New York. In 198 3 a 
play enti tled Moose Murders opened and closed on Broadway in one night. In his 
review in The New York Times Fran k Rich wrote: "Fro m now on, there wi ll· 
always be two groups of theatergoers in thi s world: tho se who have seen Moose 
Murders and those w ho have not. A visit to Moose Murders is w hat wi ll separate 
the connoisse urs of Broadway disaster from mere dilettantes for many moons to 
come." Kathy and I saw Moose Murders. 

STEPHEN T. BEMIS 

6500 Jennings Road, Ann Arbor, M I 48105 

(3 I 3) 994-8 496 

After graduating I spent the rest of 1969 as a sea-mo ss raker on Cape Cod 
and then as a sanitary engineer in suburban Chicago . The lottery saved me from 
confron ting the draft, and I wo rk ed in th e perso nn el fiel d (1970-7 5) for GTE 
and now -d efunct Hammond Organ Company w hile attending night law school. 
Since 1975 I' ve worked as a b enefits manager and as a co rpor ate lawye r with 
pension , products liability , and environ menta l emp hases. I'm publi shed (1978) in 
the gene ral aviation popular press as advo catin g spin trainin g after nearly buying 
the farm in early solo flight tra ining. 

In 1972 Jud y H evera n and I married. We have two boys, Todd and 
Nate, who in 1994 w ill be sixtee n and fou rteen. We moved in 1980 from Chica
go to Ann Arbor when I left the Marmon Group and join ed M asco 
Corporation. M ost recently we renovated a 160-year-old Greek Revival farm
hous e outside Ann Arbor. 

· For the first ten years ou t , I kept in touch w ith Ya le by interviewing 
high scho ol appli cants for the Alumni Schools Committee. Over the past fifteen 
years I've solicite d Trumbull classmates for the Yale Alumni Fund. I'v e also tak
en leadership and helped in fundraising for our church in recen t years . 

My memories of Yale evo ke mi xed feelings. Like mo st of us, I w ish 
there had bee n wo m en on campus. And I wish I hadn't start ed drinking in 
juni or year- it took twenty - three years to put that bad hab it to rest. My room-
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mates and most of the classes were great, and I hope to see some of yo u at t!}e 
reuruon. 

RICK BENES 

. 716 Cordova Street, San Diego, CA 92rn7 

(619) 696- 0206 

Work: Attorney, sole practitioner, civil app eals. 
Loves: Cherri Benes, r99r Harley-Davidson FXSTS. 
Achievements: No disappointments. 
Disappointments: No achievement s. 
Education: University of Sou th ern California, JD. 1976. 
Peeves: H elmet laws. 

DAVID J. BENJAMIN III 

Commu nity Pacific Broadcasting, P.O . Box 871, Monterey, CA 93942 

At my age (and yours too), I am hop efully mov ing beyond pretense, so I 
must co nfess I am responding mor e from fear of being rep resen ted by a blank 
than from a burnin g desire to reveal myself or wax philosophically abo ut Yale. 

I do think back fairly frequently about th ose four years, because it was 
durin g that N ew H aven time that I firs t began to grapple wi th and enjoy the 
in tellectua l process. An unfortunate coro llary, reinforced by two imm ediate ly 
subsequ ent years at th e Harvard Bu sin ess School, was that at twenty-four I 
thought I was far smarte r and wiser than I really was. It probably took me at least 
fift ee n years to recover from that and to realize that a Yale degree rep resen ts 
more an opportunity to build on than a lasting accomplishment. 

On the other hand , a most fortunate corolla ry was that my joy in the 
intellectual proc ess was primarily th e result of interplay wit h a great many gifted 
classmates, a couple of whom I still count among m y closest friends. M y bounti
ful four -year exposure to these int elligent, resourceful, and crea tive peop le wi ll 
be Yale's lasting gift to me. 

I have received even greater gifts in life, principa lly a won derful wife, 
Lauri e, and two children, Elizabeth and David, whose few bad habits were 
inh erit ed from the paternal side. I have been thoro ughly engage d and stimul ated 
prof ession ally by invest ing in and running a group of wes t coast radio statio ns. I 
tru st I wi ll have th e opportunity to w rite more about this before our fiftieth and 
after retirement . 

PAULS. BENNETT ' 

3755 Jocely n Street, NW, Washington, DC 20015 

(202) 364-0968 

When last seen, I was leaving Yale headed ,for a career in th e th eater. Life 
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surprises you. As it turns out, I've spent the last twenty of th e int erve ning twen
ty-fiv e years as a free -l ance promotional writer, with a secur e and rewa rding 
niche in th e direct mail fund-rai sing field. If you've ever co ntribut ed to a non
profit organization working on civil rights, wo men's rights, or th e environm ent, 
chances are you've found my lett ers in yo ur mailbox from time to time in th e 
past two decades. 

To tho se mem bers of our class w ho wo rk ed so hard to get women into 
Yale, I can report that I'm carrying on the tradition by helpin g women get into 
Congress. In r992 my direct mail packages raised something over $7 million for 
women candid ates for the House and the Senate. 

For me, as for many classmates, this twenty-fifth reunion comes at a time 
w hen th e educational wheel is complet in g a rev olution. My stepda ught er 
R ebecca will be finishing her seco nd year of college by th e tim e we meet. Lis
tening and watching as she works through what she wants out of college and 
how she can get it , I remember th e carefully misconceived and accidentally fore
sighted choices I made-before, during, and after Yale. It turn s out I had no idea 
where I was really headed, but I managed to let Yale prepare me pretty we ll for 
the route I followed. Now, seeing w here I've gotten to , I find myself a bit envi 
ous of R ebecca, laying out a course from scratch , and my wi fe Bonnie, who 
made a midcourse correction into a w hol e new career a few yea rs ago. As the 
clock ch ime s twenty-fiv e, how many other '69e rs are contemp lating a new tack? 
Let' s talk. 

TERENCE G. BENSON 

617 West End Avenue, Apartment 9A, New York, NY 10024 

(2 12) 724 - 9302 

Ho w much has changed? Not much. It is I a.m. and this thing (wh~tever 
it is) is due tomorro w (now today). Luckily, some thin gs have changed. Thi s will 
arrive at th e last minute but on tim e-by FAX. 

Time has change d, I think. It' s mo re preciou s. The tenden cy to squeeze 
in one more thing before doing what has to get don e isn't weaker now, but .per
haps th e rationalization has improved. Time is so much b ett er known. Forty 
years is a real distance, felt , measurab le-not just an abstraction of grown-ups. 
Experience lets one grasp so much more and th en realize how small thing s are 
and how only a few- ideal s, ideas, family, Life-come close to th e importanc e 
we thought they had. 

Three a.m. is the same . It 's still a wonderful time of the day to argue pol
itics, philo sophy, hi sto ry, and why you felt the way you felt when she said 
something to yo u and you said some thing back and then it all broke apart for a 
while under the bright hone sty of night until crying quietly you fall together and 
the world is okay again for th e child to let ·the man dream of solving the world's 
probl ems . 

The wo rld 's problems actually seem more solvab le . Is that th e hubri s of 
the revolution generation now coming to pow er? We sure talked a good game, 
now let's do it . A new world ord er- not ye t but imaginable. Human rights. 
Aren ' t eco nomi c rights and political right s both human rights? What happens 
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when the whole world has faxes, computers, copiers, radios, and televisions? But 
at least we are no longer living in a world which Professor Deutsch describ ed as 
two guys fighting in a telephon e booth with hand grenades. No more fantasies 
about surviving th e mushroom cloud in a preindustrial America-a mutated 
Connecticut Yank ee in King Arthur's Court. 

Most remembered Yale teaching: Professor Brumbaugh quoting the 
three phrases over the temple of Delphi: All things in moderation, Know your 
self, and- he would say with a smil e-Neve r take seco nd mortgag es. (It sort of 
m eant don't risk the future, but the notion that the Greeks-and by extension 
anyone so eloquent and renowned-could say unprofound things was clear. We 
were great at lofty -soun ding , silly pronouncements eve n before Mary Jane, 
roach clips, and Bamb u paper came to New Hav en .) 

Th e phras e "the one that got away" now evokes memories of a real 
estate deal that would have settled any financial worries. Havin g met some of 
those other "ones th at got away" makes me glad th ey did and salves th e old 
wounds a good bit. 

AIDS put the lie to the illusion that we (the modem world) were beating 
death. I dir ected the first documentary about AIDS (in 1983-84), and all of the 
subjects and one of the producers and many other co lleagues and friends are now 
gone. (So much for sexual revolutions and carpe diem.) We thought we were 
don e with plagu es. We were wrong. Mortality is a real pain in the spirit. 

Per spect ives change. How many of us came to Yale as big fish from small 
ponds and suddenly found our selves small fish in a very big, very tough pond? 
That shock-it took me years to get over it-was a great lesson. The balance is a 
mixtur e of being a big fish in some little ponds and a small fish in some big 
pond s. Choose the right mixture and enj oy. "Tis a gift to be simple" goes the 
Shaker song, nobody hits a hom e run every tim e, and being smart turned out to 
be less important than luck- but it sure helps with the details when luck comes 
along. 

Why change a good job? Stage Manager and Associate Dir ector of 
WNET Channel 13 (the PBS station) in N ew York since 1971. A varied gig: 
"Th e Adams Chronicles," "Live from th e M et, " "MacNeil/Lehrer," "Moyers," 
"Pavarotti in Central Park ," "AIDS: Anatomy of an Epidemic," tons oflocal 
programming , but , most important , nothing I am em barr assed about. This in an 
indu stry notoriou s for mindless, antisocial dreck. Public TV may not enthrall but 
it never demeans, and- if it ever gets funded properl y-i t could be the univ ersi
ty of th e nation . 

No chang e at hom e. No divorc e (a nine-year relationship with a Vassar 
girl met at a mix er and terminated fifteen years ago is a place holder for the cate
gory). On e wonderful marriage of twelve years to Kathy Kline -an attractive 
woman of streng th, energy, charm, morality, intelligence, and (in a turn of fate 
we laugh about) a woman who grew up in Bethany, just outside New Haven, 
i.e., I married a towni e! 

The continual change: two kid s, th e traditional set: a boy, Ross, and a 
girl, Kara, eleven and eight. Both smart , attractive, healthy , athletic, and happ y. 
Hundreds of the best moments of the last eleven years are with them. To ssing 
them up into the air (I can't do this anymore and not becaus e I'm weaker). 
Teaching algebra (dredging up tricks and jargon unu sed for three decades). Cor-
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recting their English (boy, is it a tough language). Passing on the Scottish songs 
my mother taught me. Learning "positive coaching" for my kids and realizi ng 
that it works for adults too. Throttling my need for vicario us fulfillment. Recon
necting with my "child" through my children -what fun to be eigh t again! 
Sharing the wonder of the world and the exc itement of learning with them. 
Feeling a strange ambivalent sadness as they leave behind their childhood voices. 

Play is now more with them. But go (the oriental strategy game) is still 
the be,st head -stretc her I know, and soccer is a new game for me, learned when 
my son started playing, and continued because it's a natural for a small, quick 
descendant of European players, a last-ditch attempt to stay young, and the most 
fun team sport I know. 

The honors that matter have changed. None is more important than the 
success of my family, and (second) the recognition, however infrequent , of what 
I give my community and friends. Mother Yale taught well. 

Memories: singing at Yale, throwing water bombs, Mary's cups, the Yale 
Outing Club cabin, lectur es that knit the dry words of the textbooks into the 
fabric ofliving ideas, late-ni ght excursions through the steam tunnels and up the 
Gothic towers, th e hell of mixers, the sweet smell of the Duke's punch, the mail 
at Yale Station, the rain on the flagstones, the tie in the pocket, Co-ed Week, 
Doonesbury (still very much with us and about us), the long walk up the hill for 
science, the weirdness of tap night, football (a tie?!!!), miles of road trips late at 
night packed into cars of someone from the ride board, uneasy at the menta l, 
emotional, and chemical state of the driver and ... 

Reunions are a time warp. Ready or not , here we come. 

LAWRENCE M. BERG 
650 Lachman Lane, Pacific Palisades, CA 90272 

(213) 459-8018 

G.DARRELLBERGLUND 
21 Merion Road, Half Moon Bay, CA 94019 

(4r 5) 726- 7228 (res.) 
(415) 955-2780 (ofc.) 

', 

Like most of us-I hope(!)-I've had a wonderful post-Yale experience. 
It has certa inly not bee n without disappointments, how ever, as we cer

tainly do live in a "real wo rld"! 
At various times in my career I'v e been an attorney-as at present-and 

a financial executive . Also, at present, I am excitedly finishing up a book, the 
tentative title of w hich is Attaining American Dreams: Job Search and Entrepreneurial 
Strategies. But, including H arvar d law and business degrees and subsequent career 
"achievements," the really important things have indeed been family (wife Oni, 
daughter Alexandra, parents, sister, etc.) and friends. 

On the subject of friends, why was it so "cool," on the part of some, to 
b e reserved, nonextensive, and, sometimes, out - and -out unfri end ly, while at 
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Yale? Was this "mind set," in reality, a lack of self- confi dence-exace rbate d by 
the disease of youth? 

The resultant fact that so many peop le felt isolated while at Yale remains 
my only sad memory of the place. 

The good memories are much more abundant-thank goodness! They 
include Kingman Brewster's remark, at the freshman convocatio n, that " th e 
greatest sin is cyni cism"-with which I have come to agree more and mor e in 
various respects. 

Ironi cally, I believe that those same feelings of isolation that Yale so often 
produced in so many were themselves a forging and strengthen ing influence 
(another of life's little ironies, no doubt)! 

The very best to all of us for the next twe nty- five years ( equa ls I 3 .14 mil
lion secon ds) and beyond! 

To tho se we have left behind .. . and to your dreams! 

ALAN S. BERKELEY, M.D. 

42 Bradford Road, Scarsdale, NY 10583 

(212) 746-3177 

Since graduation my greatest ach ievement has been my family. By the 
time of the reunion, Margaret and I will have been married ten years and have 
been blessed with three wonderful kids: Sara (eight) and the twins, Shannan and 
Benjamin (thr ee). I have found more enjoymen t from them all than I cou ld ever 
have imagined. 

My wo rk is a joy. I often say I know of few people w ho enjoy doin g 
what they do for a living more than I do. I am now chief of gyneco logy at New 
York Hospital and practice reproductive medici ne (infer tility) full-time. I found 
ed arid am still active in our in vitro fertilization program, now the largest and 
most successful in the country. As I loo k back on my time at Yale, I have mostly 
fond memories, but I do regret not taking advan tage of all the truly interesting 
co urses and activities that were easily available. Too muc h of a goo d tim e and 
too many tru ly irrelevant premed science courses. 

Yale also gave me my best frie nd , Mike Dunn , w ith whom I am sti ll 
clo se . Some friendships do last . As I think of Yale, and the twenty-five years 
since, I realize I have been lucky, and th at I still feel young . I hope I can say the 
same at our fiftieth. 

IRA]. BERKOWER, M.D., Ph.D. 

3113 Dogwood Street, NW, Washin gton, DC 20015 
(202) 966-8212 (res.) 
(301) 496-1879 (ofc.) 

In my case the twenty-five years since gradu ation can be convenien tly 
divided int o th e first ten years, which I spen t in vario us training pos itio ns, and 
the last fifteen years, which encompass my caree.r as an im munolog ist. The first 
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ten years, I married Jackie Levinson, we lived in New York, and I got M.D. and 
Ph.D. degrees at the Albert Einste in College of Medicine, followed by intern 
ship and residency at Columbia Presbyterian H ospital. The last fifteen years, we 
moved to Washington, D .C., where I specialized in immuno logy at the Nation
al Institutes of Healt h , followed by ten years in my own labo ratory at the Center 
for Biologies, FDA. We have three wonderfu l daughters, R isa (th irteen), Arrel 
(nine), and Simone (six). 

My career in science has meandered across several disciplines . As a chem 
istry major at Yale I was fascinated by biologica l chemistry and enzyme-cata lyzed 
reactions . For tunately, I started working wi th Dr . Jerard H urwitz at Einstein on 
enzymes that copy or degrade DNA and RNA, and my Ph.D. thesis exp lained 
DNA replication in eight of kn own enzymes, including one discovered by us. 
Th is work coincide d w ith th e exciting discovery of reverse transcript.ase, the 
missing link of retroviruses, by David Baltimore, and the dawn of the recombi
nant DNA revolution that is still with us today. 

I was out of the laboratory for four arduo us years, complet ing med ical 
school and internship and residency in a large urban medical center. For those of 
you interested in the pro b lems of the urban poor, including broken fam ilies, 
social deprivat ion, limited educat ion and job opportunities, and no way out, this 
would be a valuab le experience. In spite of many difficulties, our hospita l did a 
remarkab le jo b of bri nging the best in diagnosis and treatment to our patien ts. 
More recently, althoug h I supported Bill C linton for president, I was surprised to 
find out that he and Hillary had become such experts on the U.S . health care 
system by going to Yale Law School that they cou ld skip the rest of the training 
program. 

After all this time away from the laboratory, I sought out an area of 
research that wou ld be more closely related to medicine. Little did I real1ze that 
recombinant DNA woul d soon be impor tant in every field of medic ine . First, I 
joined the Kunkel laborato ry at Rockefeller University, famous for the ir studies 
of autoimmune diseases such as lupus and rheumatoid arthr itis. Later, I moved to 
Jay Berzofsky's laboratory at the Nationa l Institutes of Heal th, where I studied 
the hot prob lem in immu nology- the genetic control of the immune response. 
I used new techniques to grow T-cells, which are regulatory cells of the immune 
system that contro l antibody production by other cells. The T-cells respond to a 
single site out of an entire foreign protein. The explanation for genetic co ntro l 
of imm unity became clear, since the genes control a transport system that trans
ports fragments of the foreign protein to the cell surface fo r recogn ition by 
T-ce lls. 

After these stud ies I finally got my own laboratory at the Center for 
Biologies of FDA. Along with the freedom to choose my own researc h projects 
came the governmental role of regulating products and companies in the biolo
gies area . The study of T-cells has led to new types of candidate vaccines. 

One area of my research is to identify the factors contributing to the 
potency of hepatit is B vaccine and to apply these lessons to improve the potency 
of other vaccines, possibly includ ing H IV- r. My results so far suggest some opt i
mism that a safe and effective vaccine for HIV - I will be found event ually. 

Our regulatory work has, I hope, benefited some of you directly or indi
rectly. We are responsible for the efficacy of blood bank tests designed to remove 
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tran sfusion-tr ansmit ted viruses from over eight million units of blood each year. 
In addition, new vaccines have been approved recently, including hemophilus 
influ enza B, which has grea tly benefited our children, and hepatitis B vaccine, 
which has had unfortunately little effect on the epidem iolog y of the disease, 
despite the high clinical efficacy. Besides these efficacious products, we also act as 
umpire for others that ju st don't seem to wo rk. The basic premise of the FDA is 
that companies cannot regulate themselves . At best, we strengt hen the hand of 
those skept ics within companies who insist on quality control and proof of effi
cacy before products can be offered for clinical use. Contrary to the Wall Street 
Journal, FDA has an important filtering role in ensuring that the best new drugs 
come to market, and the worst do not. 

Five years ago I left a scien tific meeting at Cold Spring H arbor on Long 
Island to spend a wonderful day at our twentieth reunion. It seeme d that the 
buildings never change, only the people do. I was a little disappo int ed to see 
how many promising yo un g scientists had gone into the professions, and how 
few actually became researchers or someth ing equa lly creative . I have come to 
realize that discovery-based research is a privilege shared by few people . Yale 
helped set me on this course, and my wife's support and encouragement have 
been crucial in sticking to it. I nearly got lost in the instant gratification of clini
cal medicine, only to be rescued by immunolo gy. Now, I work with people I 
like and respect in a place with eno ugh job secur ity to serve as an incubator of 
creativ ity. 

I look forward to seeing you again at our twenty-fifth reunion, to com
pare notes, share insight, and nmltiply our collec tive wisdom. 

THOMAS S. BERMINGHAM 

P.O. Box 9r4, Sedona, AZ 86336 

JOSE V. BERNAL 

Transversal 28 145-5 r, Interior 102, Bogota, Colombia 

BENNETT J. BERNBLUM 

525 Preston Avenue, Meriden, CT 06450 

KENNETH A. BERNSTEIN, M.D. 

5 Eastham Road, Newton, MA 02159 

After leaving New Haven in Jun e 1969, I moved to Boston to attend 
medical schoo l at' Tufts . I met my wife Connie in 1972, and we were married in 
1975 during my residency training in internal medicine. In 1976 I went to work 
as a primary care internist for th e Harvard Community Health Plan. At that time 
a small, relatively new health maintenance organization, it is now the largest in 
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New Eng land. I'v e had a fulfilling career, but the practice of medicine remains a 
great challenge, especially in the 1990s. 

For m e, th e mo st important part of my life has been my family and 
friends. Writing for the tw enty -fi fth reunio n classbook is a bittersweet experi
ence for me because of the deaths of one of my daughters, Becky, and that of my 
close friend and classmate, Rick Goldman, both of whom I miss very much. 

My memories of my Yale expe rience are inev itabl y linked with memo 
ries of friendship s made at Yale . I still see and remain close with Tom Finarelli, 
and correspon d periodically with Jamie Woo lery and Karl Ameriks, my room
mates at Yale. I see them all too infr equently, I wish it were otherwise. 

I' ve been blessed with three beaut iful childr en and a wo nd erful w ife . 
When my second child , Becky, died in 1988 at the age of eight of a brain tumo r, 
it was my older daughter D ebbie, then age nin e, who helped sustain us through 
som e tough times . And now we have a two-year - old son, Zach, w ho fills our 
days with laughter. 

There are many things in life th at college does not prepare one for. 
Someone once told me that th e secre t to happ iness in life is in what one mak es 
of Plan B. 

Anyway, my years at Yale remain an important part of my life, even if 
they didn't prepare me for Plan B. 

JAMES R. BESANCON 

46 Glen Street, Na tick, MA 01760 
(508) 533-6451 

W ILLIAM S. BESLOW 

45 Brewster R oad, Scarsdale, NY rn583 

(914) 723 - 2934 

JOHN E. BIERW IRT H II 

1975 SW Montgomery Dri ve, Portland, OR 97201 

A won derfu l wo m an who shares my life, three ext raordin ary children, 
Mary, Jack and Emily. 

BARTON D. BILLARD 

14001 Parkland Drive, Rockville, MD 20853 

(301) 871-5574 



Lee W. Bachman 

John, Gaily, and Barrett Beinecke John Beinecke riding the Cresta 

Robert E. Beach, Jr. Thaddeus R. Beal, Jr. 



Edmund Bartlett HI David and Jackie Bell and daughters 

Stephen T. Bemis David J. Benjamin III Ira J. Berkower 

Connie, Debbie , Zach, and Ken Bernstein Stephen B. Billick 



68 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

DR. STEPHEN BATES BILLICK 

r4r East 55th Street, Apartment 7A, New York, NY roo22 
(212) 935-21 51 

Associate Profes sor of Psychiatry, N ew York M edi cal Co llege, Chief 
Psychiatric Inpatient Services, St. Vincent's Ho spital , Director of Medical Stu
dent Education. I absolute ly love teaching. Past President of New York Council 
of Child Psychi atry. 

Co mmander, Most Venerable Order of St. Joh n of Jeru salem (by Queen 
Elizabeth II). Cavalli ere, Order of Saints Mauri ce and Lazarus (Duca Savoiia). 

Love playing softba ll, squash, and doubles (in preparation for old age!). 
Love traveling to Paris, Geneva, Tokyo, London, Great Smoky Mountains, etc.; 
devotee of Frequent Flyer Miles! 

Enjoy black tie an d white tie events-a nd I look particularl y "dashing" 
in my kilt (old MacDuff)-but all in all, I still prefer being in blue j eans, t-shirt, 
and barefoo t. Daily, I still wear conse rvative bow ties. 

I am fully addicted to New York City-theater, exotic restaurants and 
groceries - although I am true to my Wisconsin upbringing (i.e., I drink my 
milk out of glass returnable bottl es and prefer a meal of charcoal grilled bratwurst 
and microbrewery beers). 

I dream of a world free of bigot ry, racism and hate. 
I sometimes dream of being Ma ster of a residentia l college at Yale (look

ing homeward angel?). 

JAM ES R. BILTEKOFF 

38 Hallam. Road, Buffalo, NY 14216 
(716) 874-65 20 

Joann e and I recently announced the sale of our company, Elan Food s. 
What a w ild and wonderfu l seven years ! We are ex tra ordin arily proud of Elan 
Premium Frozen Yogurt. We were privileged to play a lead role in the launc h of 
a w hole new food category; frozen yogurt has grown from nothing to capture 
fifteen percent of the ice cream market. We are happy, battle- scarred, and per
haps a little famous withi n food circles. 

Like so many of our class, we are learn in g to adjust to an empty nest . 
Our daughter Leslie has en tered Tufts. Katy, a senior at University of Vermont, 
has begun to con templ ate the reality ofleaving academia for "The World." 

And so we are all preparing for new adventures. 
It seems stran ge to look back a quarter of a ce ntury when we are so 

focused on the future. Time has not diminished my apprec iation or affection for 
Yale. We were a privileged few, honor ed to share in a distinguished tradition. 
Hop efully, we are using our gift of ed ucati on for the betterment of oursel ves, 
ou r children, and our com munities. 
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STEPHEN J. BITTNER, M .D. 

91 East Avenue, Norwalk, CT 06851 

Greetings and a hearty Bow Wow Wow, dear Gentleman Songsters, fel
low final offspring of the All Male Yale! Back in those days they didn't call it a Y 
chromosome for nothing . What can I tell ya? Twenty - five years in nothing flat, 
eh wot? Les Jaubourgs des vie/lesses h ere we are. I greet you from deepest suburbia 
where, in my L-and -B-oid armchair, I occupy my ringside seat at la comedie 
humaine. What have I been doing? An unparaphrasably fascinat ing life, but only 
to about one or two people, at most. A sketc h (if you really want to know): I 
seem to recall some thin g abo ut medical school, but mostly what I "do" is mar
riagehood and parenthood, adrift on a sea of domestic desiderata, wit h plumbing 
crises, dental appoint ments, children's milestones, and occasional going to work . 
(I once saw a woman on TV who, when asked what she "did," slippin gly 
replied, ''I'm a daughter.'' Most apt! I, therefore, am a spousefather, or some 
such.) For thrills I mostly (still?!) read (someone in publishing once asked me at a 
party, "Oh, do you read?"); get excited about ideas and other word-t hing s (as 
opposed to politics, gardens, ant iqu es, whatever); work on projects wi th kids and 
friends; race bi cycles (a recent preposterous obsession taught to me by my son, 
occasioned by my arthritic football knee that cut short a brilliant jogging caree r). 
Increasingly I seem to be dealing with the onslaught of entrop y of the house, 
body (bifocals at last!), and fam ily (two big losses last year still have us a bit 
adrift). Workwise, I did pediatrics for awhile, but in a fit of midlife karrn.ic some
thing or other, and in an effort to further exploi t my weaknesses, ten years ago I 
jumped to psychiatry (good grie:£1 a seco nd residency. What was I thinking?). 
Here, I have found "my tru e niche" ("true Nietzsche"?), sort of a return of the 
repressed English major, explicating, deconstructing, coauthoring, occasionally 
healing, other people's ep ics, sagas, tragedies and melodramas. I am in charge 
(sort of) of an ado lescent program, which enab les me to immerse myself in my 
own leve l of developmental stu ckness and keeps me away from oldies stations . 

My wife Marcia, the light of my life, remains, after twenty-seven yea rs 
(!?) the steady corrective to my excesses and tangents. She is, besides, a mild
mannered marketing director for a great metropolitan (Norwalk) maritime 
center (her fifteen minutes of fame thrust upon her last year when lawyers were 
given free admission, as a professional courtesy, to a shark exhibit). Darcey, my 
twenty-year - old daughter, is intelligent, beautiful, and dauntless. She is thinking 
of medical schoo l (which could mean another four years of babysitting her 
obstreperous parrot) and is spend in g the summer as a White House intern, 
w hi ch is by far the best place to be if you're thinking of being a doctor. My son, 
Jak e, is eightee n, just grad uated from high school: Jam es Deanesque, gifte d aes
thete, connoisseur and cyclist . He is off to architecture school in the fall on his 
way to emu latin g his idol, Frank Lloyd Wright. I have been privileged these last 
fou rteen years to have been adopted by a glorious mutt, Dancer, perhaps the 
most highly evo lved creature I've ever personally known, the Dalai Lama of 
dogdom. I have also been lu cky to have had the chance to work and play with a 
wonderful group of friends, also therapists, in New Haven, and thus get to hang 
out a bit in the Great Blue Aura as it changes and stays the same over the years. 



70 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

My good friends from Yale track, Mark Young '68, Larry "Red Fox" Kreider, 
and Chuck "Mad Dog" Hobbs reune as much as possible. Still waiting for some
one to break our Yale mile relay record . Boola Boola. 

My feelings about the Yale years are mixe d: the tim es were too tumul
tuous (as the anniversaries of the assassinations of Martin Luther King and Robert 
Kennedy attest) and my own adolescent meshugaas too awful to make the mem
ories unambival ent, but as the years pass, I feel more and more that I got what I 
imagined I came for : a stiff dose of classical (i.e., old canonica l) liberal arts educa
tion that nurtured my congenital fascination with words, history, and ideas into 
a lifelong passion. So I'd like to use this poor forum_, for what it's worth, to 
thank old Eli and in particular some of my favorite teachers: Alic e Miskimin, 
Bart Giamatti, Alvin Kernan, M.J.K. O'Loughlin, Kenley Dov e, Cyrus Hamlin, 
Charl es Garsid e, Richard Ellmann, Robert Brumbaugh, Willard Oxtoby, and 
(probably) others. Thanks. 

MICHAEL JOHN BLAKE 

39 Andrews Road, Wakefield, MA or88o 
(617) 224-0 624 

PETER B. BLASINI 

35 Bellevue Road, New Hav en, CT 065II 

(203) 776-5258 

THOMAS P. BLOCH 

30 Lowell Road, Wellesley, MA 02 I 8 I 

(617) 43 r- 8484 

WILLIAM]. BOGATY 

3225 Gallows Road, Room 2Boo2, Fairfax, VA 22037 
(703) 846-r200 

Left Yale in 1969 as a callow Japanese historian and went to Yale Law, 
mostly to wait out Vietnam. As the law school was full of peopl e who already 
knew all the answers (now running your government), I spent as much time as 
possible studying probability theory at Aqueduct. Subs equently found job at 
Mobil Oil in Japan, combining law and Far Eastern interest, leading to my life
tim e, though sporadic, connection with Japan. Never a serious lawyer (how 
could anybody?), and since the mid- eighti es have departed from that priesthood. 
Have stayed with Mobil since I have been offered a series of wi ldly different 
careers/geographies under one employment umbr ella. After several years in 
Japan, in the seventies, moved to London to look after Middl e East stuff, then to 
New York. Came to D.C. with my emp loyer in 1987, thu s completing a circle 
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by returning to my birth sit e . Now Assistant T reasurer of Mobil , looking after 
worldwi de capita l mark ets and for eign exc hang e. Yale's libera l ar ts ed ucation 
undoubt edly prepared me for this latest challenge, thou gh in ways still som ew hat 
rn.ystenous to me. 

In the cours e of this life, I was married in 1967, as a callow lad, and sub
sequently had tw o sons, one born in New H aven and one in Tokyo, who are 
now young men. That their educa tion was acquired at Connecticut Co llege and 
Gouc her is a testament to changing times. H ow different their wo rld is (aside 
from the persistence of Jim i H endrix)! Separated/divorced in the 1980s. R eno 
vation via marriage to H ele n , a N ew Z ealander, in 1989, who has turn ed, at th e 
least, my geogra phical persp ective arou nd. We are enjoyin g our selves, our lives, 
and the prospect s of advancing age and wisdom together. 

I distill all of this to thr ee principl es: 
1) The lived but unexamined life is sup erior to th e exam ined but unlived 

life . 
2) Exper iment beats policy; Edmund Bur ke got it mostly right. 
3) Bow ling for dollar s isn't a bad relig ion , and there's no Lent. 

ALANE. BOLES, JR. 

525 College Avenue, Bou lder, CO 80302 

(303) 447-3280 

BRUCE R. BOLNICK 

N orth eastern U niversi ty, Department of Econo mics, Boston, MA 021 I 5 

(617) 437- 2879 

STEPHEN M. BOOKBINDER 

21 Westbourne R oad , N ewton Ce nter, MA 02159 

(617) 332-1174 

GEOFF BOOTH , M .D. 

r Mir a Flores Lane, Belvedere-Tiburon , CA 94920 

(415) 435- 3955 

I am a com fortably middle- aged Chief of Outp at ient Psychiatry at th e 
San Francisco VA Medica l Cen ter, and I am an Assoc iate Cl ini cal Pro fessor of 
psychiat ry at the Un ivers it y of California, San Francisco. I now live in Marin 
County in a lovely home overlooking th e bay, after I escaped a very close call in 
th e Oakl and-B erke ley firestorm of 1991. I los t every thing I owned and was 
lucky to escape wi th my life as nei ghbo rs on all sides of m e were killed . I have a 
busy schedule of teach ing, research Gust go t a large grant to do neuropharmaco 
lo gic clini cal research tri als), patient care, and other "fac ul ty bu siness" at th e 
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university. I have a few publications, a few achi evements, and lot s of lov es, 
despite the fact that I live w ith a partner of twenty years . I don't get back East 
much. The last trip to Yale was in 1990. I went up there for solace and memo
ries on a side trip from my brother's funeral in Westport, Connecticut. He was 
killed in a small plane crash in sou thern Connecticut. 

I have my good days and my bad days as we all do. It is hard to believe 
that it has been twenty-five years since I was racing up th e hill to the biology 
tower for those eight o'clock classes that I always made by 8:20. I miss Jonath an 
Edwards and our c\aziness. I often think that the memories have faded, but at 
the strangest times-sitting on the Golden Gate Bridge in traffic or during the 
adag io of some very familiar symphony - New Haven bolts into my mind with 
its warm flush of recollect ion. I miss you guys: Myron, Clay, Roy, Bob, Steve, 
Gary, AJ, Jim, Tom I. and Tom K. I miss the twenty -year -old you, too ... Geoff 

DONALD R. BORDLEY, M.D. 

2 Millwood Court, Pitt sford, NY 14534 
(716) 586-6798 

Personal stiif.f Married Billie Pell in the summer of 1969, shortly after 
graduat ion from Yale. Great happiness in December 1978 with the birth of Erin 
Chandler Bordley. Great sadn ess in 1981 when Billie and I were separate d and 
later divorced. 

Great happiness again in 1987 w hen I married Priscilla Martin and again 
in November 1990 with the birth and adoption of Christopher Ross Bordley. 
Priscilla is also a teaching internist, now working two - thirds time at that and of 
course full-time at parenting Chris. Fortunately, Erin and her mother live close 
by, so I have the joy of both chi ldr en- althou gh at times I think I'm a bit too 
old to have an adolescent and a two-year-old at the same tim e. 

A great legacy from Yale has been my close friendship with Mike Ken
field and his wife Linda, w ith whom I have cycled many mi les, skied many 
slopes, talked many hours, and shared triumph s and traged ies. 

After family and friends, greatest joys are cycling, skiing (downhill and 
cross- country), and reading. 

Professional stuff Taught seventh, eighth and ninth grade English at 
Gilman School in Baltimore for two years before giving way under five genera- ! 
tions of genetic pressure to pursue a career in medic in e. Returned to Yale in 
1971-72 as a specia l student to do premed, then off to medical schoo l at John s 
Hopkins. Graduated in 1976 and "matched" for my internal medicine residency 
at Strong Memorial Hospital in Rochester, New York. Have been in Rochester 
ever since, as residency was followed by chief residency, fellowship in general 
internal medic ine, and then a faculty position in the Department of Medicine. 
Currently Associate Professor of Medicine and Acting Ch ief of Medicine at 
Rochester General Hospital, a 540-bed teaching affiliate of the University of 
Rochester. My first love is teaching, and my greatest professional triumph is 
receiving the award for Best Clinical Teacher from the University of Rochester 
Medical School Class of 1993. 
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MICHAEL F. BOUSCAREN 

40 Lind en Circle, Scarborough, NY 105 IO 

The past twenty-five have been evenly split in years of marriage and 
family and developmental single life ending in 1980. Deedie Clark became my 
bride thirteen years ago; we have three girls, Chloe (ten), Lila (eight), and Mag
gie (three). We live near th e Hudson River, north of New York City, and I 
manage bond portfolios at Salomon Brothers Asset Management. 

Today my future visio n fills mostly with the continuing growth of our 
children. Fortunately, Deedie and I will share youthful perspec tiv es with our 
girls for at least anothe r twenty years, until they are grown up. 

We find fu lfillm ent in the challenges of raising a family, and the hard 
work finds reward in the love we share with our thr ee wonderful little people. 

In family life I have found focus and meaning in a world otherwise dis
tracting in the fleeting and sometim es hollow rewards of professional notoriety 
and financial gain . Too many people take all of that too seriously. 

After two years in the Navy, H arvard Business School, and time in th e 
grai n trade, I settled into the money trade, becoming a specialist in municipal 
bonds, and launched my present career as investment advisor, first at Putnam in 
Boston, and then in 1986 w ith Salomon Brothers. It's been a grea t run, and the 
business is recession proof? 

The question "Where do you want to be in the nex t five or ten years?" 
is answered by us: Just abou t where we are now in terms of the commitments 
we have to one another, save we hope to find continued enrichment through 
wha t we do, in the peop le we touch and who touch us. 

Other goals: continue to invest in marriage and family, run a few more 
Boston Marathons, achieve a single digit golf handicap, try to stay humble. 

Finally, I hope Yale can strengthen its tradition of providing responsible 
leaders across all aspects of American culture through a curriculum that instills 
the wisdom of the ages. 

STEPHEN J. BOYER, M.D. 

3708 SW Lyle Court, Portland, OR 97221 
(503) 294-0520 

EDWARD R. BOYLE, M.D. 

679 St. Andrews Way, Vandenberg Village, CA 93436 

(805) 737-3375 (ofc.) 

After all these years, Yale still intimida tes me just a little . Someone made 
a mistake and accidentally admitted me into a club where I don't really belong. 
Not wit ty enough, not quic k enough, no t successful eno ugh, not confident 
enoug h. 

Even writing this brief no te is a minor ordeal. It's as though I were in a 
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competitive event to see who can be the most insightfo l and clever. 
Getting past these crin ging and projective asides, I am a radiologist by 

profession and will soon be settlin g in Lompoc, California, a small town north of 
Santa Barbara. Hopefully this will become my home. 

Each move since high school in Hicksville, New York, has had a very 
good purpose, yet the net effect has been to make me disconnected and home
less. I have wandered from Yale to medical school at State University of New 
York in Brooklyn; to family practice residency in Santa Monica, California; to 
Monticello, New York, to be near my beloved grandmother; to Albert 
Schweitzer Hospital in rural Haiti to serve the poor, live out my romanticized 
dream of being a doctor/"missionary"/adventurer, and allow my children and 
me to learn my wife's culture and language; to Palm Bay, Florida, to be the per
fect family practitioner; to radiology residency at Ohio State University, as the 
old est resident in their history, in ord er to escape the self- imposed burd ens of 
idealism before burning out; to Claremont, California, for a good job in a nice 
area; and now to an even better j ob in an even nicer area. 

Marie, who remains beautifu l despi te the rigors of twenty-one years of 
marriage to me, has grudg ingly moved with me most steps of the way, along 
with our two chi ldr en. Our son .Kevin is a happy and successful sophomore at 
Stanford. Tanya is our popular, accomplished, intellectual, high school cheer
leader daughter who wants to go to Yale. 

Boola! Boola! 
P.S. I am inven ting a piece of furniture which w ill be more popular than 

the hoola hoop and promise to have published before our fiftieth reunion a trea
tise on cerebra l dominance which I began at Yale and whic h will revo luti onize 
the world's understanding of the human mind. Fortunately, by then, those of you 
who are still alive won't have a mind with which to remember my promises. 

BARNEY J. BRAWER 

R.R. 1, Box 164, Chester, VT 05143 

(802) 875-2959 

Like everyone else, I don't feel old enough to have graduated from Yale 
twenty-five years ago. In another part of this book, I've shared some thoughts 
about my exper ience at Yale, my life since then, and my attempt to understand 
the connections between the two. I'm happy and restless in wha t seems like the 
appropriate balance. My life includes a wonderful spouse and daughter whom I 
love, aging relatives, interesting and difficult work, enough money to pay the 
bills. I'd love to talk with others about where we've been and where we'd like 
to be going. See you at the Reunion! 

RICHARD BREITMAN 

127 Qu incy Street, Chevy Chase, MD 20815 

(202) 885-2403 
Department of History, Th e American University, Washington, DC 20016 
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Personal: m arrie d to C arol Rose; childr en Da vid (nine) and Marc (five). 
Ph.D. in hi story, H arvard University (1985) . 

Prefessional: Pro fessor of History, The America n Univ ersity, Washington, 
D . C. Author of four boo ks and twenty-odd art icl es in German an d American 
history. M ost recent book: The Architect ef Genocide: Himmler and the Final Solu
tion, which won a p rize given by the Insti tu te of Contemporary Hi story in 
Londo n. Consultant to the Unit ed Stat es Ho locaust M emorial Mu seum and oth
er organizations. 

Hobbies: tennis, reading mys tery novels, rooting for the Boston Celtics. 
Memories of Yale: livel y tim es in Mor se Co llege dorms and courty ard ; hat 

ing to get up for early classes; the tie game Yale lo st (and th e b et I lost); goo d 
professors and bad food. 

Hope for the future: ·mor e commo n sense an d less partisanship in govern
m ent, th e acad emic wo rld and society. 

MICHAEL A. BRESSACK 

21 Osage Avenue, Los Altos, CA 94022 

CHRISTOPHER C. BREWSTER 

1 6420 5th Avenue Nor th , Plymouth, MN 55447 

My caree r began with phases in teac hin g, advertising, and .city planning 
(the last one h elpin g pl an a new cap i tal city in Nig eria) . The n I go t into th e 
computer busin ess in Minn eso ta, making use of a tech ni cal aptitud e that I 
neglec ted durin g college. Since 1982 I' ve worked for Cray R esearc h, th e main 
mak er of supe rcomp ut ers. 

By age twenty-four I was already entering my secon d marri age, but this 
on e turned ou t to b e the kee per. M y wife, th e former Nancy Ridolfi, is a ph ysi-
cist (and, after hours, a good pianist). · 

W e hav e two kids. R ebecca (twe lve) plays pedal harp and shows talent in 
drawing, doesn't do much with scienc e in spite oflong - running encouragemen t 
from us. B en (seven) is comp letely ded icated to baseball; winter is only th e tim e 
between baseball seasons. I'm helping him alon g, but he'll be too good for me in 
a few years . Baseball is useful for teaching him other skills, such as readi ng and 
math. 

The Reunion qu estion form asked for lo ves, drea m s, and so forth. For 
many years my interests have been dominated by music, with some performing 
(play in g trombo ne in a brass grou p) and lots of listen ing to mor e and more 
obscure composers as tim e h as passed. 

My p oli tical attitu de isn' t too far from the rece nt movement called 
"comm uni tarian ." My only radical opinions are in favo r of preservi ng the env i
ronment . 

Any Yalies wh o have an Int erne t connec tio n are encouraged to write me 
on that me diu m. Addr ess:cb @cray.com. Tolmach, thi s means yo u. 



Yale Class of I969 - 25th R eunion Class Book 

DAVID W. BREZINA 

5152 Sou th Cody Cour t, Littleton, CO 80123 

I hav e put off thi s proj ect to th e last possible moment , not wanting to 
stop long enough to dwell on th e fact th at it has b ee n twenty-fiv e yea rs since 
graduation. It is very hard to believe ... the roller coas ter ride we have all , I am 
sure, been on has only increas ed its velocity eac h year. The goals set in yo uth 
have not changed sign ificantly, but th e time frame for ach ieving them has 
stre tched ou t incr edib ly. For me, th e expe nditur e of time and energy dur ing the 
last two-and-a-half decades can be funneled into thr ee in terwov en buck ets: fam
ily, fun, and career. 

My two sons are grown (almost) and out of th e house (not quite); my 
wife is back in school and coping wi th work, home, and studying; I'm dealing 
w ith having become a gran dfath er j ust a few month s ago . Th rough all of th is, I 
have discovered that th e n umber of restauran ts visited is inv ersely proportional 
to the number of kids at home and hours of study requir ed by your spouse to 
pursue her goa ls. 

I still enjoy sports of all kinds, altho u gh the body has shown new limit s 
eac h and every year. Hiking and biking are now my major outdoor com pul
sions . Ha ving liv ed in Colorado since co llege, there is no end to the 
br eath taki ng venues for such act ivities. Additionally, I enjoy playing pool w ith 
friends at The University Clu b of D enver. It is amazing how many Ivy Leaguers 
have led the same wayward life as I and developed a proclivity for suc h a game 
of skill. 

After taking a stab at law schoo l, I found that I enj oyed admin istrat ion 
and manage m ent more. I combined both (law and m.anagement) by first wo rk
ing in the Colorado j udi cial system and ul tim ately serving a stint as Clerk of the 
Supreme Court. For the past ten years I have wor k ed in the private sector as 
Dir ector of Administration for a dynamic law firm in Denver. 

Through all of this, my Yale experience has sh ow n through and colored 
many of the things I have done and the friends I h ave found along th e way . 
Thos e were four of the best years of my life. I wo uld not trad e them for any
thing. 

TIMOTHY PAUL BRINEY 

Albany Turnpike, Old Chatham, NY 12136 

(5 I 8) 794-9089 (res.) 
(5 r8) 438-27II (ofc.) 

Ten years as a teacher of English (immediately following Yale), the n ten 
years in the thoroughbred industry. Alon g th e way, a m aster's degr ee in educa
tion and, recently, th e Certified Financial Planner designation as part of a 
five-year - old career as financ ial plann er/investment advisor. Pursuing Master of 
Science in Financial Plann in g, must compl ete in seven years (we'll see). 

Married, happily, in J une r984 to Dallas Collingwood, w h ose daug h ter 
Alexandra wi ll graduate from Colby in 1995 . Dallas directs the development 
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efforts of Miss Hall's Schoo] in Pittsfield, Massachusetts. 
In May 1993 the twenty-seventh annual Derby party cum the much 

appr eciate d Hudson Strode Memorial games. 
Bridge, golf, and tennis, all deteriorat ing . 

ROB .ERT A. BRINKLEY 

836 Thorn Run Road, Coraopolis, PA 15108 

DANIEL SEYMOUR BRINSMADE, 3D 

Hatfield Hill Road, Bethany, CT 06525 
(203) 393-2401 

JAMES R. BROACH 

360 East 88th Street, Apartment 2A, New York, NY 10128 

LEER.BROCK 

1603 Caroline Street, Fredericksburg, VA 22401 

(703) 373- 1308 

RICHARD C. BRODHEAD 

515 South Melville Street, Philadelphia, PA 19143 

EARL V. BROWN, JR. 

1636 A Beekman Place, NW, Washington, DC 20009 
(202) 265- 3270 

I am currently Counsel to the International Brotherhood of Teamsters. I 
received my JD. from the University ofVirginia in Charlottesville. I have repre
sented labor unions and emp loyees sin ce 1974. I was a partner in the labor law 
firm of Cooper, Mitch and Crawford in Birmingham, Alabama, and subsequent 
ly Associate General Counsel of the United Mine Workers of America. In 1992 
I left the United Mine Workers to join the new reform adm inistrat ion in the 
Teamsters. That administration is the first directly elected one in Teamster histo 
ry, and won in a court-supervised election condu cted in late 1992. 



Rick Benes 

The Terence G. Benson family 

The Donald R . Bordl ey family 

Steve, Marcia, Jake, and Darcey Bittner 

Rick Larkin, Jim Schweitzer. Will and Helen Bogaty, 
Don Galligan, and Robb High, Bogaty wedding 

Michae l and D eedie Bouscaren and daughters 



Barney Brawer and family - wife "getting her · doctorate 
from an obscure college in Cambridge, MA," daughter, 
mom, and in-laws (backs to camera) 

Richard and Carol Breitman 

"MOTHER," 1904 Silliman (1971): Ric hard The Kenn,eth S. Brown,Jr. family 
Platt, Marshall Taylor , Malcolm Brown, 
Robert Danly, Thomas McNamee 
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KENNETH S. BROWN,JR. 

99 Sanborn Lane, Reading, MA OI 867 

Spent four years in the Navy Nuclear Subm arine program. M .B.A. from 
Harvard Business School. Have spent th e last fifteen years selling and marketing 
computer tapes and other magnetic media, working for BASF and Anacomp. 
Have been an active rugby player since 1976. Marri ed Fran in 1980 and have 
one son, Kenneth III, born in 1984. 

DR. MALCOLM McD. BROWN 

I I IO Arbor Road, Winston-Sa lem, NC 27104 

(919) 659-9218 

After leaving Yale in 1969, I had a goal of becoming a doctor and caring 
for people. I went to medical school at Columb ia University wh ere the medical 
training was fine, but it took me little time to learn I had no taste for living in 
the Big Apple. Therefor e , I moved to the opposite extreme and took my resi
dency in Cooperstown, New York. It was a wonderful three years, but it was a 
little isolated for a perm.anent residence. I mov ed on to a fellowship in rheuma
tology in Chapel Hill, North Carolina. The specialty of arthritis appealed to me 
particu larly becaus e I lik e dealing with people. This field still tak es a very per 
sonal approach wi th patients, with less emphasis on tests and procedures. 

After finishing my training , I join ed a large group practice in Katonah, 
New York. There I was able to practice some rheum.atology, but a large part of 
my tim e was involved in primary care in int ernal medicine. The area was beau
tifu l, and the practice was very successfu l. How eve r, as time passed, I felt that 
something was missing. At age forty, in a predictable manner, my qu estioni ng 
b eca me so great that I decided to resign from th e practic e . I spent one year 
reassessing my goals. A decision was made to mov e to Winston-Salem, North 
Carolina, where a much more easygo ing life style was available. I also was able 
to set up a practice limit ed completely to rh eumatology. This has worked out 
very well. I now have time to pursue other interests in addition to medicine , 
including positions on the board of the local symphony, on th e board of a local 
agency that helps peop le in tim es of crisis, and in the local Episcopal Church. In 
view of the complex natur e of medicine (which has changed so dramatically in 
just the few years since my graduation), I find it difficult to understand how our 
current President is go ing to find a solution the health care probl em. Primary 
care medicine is exhausting and mentally draining. 

At this point I am working on a foundation sponsoring research on 
rheumatoid arthritis. R ecog nizing that there is more to treating patients than 
prescribing medications, I have establish ed groups in which alternative therapies 
such as meditation will be used in combination with more traditiona l th erap ies. 
Hop efully this project will be fruitful and will expa nd as tim e passes. 

Above all, I have made time for my family. I am married and have three 
children. Certainly the opportunity of watching them grow has been the most 
rewar ding experi ence of my life. My twin boy s are approaching college age, and 
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I will be interested to see what N ew Haven is like after so many years when th ey 
visit it . My youngest child is a girl, and daughters are fun. P erhaps she will go to 
Yale in th e future. 

THOMAS H. BROWN 

153 Lakeside Place, Highland Park, IL 60035 

After leaving Stiles College and Yale at the end of sophomore year, I fin
ished a degree in math at Oklahoma State University and a lieu tenant's 
commission in th e Air Force. Mary Beth Evans (Mount Holyok e '69) and I 
were married (with Lamar Smith, John Darrow, and Bill Moon attending) in 
r970, following a romance kindled at a Mount Holyok e College mixer in 1966. 
As the story goes, there were stacks of brownies on a table to on e side and Mary 
Beth to the other. We enjoyed (I more than she) a year of pilot training in Lare
do, Texas, followed by three years in Plattsburgh, New York, and two summers 
in Thailand flying KC - 135s and finishing a master's degree from Southern Cal in 
systems manag ement. After leaving the Air Forc e in r975, I did a master's degree 
in civil eng ine ering at MIT in 1976. We've been in th e Chicago area ever since, 
working in various aspects of transportation planning for the area. I am current 
ly in charge of airport planning for United Airlines, which takes me to a goodly 
number of places around the world. Daughter Alice (pride and joy) was born in 
1983 and is zipping through grade school. Publications: a few journa l articles and 
coparticipation in Measuring Airport Landside Capacity-don't rush to your local 
bookstores. Current interests: woodworking, books, tennis, and city planning. 
Favorite Yale memories: fall walks to the Bowl, Scully's architecture course, and 
very late nights listen ing to Miles Davi s with John Oley er, Lamar and all the 
Vand erb ilt/Stil es bunch . 

GREGORY J. BROWNE 

P.O. Box 796, Sag Harbor, NY 11963 

(516) 725-0573 

BYRON E. BRUBAKER, JR . 

1400 Willow, Apartment I 504, Louisville, KY 40204 

(502) 456- 1504 

RICHARD D. BRUNS 

27 Meridian Road, Rowayton, CT 06853 

(203) 852-0150 
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ROBERT L. BRUSH,JR. 

16031 Royal Oak Road, Encino, CA 91436 

MICHAEL BUAS 

9713 For est Grove Drive, Silver Sp1;ing, MD 20910 

(301) 933-5230 

THOMAS J. BUCCELLO 

196 Roxbury Road, Washington Depot, CT 06793 

Twenty-five years carries with it such a weight, I feel I should invent a 
lit tle more of a life for myse lf, lest I not be up to snuff. However, snufflers, my 
story ... 

I've been an actor all these years (save for the first couple when I was in 
the Drama School training for it all). New York, Broadway and Off; theaters 
around the country; Hollywood , television, a series, and films. And always com
mercia ls. Dozens, . thank God, of commercials. Some years have been good, 
som e miserable. The work itself is generally enjoyabl e, the business grows less 
and less so. But, to its cre dit , showbiz has introduced me to wonderful people
great friends, artists, and loves. For the past twe lve years I've shared my life with 
my friend Tim, a fellow actor, and even when professionally things may hav e 
been rotten, life has nonetheless managed to be pretty swell. We've a home in 
Connecticut, a place in Provence, not much in the bank, but what the hell. I 
look forward to being able to write pretty much the same thing at our fiftieth. 

Heilo to Gene, JJ, and Pat. 

ROBERT W . BUCHOLZ, M.D. 

4005 Wingren, Irving, TX 75062 

(214) 717- 3874 

CHARLES H . BUCK III 

507 Rockford Place, Corona del Mar, CA 92625 

(714) 759- 6616 

EDW IN J. BUCKINGHAM III 

3602 Albans, Houston, TX 77005 

(713) 668-9523 

Cheryl and I have been married for twenty-two years, and we have a 
daughter, Emma, who is five years old. 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 8I 

For the last sixteen years we have lived in Houston, where I have 
worked for the U.S. subsidiaries of Solvay S.A., a Belgian chemical and pharma 
ceutical compa ny. (I trust that my classmates, unlik e a few people I' ve met in this 
country, are familiar with Belgium.) I'm now Vice President and General Coun 
sel of Solvay Am erica, Inc., the U.S. holding compa ny for the Solvay operat ion s 
here. 

In th ink ing about the last twenty-five years, my first reactions are that 
I'm very glad I got married; I' m very glad we had a child; and I w ish we had 
never decided to build a house. The last may be overly influenced by curre nt 
events, though; see how I feel in five years. 

ALBEE L. BUDNITZ, M .D . 

27 Wheaton Drive, Nashua, NH 03063 
The Hitchcock Clinic, P.O. Box 2064, 21 East Hollis Street, Nashua, NH 03061 

(603) 880-35 64 

Unbelievably happily remarried, with lots of kids, all ages, not all at 
home, growing fast and well! 

Primarily caring for people, but remain active in local po litic s-medica l 
and otherwise. Most recen tly fini shed three - year stint as Chief of Staff at local 
hospital, now Pr esident ofloca l (New Hampshire/Vermont) thoracic society. 
Still running, not as far, maybe anothe r (and last) marathon in several years for my 
fiftieth birthday. 

PROF. BARRY L. BULL 

2505 East Rechter Road , Bloomi ngton, IN 47401 

MORRISON M. BUMP, JR. 

3 5 Dover Road, Dover, MA 02030 
(508) 78 5-0 572 

DAVID H. BUNDY 

5700 Abbott Road, Ancho rage, AK 99507 
(907) 346-2684 

Jean and I mov ed to Alaska in 1972 after Harvard Law Schoo l. We 
weren't sure if we wanted to stay for lon g, but we're still here, and it look s like 
we're staying. After five ch ildren (ages two to twenty-three) our roots are well 
planted. 

Alaska is an int erest ing place. Except for the Native population, nearly 
everyone migrated here, frequently to escape prior failed businesses or relation
ships. So everyone is det erm ined not to repeat the mistak es of the "lo we r 48" 
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and ends up making new and different mistakes instead. The state has lived on 
oil for the past fifteen years, and we pay no income or sales taxes. The state has 
more money than is good for it, in many ways, and the soluti on to every prob
lem is to spend money on it. In fact, they pay us $ 1 ,ooo each per year ju st for 
living her e and promi sing not to leave! That do esn't keep Alaskans from being 
just as oppo sed to taxes or government reg ulation as the rest of the U.S. So we 
are a laissez-faire minded people living in the most socialist ic state in the nation. 

Fortunate ly for m e (for the past twe lve years a bankruptcy lawyer), th e 
oil-based economy makes for a boom-bu st cycle. I'm glad Clinton won (though 
he didn't even come clos e in Alaska) , as it's tim e for "o ur generation" to be in 
charge for a while, but I hop e he doe sn't get his wish to turn Alaska in to a vast 
eco logical pre serve . It's really a tragedy that we spend billions to buy oil from 
the Arabs and leave our own in th e ground. Con servation is fine as far as it goes, 
but doesn't every Frien d of the Eart h member driv e a car to protest rallies? 

Moving to Alaska hasn 't been all roses. It got bothJ ean and me disinher
ited by our families . My side are all Yale, so I guess th is shows that tolerance and 
liberal thought wasn't th e invariabl e result of a Yale education a few decades ago. 
Maybe they' ll leave it all to the alumn i fund instead, so I won't have to! Actu ally, 
tol eran ce and liberal thought isn' t all that widespread in our generation either. 
Twenty and thirty years ago I enjoyed reading the letters in the Yale Alumni Mag
azine, all of which were signed by graduat es with old Yank ee names from classes 
like ' 14 and '22, to the effect that Yale had becom e impos sibly left-wing, and the 
lett er-writ er had sent hi s last contribution. Now I read the same lett ers, excep t 
they're from graduate s of' 58 and '66 . Are you and I go ing to be sendin g thes e 
letters in next? 

One thing I have figured out: I don't hav e a lot to grip e about. Our 
marriag e has survived tw enty-fiv e years and is going strong. We've adjust ed to 
th e nineti es by me spend ing more time wit h the family while Jean pur sues her 
art career. All th e kids have turned out okay so far, wi th no significant legal or 
medical prob lems. 

H ere is a Yale lesson I'v e decided is worth rem emb ering: a politic al sci
ence prof essor declared that the national gove rnm ent operated by "th e science' of 
muddling thr oug h. " Thi s may seem a trui sm , but it explains life at eve ry level 
bett er than any other th eo ry I'v e heard . So let's keep muddlin g through and 
doing the best we can. 

FRANK BURKETT , M.D. 

168 North Man sfield Avenue, Los Angeles, CA 90036 

(213) 484-2000 
201 South Alvarado, Suite 716, Los Angeles, CA 90057 

I operate (surgeo n). I love it (my work). I lost my lov e (divo rce). I have 
four heirs (kids). I'v e been disappointed (bankrupt). I learn (from my mistakes) a 
lot. I have few honor s, but have thr ee offices. N o awards, but I have been sued . 
I'm often peeved, but not by my lack of publications. M y dreams are memor ies. 
Hopefully I will be able to do even better in the next twenty -five years. 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th R eunio n Class Boo k 

PETER A. BURKHARD 

No Addr ess Available 

G. WEBSTER BURNS 

15 34 Sixth Street, Ma nhattan Beac h, CA 90266 
(3 ro) 374-7863 

PETER H. BURR 

Ho llowbrook Co mmun ications, 545D Turner Drive, Du rango, CO 81301 

DR. DANIEL A. BUSCH 

Psychiatric Associates S.C., 707 Nort h Fairbanks, Chicago, IL 60611 

(312) 787-4797 

I neve r finished Yale. Sq I'm ambivalent about sending anyt hi ng in for 
th e Reunion Boo k, but ifYal e wan ts to claim me, who am I to complain . I left 
Yale in January 1968 for th e Uni vers ity of Houston, a very diff erent type of 
place, finished th ere in 196 9, wor ked a year, then wen t to medi cal school at th e 
Uni versity of Texas at San An tonio, gradua ted in 1974, interned at the Unive rsi
ty of Wash ington, did a psychiatry resid ency at Northw estern in Chi cago, and 
have been in Ch icago sin ce . I'm in private practice in adu lt general psychiatry, 
but my prof essional true love is psychoan alysis, and I should soon finish train ing 
at the Chicago Institut e for Psychoanalysis, which has been a wo nd erful place. 

I got married in 1973 , divorced in 1979, and had one daught er, J enni e, 
by that marriage. Hop efully, she' ll be in the Yale Class of '9 8. 

I remarried in 1981 to Jud y Skerchock (William and Ma ry, 1975 ; Ph.D. 
from Nort hwes tern Univ ersity in clin ical psycho logy, 1981), and we have two 
children, Becky (Yale Class of '06), and Joshua (Yale Class of 'u). 

Regards to all my friends. 

PAUL D. BUTCHER 

ro163 Hobsons Cho ice Lane, Ellicot t City, MD 2ro43 
(410) 465-9II7 

R ICHARD J. BUTCHER, M.D. 

R.D. 1, Box 293, Sunbury, PA 17801 
(717) 286-7894 

Married Chris Dotterer, M.D ., February 12, 1993. M ove d to farm, April 
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8, r993. New stepson, Seth Dotterer, age twenty; new stepda ughter, Kate Dot
terer, age eleven. 

WAYNE G. BUTTERFIELD 

22 Marin ero Circle, Apartment 55, Tiburon, CA 94920 

(415) 435- 9377 

Mostly overseas th e last few years, trying to promote dev elopment 
through World Bank, USA ID , and U.N. projects. Corrup tion and mismanage
m ent have taken a to ll on my sixties idealism, but I still enjoy comparing 
perspectives with folk s in foreign lands. Married Pailin Haruanch ee p along the 
way and have explo red much of southeast Asia and raised two crazy Thai kids 
together. 

GENE BUZZARD 

8608 South Florence, Tulsa, OK 74137 

(918) 492-64II 

It seems appropr iate that I am writing my first Yale paper in twenty-four 
years one day before the dead line . Procrastination dies hard. My life since Yale is 
probably not too different from th e norm-marr iage (for twenty-fo ur years), the 
draft, Vietnam (as a clerk), law school, back to th e hometown to practice law, 
three ch ildren and an income too high to qualify my chi ldren for fina ncial aid 
and too low to make payment of college expe nses comfortable. 

My connec tions to Yale have grown ever more tenuous (I'v e even man 
aged to lose track of roommates), but my time at Yale has been important to me. 
I rememb er gratefu lly the opportunity to stud y Chaucer, Joyce, and Boll. I 
remember the agony of struggling, and ultimately failing, to make sense of peo
ple lik e Heidegger and Husserl, and I feel reli ef rather than shame in adm itt ing 
that the ir stuff was, and undoubtedly still is, beyond my ken. 

I rem ember reading befor e I started Yale that it was a very competitive 
place; that there was a good deal of pressure to rise to the top of whatever activ
ity you chose to undertak e. I also remember conscious ly deciding not to 
compete with anyone on any level, but rather to try to learn as much as I could . 
In retrospect, it seems to me that I might have learned more if I had competed 
n1ore. 

I also remember the Yale community being mor e self-critical than any 
ot h er group I have been aro und. It seeme d to m e that we cons tan tly batt ered 
ourselves. If you are going to be self-absorbed, as college students are, then self
crit icism seems a healthy activ ity. 

Yale left me wit h slightly batter ed ego and with a sense of missed oppor
tunities, bu t also with what I think are th e marks of a good liberal education: a 
faith in the .value of intellectual rigor and honesty, an exciting exposure to our 
intellectual and spiritual heritage, and a sense of duty to our society. All in all, I 
think we were fortunate to have been there. 
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PROF. VINCENT BYNACK, JR. 

960 Alice Lane, Apartment 4, Menlo Park, CA 94025 

JAMES CACOS 

R.D. 1, Box 120, Putney, VT 05346 

JAMES B. CALDERBANK, M.D. 

82 Fessenden Street, Por tland, ME 04103 

WILLIAM H. CALL, M.D. 

2468 Lafayette Road, Wayzata, MN 55391 
(612) 471-0175 

WILLIAM R. CALTRIDER, JR . 

3624 Rexmere Road, Baltimore, MD 21218 

(4ro) 366-3526 (res.) 
(4ro) 494-8388 (ofc.) 

85 

Yale enabled me to learn to think, to listen and apply critical judgm en t. 
My subsequent scholarly career was spotty at best, ending in the infamo us and all 
too frequently enco unt ered "ABD" fromJohns Hopkins, bu t all was not in vain. 
I rarely encounter the opportunity to scan seventeenth - century Eng lish verse or 
calculate the orbit of an erra nt astero id (a Gold Star to the reader who discovers 
my method of meeti ng the science distribution requ irement), but even those of 
us who are not in the national loop can exercise a degr ee of intellectual rigor and 
app ly the lessons well learned to a critical problem in bus iness or th e nonprofit 
sector. One of these additional lessons of time has been that this application of 
critical thought is virtually automatic. Th ere is no gear shift for th e frontal lobe; 
somehow the reflexes take over. 

I suspect that histo ry has concluded that four years is a magic term, inso 
far that most specimens of Homo sapiens can absorb the information and 
techniques with w hich th ey have been confronted in a part icular academ ic set
ting in that period of time and thus can be safely loosed upon the world. There 
is an elegant symmetry to th is measurement of time, much akin to measurement 
of distance wh ich has produced the ninety-foot basepath and concomitant time 
req uired to make a throw across an infield. A few feet longer or shorter on the 
basepath and the drama of close play at a base is remov ed . Either the runner has 
no chance or the fielder has no chance. Ind eed, if a callow youth is turn ed out of 
college too early, he might be unable to thriv e . If he is turned out too late, he 
might be too jaded to care. The evolut ion of the four-year college pattern might 
have more to do with celestial mechanics than the endurance of the student 
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(what the Germans call Sitzfleisch), th e depth of the parents wallet, or even the 
monumental patience of the faculty. Maybe the "music of the spheres" relat es to 
the harmonious passage of human time and exper ience as well as to the in ex
orable mutu al connections of heavenly bodies as they pass through limitless time 
and space . 

I have also learne d that only the passage of time can allow one to truly 
appreciate that which has vital, enduring importance. Intellectual agility and a 
vast body of factual knowl edge are not eno ugh. Calvin Trillin writes of his class
mate in Remembering Denny, relating the sto ry of a bright and talented man 
whose life ended in self-d estruction. He concludes that his downfall was his 
physical and emotiona l isolation. I know that I was and am still prone to an icy 
aloofness borne of intellectual arrogance. This has led me to a beguiling and 
sometimes unshakable sense of self-sufficiency which has proven to be a near
fatal delusion. There is a wonderful lin e in Bernard Malamud's The Natural 
where a character says, "I believe we are given two lives; the one we learn with 
and the one we live afi:er that." The gradual yet unmi stakabl e realization that we 
are interdependent is one of the hallmarks of adulthood . The act of giving is 
profound; indeed, one might say that we cannot truly appreciate a gift or a bless
ing until we have shared freely of it. The mistakes of youth, ind eed even th e 
more tragic mistake s of adulthood, can only lead to a more profound apprecia
tion of both the resiliency of the spirit and the bottomless capacity of our fellow 
hum an beings for acts of elemental kindness. 

Nine years ago I was in the final stages of a twenty -year process of drink 
ing myse lf to death. I had learned too well the Yale lesson that one must drink 
lik e a gentleman, but I was not then and had never been a gentleman where 
alcohol was concerned. My Yale career was crippled by the onset of my alco
holi sm. It cost me roommates, the respect of classmates and friends, and the 
chance to make the most of the extraordinary opportunity to be at Yale. Cer 
tainly the Dean who threatened me with rustication for a repeat of the trashing 
of the game room knew as little about it as I did. The blackouts, the scurri lous 
language, the obsession with supply, the grad ual isol ation, and the inabi lity to 
make any reasoned judgment whenever I had consumed alco hol were to me a 
pric e of doing business if I wanted to drink. My graduate school career was 
effectively ended by it, and 1)1y life in the business world was limited to the mea
ger efforts which I could muster in between the pursuit of thos e activities which 
revolved around my need, even my righ t, to drink. My personal life was a sham
bles, for my own self- absorption was potent enough to preclude a meaningful 
relationship with others. The hallmark of this disease is denial. At the same time 
I was progressing into the chron ic stages of alcohol ism , I was at once unable to 
see the deterioration and unwilling to admit that anything was less than ideal in a 
life which had flown fully off the tracks . 

It was only when, in a moment of grace, I could admit defeat, admit that 
I had no control over alcohol, that my life turned around . I knew then that I had 
to rely upon others, to depend on their streng th , and ultimate ly and most impor 
tantly on a greater strength and higher power apart from myself which I could 
not adequately describe. Th is continues today. The blessings of life cont inu e to 
multiply, for I have regained both those aspects of a fully realized life wh ich I 
had abandoned and more importantly those people whom I conscious ly discard-



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

ed and ignored. I have been given the opportunity to face th e wonders of living 
free from the shackles of alcohol and to truly know that life has a purpose. 

This freedom has led me down many paths. My mat erial needs are me t 
by owning a real esta te brokerage and consulting company here in Baltimore, 
but my heart lies in th e nonprofit world. I had been a part of this world prior to 
sobriety and had enjoy ed a small measure of satisfaction in ed ucatio nal effor ts, 
including re- creating an academic high school which is now a consiste nt feeder 
for Yale, community organizations and public policy and political forays on 
behalf of mostly victorious candidates. Today my nonprofit portfolio is bulging, 
with current pos itions on the boards of the largest publicly funded treatment 
center in th e state, a large community menta l health cent er, an d several other 
local and statewi de organizations. I am fortunate enough to serve on two stand 
ing commiss ions for th e governor of Maryland relat ing to alco hol and drug 
abuse. These deliberations have ranged from health care delivery to education, 
employment deve lopm ent, corrections, and public safe ty. In addition, I am 
cochair of an alumni advisory board for Yale regarding alcohol and dru g edu ca
tion as well. This panel keeps me in contact with the campus of today and 
reinforces the long-held notion that this great, multifaceted place we know as 
Yale is as alive and interesting today as when we trod the sod of the O ld Cam
pus. My work with the Association ofYale Alumni and the Alumni Association 
of Maryland has allowed m e to meet Yalies rangi ng from the Class of r 904S to 
1997. I can only conclude that we are not only some of the most fortunate peo
ple on earth for the chance to have gone to Yale, we are also amo ng the most 
diverse and fascinating people I have ever encounter ed . One of the most endur
ing experie nc es of this side of my life was the privilege and honor of 
representing this co untry at an int ernational conference on alco holi sm in 
Moscow with the Soviet govern ment and th e hierarch y of the Ru ssian Ortho
dox Church. A year later I served as host fo r a delegation of Russians here in 
Maryl and. (Imagine, if yo u w ill, attemp tin g to explain to a bewildered, non
English - speaking Russian Orthodox Archbishop that I "sing" with our 
statuesque, married hoste ss as opposed to "sin" with her.) 

Singing is still one of the great jo ys of my life. I thought I knew how 
when I entered Yale, but I was to discover that I had a lot to learn. Fenno Heath 
instilled in m e th e appreciation of voca l music which I carry w ith m e today. I 
had always enjoyed music in my home as a youngster, but Fenno led me to love 
it. This too mu st be counted as another blessing. Robert Shaw once suggested 
that the ·performance of the Brahms German. Requiem had thr ee hallm arks: its cre
ation in a nat ive, accessib le lan guage, the celebration of life in lieu of the 
lamentation of de ath, and the unbreakable connection the performers would 
have with everyone who had eve r sun g the work before and everyone who 
would ever sing it in the future. With that, he bade us "have a good perfor 
mance." There are dozens of such moments in my musical career. I had 
abandoned singing for ten years in favor of the more imm ediate agenda of stay
ing drunk . When I was able to return to this endeavor, I felt as thou gh I had 
come home after a long journey. The first concert work I sang with the Balti
more Symphony Orchestra and Chorus after this lon g hiatus was Beethoven's 
Ninth Symphony, with the final movement "Ode to Joy." I am still w ith thi s 
organization, as well as thr ee other vocal ensemb les here in Maryland. The 
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immensely satisfying Yale tradition is ever present as we ll. The annu al Glee Club 
singin g dinner and the 125th and 130th Glee Club reunions are special memo 
ries. Imagine thr ee hundred aging male singers crowded on th e stage at Woolsey 
Hall at rehearsal sing ing "Moth er of Men " for argua bly the first time in twe nty 
years . Imagine, too, the devotion of those men in th eir eighties who still return, 
includin g th.ree gentl emen who were except ional soloi sts, and in on e case still is. 
Non e of us are at the stage when we shou ld be referred to as "wonder ful old 
gen tlemen, " but the time might not be far off. 

See you at the reunion. God Bless. 

DAVID B. CANIN E 

8927 Club Cree k Circle , Dallas, TX 75238 

DR . WALTER D . CANTAROW 

35 Railro ad Avenue, Norwood , MA 02062 

I remem ber sitt ing in the second balcony of the Shu bert Theatre watch
ing 1776 and being asked to move to the back of the orches tra because th e crowd 
was so small. Geoffrey Anderson, my roommate and compa nion on these many 
trip s to the theatre, predicted "Thi s one is a loser" or son-ie such prognosticat ion. 
I remember bicycling from scienc e hill to th e medical scho ol with a box lun ch 
and eating durin g bioch emi stry classes . I remember the cartogra ph y co ur se 
whe re th e teacher taught us how to lie with maps and gra ph s and h ow others 
do. I also recall havi ng one person station ed at the window in case the "Admin
istr ation " dared to b~gin digging up th e campus for th e libr ary extensio n and 
shouting "Grass not Glass," a memorable chant, clearly an examp le of environ
menta l awa reness befo re its tim e. I remem ber late-night pizzas when cholestero l 
was some thin g whose str uctu re we memorized, not somet hin g we wo rri ed 
about, and playing pool and squash in the Saybrook basement. It seems so long 
ago. 

Yale tau ght me how to think. U sing this skill, I fini shed grad uate schoo l, 
got a Ph.D. , inv ented a few things, he lped make pr egnancy and ovulation pre
dictor tests, living human rep lacement skin, tests for smo kers, and drugs w hich 
help your immun ity. Along th e way I m arried onc e , Mary, and had thr ee kids, 
Jo shua, Jeremy, and Madel yn, w ho span the ages from college to preschoo l. 

I also saved three lives and took non e and maintained my antiauthoritar 
ian outlook eve n as our gene ratio n became the authorities. I cou ld never 
und erstan d how someone co uld w ork ju st for the money and t he glory and 
make somet hing that did not help others, and I am glad to read that many of my 
classmates have not followed that path. With the diversity of the peo ple and the 
wealth of opportunities at Yale, I only regret not ge ttin g mo re from th e experi
ence. 
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RICHARD L. CANTOR 

472 Broom e Street, New York, NY 10013 
(212) 966-6135 

THOMAS C. CAREY 

21 Delprete Driv e, Hingham , MA 02043 
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I spent a few years after graduation trying out various lifestyles, all 
involving various degr ees of rebelliousn ess generated in part by my nature and in 
part as a reaction to Vietnam. Th e rebelliousness mellowed in time, and the 
events of Watergate persuaded me that "the system" was not utterly corrupt. I 
thus geared my efforts more towards the mainstream, first as a city planner in the 
Yalie-infested New York City Planning Commission, and then into the real (?) 
world as a corporate lawy er. 

I'v e spent the last twelve years or so practicing in Boston, where the Yale 
diploma is not the prevailing currency, but where it does command some vesti
gial name recognition. I moved to Boston from Buffalo in search of the perfect 
wife, whom I found in the person oflvis Villar, a clinical psychologi st from New 
York who happened to come to Boston for a one-year stint at Children's Hospi
tal, and who was gracious enoug h not to return to N ew York in order to be 
with m e. 

We were married in r983 and have a pair of twin bo ys, Thomas and 
Alexander, born in r 9 8 8. They are full of life and energy, as littl e boys every 
where tend to be, and manage simultaneously to age us physically and rejuvenate 
us spiritually. They are the center of our lives. 

My career involves representing a wide mix of bu sinesses: start-ups and 
publicly held companies; high-tech dreamers and strait-laced banks; widely suc
cessful companies and teete ring failures. Being a lawy er has been very rewa rdin g, 
not so much beca use of th e financial rewards (although I am not starving) as 
becau se of the mix of th e int ellect ual challenges and the practical problem s that 
need to be solved. 

I seldom look back to Yale, and when I do it is with the same sense of 
unreality that affec ts my recollection of childhood fairy tales. When else did I 
live in a castle? Have all my needs attended to? Live only for ideas, ideals, and an 
occasional drunken bash? It was the best of times, never to be recaptured. 

CHARLES J. CARIGNAN 

9 Birchwood Road, Windham, NH 03087 

(603) 898-4548 

Very little to report; for the past fifteen years m y wi fe Gale (we were 
marri ed in April of my senior year at Yale) and I have resided here in New 
Hampshir e- just th e two of us. After three years of boardin g school and four 
years ofYale, I was disinclin ed to undert ake furth er schooling and so ent ered the 
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work force after graduation. Being impecunious and only recently emerged from 
the tu rmo il of the sixties, I tried my hand at various ente rpri ses, including, 
briefly, teaching, construction, commercia l fishing, filmmaking, and real estate. 
Finally , I went into the securities bu siness, where I developed a specialty in New 
Hampsh ire tax exempts -a very small nich e, to be sure . 

In leisure hours I take long bicycle rides or tak e advantage of our prox
imity to Bo ston, the seacoast , the White Mountains, and Quebec. With best to 
all classmates. 

SHELDON Y. CARNES, JR. 

IO John Street, Nassau, NY 12123 

ROBERT V. CARR 

320 West Rich, De Land, FL 32720 

(904) 736-0551 

LOUIS B. CASAGRANDE 

1980 Goodrich Avenue, St. Paul, MN 55105 

(612) 698-8450 

Memory: I remember an April day in 1968. It was a nice warm day. I had 
a Kinship and Marriage sem inar with Floyd Loundsbury after lun ch, and later I 
was schedul ed to play an intramural golf match at the Yale course. It was also the 
day that Mart in Lut her Kin g was buried . At my Anthro seminar, Floyd Lounds
bury brought with him a set of newspaper clippings about th e vio lence against 
native peoples in Brazi l. At first w e believed th is was th e beginning of some 
unsch edul ed lecture, but as the tears came to Loundsbury's eyes, as he talked of 
watching the King funeral, of his frustration, we saw in this ever -so-qui et book 
ish man a commitment to humanity that none of us, I am sure, has ever 
forgotten. 

Memory: Julie and I will celebrate our twenty - fifth ann iversary in 1994 . I 
wish we cou ld do that in one of those sleazy rooms in th e Taft Hot el. For some 
incredibly low amount (wasn't it $8.oo?) we would create our own weekends of 
junk food, black-and-white TV , sex and, of course, at least one good fight. Julie 
would arrive by bus from D.C., we'd have a late dinner at the Copper Kitchen 
or some other greasy spoo n downtown, and then we'd check in at the Taft: 
"One person, only? ... Of course ." With minor alterations, this was our routine 
for nearly three years. Second semester, senior year, Juli e came up seven week 
ends in a row, allowing us to "grad uate " together (geez, we shoul d' ve kept a 
room key!). 

Memory: We were probably one of the worst freshmen golf teams Yale 
has ever had. I know, because I played second man, and I wasn't very good . But 
we had spirit, and we had fun. If I remember right , we lost to a whole bun ch of 
prep schools, particularly on the road, where rich, skinny kids with pimp les hit 
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hooks around dor m buildings to half-h idden greens in pastoral Connecticut or 
Massachusetts. But we beat Harvar d! I wish I could say that I beat my man that 
day, but I didn 't . As I walke d toward the 18th green, I was down on e and had to 
sink a long putt to tie. Watching me were most of my teammates, w h o had 
already finished their matches and, to my eyes, didn't look happy, whic h made 
me feel even more pressure. Were we ahead or not? I wasn't su re. I missed th e 
putt, but as I walked over to my teammates, th ey all burst out with smiles and 
said we had already won . God, that felt good, and it still does today. I hav e been 
back to play th e Yale course only once, but it really wasn' t much fun wi thout 
yo u guys of' 69. 

Today: We live in an d love Minnesota, having come to the land of 
Vikings, Keillor s, Humphreys, hockey puck s, and long win ter nights in 1971 
from two stran ge years in D.C. with me wa iting to be drafted w hile we marched 
against wa r and stupidity. Yes, it's cold in Minnesota, but don't feel too bad for 
us, thoug h , because we have learne d to spend as muc h time in M exico as possi
ble . That 's w h ere I did my Ph.D. research in ant h ropolo gy in th e 1970s an d 
where for fifteen years I have continued to work with the M aya peoples of C hi
a pas, and where now I go for museum meetings, cultural excha nges an d 
discount beaches . Since Juli e teaches Spanish , she goes, to o, and somet im es takes 
forty teenagers with her. Our children , Jo seph (twenty) and Elizabeth (sixtee n) , 
are native Minnesotans who can't wa it to leave . At this reading, Joseph is hope
fully in Ec uado r fo r a semester, living with h is grand moth er and stud yi ng 
Spanish for his degree at Ith aca Co llege. EB (as we call her) is defending her ten
nis titles as she finishes her junior year at St. Pau l Central. 

I have bee n at th e Science Museum of Minnesota for eighteen years. 
After family and Yale, this place has done more to shap e my mind and soul than 
anything else, and I love it. Believe it or not, museums are highly charged places 
right now. We figh t about almost everythi ng-from who rea lly owns th e arti
facts to w hat role we shou ld play in educa tion , the savin g of our planet, or in 
giving new vo ices a chan ce to be heard or seen. Since I sit on a few national 
boards concerne d w ith museum affairs, I have had the chance to watch th is new 
gold en age of museums blo ssom (ou r age is not "go lden " in financia l terms, so 
please contr ibute to your loc al museum!), and I can take some cred it for help ing 
invent some new kinds of partnerships w ith schoo ls and new fo rms of cu ltu ral 
dia logue with native commu niti es. I expect th at I will stay in the museum 
worl d , if not in Minnesota, then most likely a lot farth er sou th. 

DOUGLASS W. CASSEL, JR. 

1434 Mapl e Avenue, Wilmette, IL 60091 

(708) 251 -2873 

JAY D. CASTELLI 

319 Melbo urne Avenue, Mamaroneck, NY 10543 

It can't b e a quarter century since I left my roommate at the gates of 



92 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th R eunion Class Bo ok 

Timothy Dwi ght, both of us w ith tears running do wn our faces. Back th en I 
never im agin ed I could ever forge t the names of those stre ets surrounding Tim
othy D w ight, but I h ave ... havin g replaced th em with th e nam es of suburb an 
neigh borhood str ee ts in Westchester County, N ew Yor k. We all exce lled at 
remembering trivia back then, spittin g it back for app roving professors. But now, 
w ill we be able to rem emb er the import ant stuff-who we are and w h o we 
were durin g th e last four years of the sixties when we prolonged our adolescence 
and went to Yale? 

My sweet suitem ates! All four of us on th e T imothy Dwi gh t Tan g Cup 
team of ten. I treasure the close friendship w ith Bill M ackoff over the years
ge tting better and bett er as aged wine . I am thankful for the few visits and phon e 
calls w ith Jim H ammarste n over th e years. And I am sadd ened at having los t 
contact ·with Bob Wharton . M aybe at reunion?! 

You ask about publ icatio ns. This year has been a bittersweet one for me 
in that respect . I am a musician of sorts - having played piano endless ly in th e 
Timothy Dwi gh t Common Room, clarinet in th e Yal e Precision Marching 
Amoeba, churc h organ in th e summer tim e and str in g bass ... er, bass fiddle ... for 
"Bi lly H amilton and the Ohi o R iver Bo ys" on a ferrybo at for alumni w atching 
th e Yale-H arva rd crew races. In the sevent ies I played in a rock band "Good
ness" for four - and-a-half years (we even played the Prin ceton Prom -no, Ti gers 
can ' t rea lly dan ce), go t a reco rdin g contract, wro te songs, cut an album and 
retired to th e real worl d of marketing educat ion al videos and software . At that 
tim e I tri ed to hav e a co upl e of church choir anth ems publish ed , but only col 
lecte d polite reject io ns. Since th e seven ti es I h ave wr itt en one song a 
year-mos tly Christian cont emporary mu sic. 

About two years ago my mom (my first and best music teacher, criti c, 
and fan) urged me to try to get my newer songs published. So I arranged two of 
them for SATB choir -o ne for Christmas and one for Easter-an d sent th em off 
to seven publi shers. And back came, the rejections, one by one. M y mom, ever 
hop eful , said to find some more publi shers and keep mailing. So I did. 

Finally, at th e office one day, I go t the call. Alfr ed Publi shing Company 
was goin g to publish my Christmas song, "Who Is Thi s Tiny Chil d?" The bit
tersweet part is that the call came twelve days after my mom died during cancer 
surgery . 

I am thankful that I have been blessed with a loving wife, Carolyn, and 
two wonderfu l dau ghte rs, Laur en (ten) and Lisbeth (seven), all of whom love the 
Lord Jesus and try to offe r his type of uncondi tional love to others. I thank God 
for them-and for my friends, new and old alike. See you at our Twenty - fifth! 

PROF. JOHN B. CASTERLINE 

Department of Sociology, Brown University, Box 1916, Pro vidence, RI 029 12 

Education: M.A. , Old Testament studies, gradi.1ate Th eo logical Union, . 
B erk eley, Ca lifornia, 1972; Ph.D. in sociolo gy (demography), Univ ersity of 
Michi gan, 1980. 

Work: Director, Population Studies and Trai n ing Center, Brown Univer
sity. I have been at Brown sin ce 1984. I carry out research and am inv olv ed in 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 93 

the development of policy concerning international population growth, in par 
ticular human fertility in low-income countries. During the past decade most of 
my work has been in Asia (most recently the Philippines), but I am shifting my 
work now to Africa. 

I serve on committees of the National Institutes of Health and the 
Nationa l Academy of Science, and I advise the World Bank, U.S. Agency for 
Internationa l Deve lopment, the U.N. Fund for Population Activiti es, and a 
number of foundations. · 

Family: Married 1981 to Laura lee Thompson; one child, Benjamin, born 
June 1987. 

SUBRATA N. CHAKRAVARTY 

33 Stonegate Ro ad, Ossining, NY 10562 

(914) 945-0458 
Forbes Magazine, 60 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 1001 I 

With fond memories of a graduation parad e where many march ed with 
balloons tied to their mortarboards, I arrived in Boston with some trepidation. I 
was one of on ly a handful of students permitted to enter the Harvard Business 
School straight out of college. Most of my classmat es had several years of busi
ness experience already, and th e competition in class was reputed to be cutthroat. 
After the relatively informal atmosphere at Yale, the regim en tation of th e "B" 
School came as an unp leasan t shock . Befo re we were done, howev er, we had 
acquainted th e faculty with blue j eans in class (much to their dismay) and con
ducted what I believe to be the first student strike in the hi stor y of the West 
Point of Capital ism. P erhaps to compensate, we also graduated four of the top 
merg ers and acqu isitions investment bankers of the 1980s. 

Two weeks after graduation from Harvard Business Schoo l, I married 
Barbara (Bess), whom I had met the summer before senior year at Yale. The fol
lowing Monday I went to work as a research assistant at Harvard Business 
School, the low est paid member of the august Harvard faculty. "That's only half 
your compensation," I was told w h en I comp lained. "The rest is in th e pres
tige ." My particular assignment was to wr ite case studies on how to manage 
New York City, and anyone who has been there since knows I was spectacu lar
ly successful! 

I became a journalist by serendipity, answering a blind announcement on 
th e Busin ess Schoo l placement board. The editor of Forbes began his career in 
India during World War II, and my job inter view was a thr ee- hour lunch dis
cussing how India had changed since th en. I joined Forbes in 1972 and, with a 
couple of interludes, I have been th ere ever since. 

It's been a wonderfully satisfying job. Since Forbes has no beats, writers 
are encouraged to follow their own interests. I have been able to write about 
everything from sports to defense strategy to why profession al women spend 
thousands on sexy ling erie, in betwe en Forbes' norma l fare of articles about com
panies and economic issues. Not every story has been fascinating, but each brings 
new knowledge. The constant learning has brought variety and great pleasure to 
my work. It was capped, in 1993, by a Citation for Excellence from the Over -
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seas Pr ess Club for an article I wrot e in 1992 on India's economic liberalization. 
I continu e to write, but my primary job now is to teach others how to analyze 
large, complex compan ies and to shape th eir stories. I may be the only profes
sional mentor in business journalism, an d it has been an extraor dinary 
expe rience . I take as much pride in my wr iters' work as in my own. 

When my fath er died in 1976, Bess and I moved to India to look after 
my moth er. To try out my M.B.A., I took th e job as head of strategic planning 
for Goodyear Tire's Indian subsidiary. Four years later I quit, totally frustrated by 
worki ng for a large bureaucratic company in a then-hostil e regu latory environ
ment. I still don't know which was worse. 

The time in India wa sn't a to tal waste. We returned with a daughter, 
Jo ya, now almost sixteen-the product, as a busin ess magazin e might put 'it, of 
acquisition rath er than of merger. To watch her blossoming from a sick little 
baby, barely ten days old, into a poised young lady has been an indescribabl e jo y. 
In 1989 we return ed to Indi a to adopt another daughter, Anjali, who was five in 
J anuary. We thought bureaucracy was bad in Indi a, but th e U.S. immigration 
and adoption machin ery were eye-openers. Anjali's adoption proved to be a 
thr ee- year nightmare. 

After our return from Indi a, Bess, who had dropped out of Boston Uni
vers ity when I joined Forbes, decided to return to schoo l. She gradua ted at the 
top of her class with a degree in architecture from the Pratt Institute, on e of the 
country's top architecture schools. She then spent three years doing social serv ice 

·architecture for the Pratt Institute Center for Community and Environmental 
Development, a holdover from 1960s activism. Several hundr ed formerly home
less families in New York now have apartments thanks to her work und er 
PICCED's auspices. 

Wh en we mov ed out of New York to the suburb s, howev er, there was 
very little scope for social service archit ecture, so Bess returned to sculpture, her 
first love. Progress has been slower than she hoped; looking after an active little 
girl is a full-time job in itself. But her reputation is grow in g . Every piece she 
produces sells before it is finished, and at stead ily higher prices, so the artist in 
her-and th e businessman in me-are both satisfied. 

In sum, th e past tw en ty-fiv e years have been remarkably full and happ y 
on es. My principal regret is the appalling amount of we ight I've gained. The 
150-pound crews I coxed at Yale will be relieved not to have to lug me around 
now! 

Disappoif).tments have been few-notably, a very unhappy five months 
as an analyst on Wall Str ee t in 1986. I learned that to money manager s in the 
midst of a takeo ver frenzy , companies are not real people who make real prod
ucts, but bundl es of assets to be stripped for quick profit. 

Among my treasured memori es is one of having stopped J anis J oplin 
from starting a riot at Tanglewood betwe en 40,000 screaming fans and 200 very 
scared but armed policemen . I was able to nego tiate a comprom ise on crowd 
contro l with Tanglewood's head of security: Offic er Obi e of "Alice's R estau
rant" fa1ne. 

My fondest memories remain of Yale, whe re I spent four of the happiest 
years of my life. Not only did Yale make it possible for a student from a faraway 
land to get a superb educat ion, Mother Yale r eally w as a caring and protective 
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mother. For this lon ely foreign student-when Third World undergraduates 
were rare-Yale was more than a college. It was home. 

RIVES C. CHALMERS, M.D. 

No Address Available 

WILLIAM L. CHAMBERLIN 

507 Bridge Street, Dedham, MA 02026 

(617) 326-61 IO 

June 199 3 finds me comp leting my twenty-second year as a member of 
the faculty at Noble and Greenough School in Dedham, Massachusetts. What 
was a very traditional boys' New England prep school when I joined in 1971 has 
grown remarkably over those years. While it maintains much of w hat is good 
about a small, caring community oflearners, it is very much an institution of the 
1990s, with all of th e attendant excitement and confl ict tha t entai ls. The school is 
twice as big, coed, far from the white/ Anglo -Saxon/Protestant institution it was . 
It is much better academically and artistically, and while athletics no longer are as 
central as they were, the program is better and teams are winning. 

I was hired to develop a community service program and have stayed 
because I have been able to change my job regularly without changing my 
address. I've taught history, social studies, English, what is known as Growth 
Education (read sexuality, substances, decisions, and issues of adolescence). I've 
coached rowing, soccer, hockey, and even rugby at various levels from middle 
schoo l to varsity. I lived in a dorm for a dozen years. I have been academ ic dean, 
head of the middle school, a department chair, and am currently director of 
financial aid and assistant headmaster. I suspect there may be a few more stops 
along the way. 

Jenny and I have been married for sixteen years. She teaches history and 
Latin at Dedham Country Day School nearby. Sarah is fifteen and finishing her 
first year at Milton Acad emy. Sam is fourteen and abou t to start his final year at 
Dedham Country Day. 

In 198 5 I tr aded jobs, houses, cars, all but fami lies, with a teacher from 
the Christ Church Grammar School ju st outs ide Perth, Western Australia. We 
had a fabulous year living, working, and traveling in that remote corner of the 
world. In 1990, during a sabbatical, we spent about five months traveling in a 
small motorhome around the U.S.A. and Canada. Summers for more thai1 a 
dozen years have been spent restoring an old house we acquired in the sma ll 
fishing village of Isle au Haut, Maine. There we have delighted in restoring the 
old whi le also creating an efficient home with solar energy and low resource use. 
It will be a lifelong effort. 

As a fami ly we have developed our love for islands, remote places, and a 
life which is as uncluttered by the commercialism of American life as we can 
make it. Our love for travel has taken us to Nepal as we ll as many shorter expe 
ditions about the U.S. and Canada, and the Caribbean. 
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More than once in the past twenty-five years I have been in a conversa 
tion with someone about the progress of our lives and begun to feel badly · 
because I have found each step to be, if not easier, definitely much better, and 
that has not been the case for them. We have been blessed wit h a good life to 
·date. 

DANIEL CHASE 

5 I Euclid Avenue, Fairfield, CT 06432 

(203) 367-5337 (ofc.) 

Most exc iting for us right now is our commitment to home school our 
children. Lots of wo rk , but it is clear that education doesn't take place in schoo ls. 

I am maturing as an architect. It seems to have taken a great deal of time 
to see what I now am able to see. 

I love my wife, my chi ldren, my vegetable garden, my work when the 
client can pay for what he/she really wants, those very few moments of reading, 
returning and using the Yale libraries, particularly Art and Architecture. · 

In the last third of my life-if I get that much-I would like to study and 
write history; at the moment, history of education interes ts me most. The differ
ence between now and at Yale re history is that I have a reason to study and w rite 
it. 

PETER B. CHERRY 

44 9 East Illinois, Lake Forest, IL 60045 

GEORGE CHOPIVSKY, JR. 

United Psychiatric Group, 2001 L Street, NW, Suite 200, Washington, DC 2003'6 

(202) 955- 3990 

Our twenty - fifth reunion coincides, roughly, with what is for me a 
midlife metamorphosis and restart. The first half was fine, even great: two terrif
ic kids (who are now my best friends and one a Yalie); started and built two 
compan ies; dabbled in other businesses; built the house that had become my 
obsession; got close to my brothers, sister, mother; started making real fr:iend
ships; became more self-confident ... and there were, of course, not so good 
aspects: marriage didn't work out; failed to catch market peaks for selling compa 
nies; missed having breakfast and dinne r with my kids; misspent my time and 
focus and emotions. 

Now I'm optimistic and eager about the second hal( I want to transform 
my corn.pany from an entrepreneuria l cauld ron to a professiona l well - oiled 
machine, or sell it. I've started doing business in Ukraine - hotel, trucking, trade, 
medical-on a catch-as - catch-can basis, and fantasiz e about building up a sub
stantial, effectua l organizat ion there, maybe even personally becoming part of the 
community (in the latter regard I've already become a founding trustee of a new, 
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independent university in Kiev). I plan on testing myself again in business, to see 
if my previous success was an accident of fate or a consequence of skill. 

I'd like to create a risk -free, judgment-proof nest egg so as to obviate 
abiding financial insecurity. I'd like to grow as a friend to my friends, a father 
and relative to my children and family, and a companion/friend/lover to a 
woman I've yet to find. And I'd like to return the decency and kindness to all 
those people (alma mater not excluded) who formed and nurtured me in the 
past. I look forward to the second half and the challenges and pleasures it will 
bring. 

PETER M.C. CHOY 

139 Dorchester Way, San Francisco, CA 94127 

(415) 731-9299 

After graduation I stayed on at Yale for law school. I settled in San Fran
cisco in 1973, where I have worked and lived ever since. I began in private 
practice with a big law firm, from which I progressed through various in-house 
counsel positions with a number of compani es, large and small. The smallest (but 
not necessarily least) of these was my own leveraged-lease brokerage business, 
wh ich waxed and then waned with the phases of tax reform in the eighties. The 
largest is my employer since 1986, Sun Microsystems, a computer company 
where I am deputy general counsel. I am founding chairman of the American 
Committee for Interoperable Systems (ACIS), an organization of information 
technology companies which promotes intellectual property law~, balancing the 
need to reward innovation with the need to preserve competition. My current 
occupation .in copyright law and policy seems far afield from my und ergraduate 
major in Chin ese history. 

Ruth Meyler and I were married in 1980. She is the senior international 
lawyer for Levi Strauss & Company . A native of London, Ruth was a history 
scho lar at Somerville College, Oxford, and is a lJ .K. solicitor as well as a mem
ber of the California Bar. We have two lovely and as yet unspoiled 
children - James, a seventh - grader at Cathedral School, and Celia, a third-grader 
at Hamlin School - who are adequate musicians and rather more than 
respectable athletes. As the happy beneficiaries of many frequent - flier miles, they 
join us in our travels whenever possible. 

GEORGE S.T. CHU 

1037 Tiller Lane, Shoreview, MN 55126 

(612) 646-6249 

PROF. JOHN CISNE 

I 15 Oak Hill Road, Ithaca, NY 14850 

(607) 257-3875 
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Department of Geological Sciences, Cornell Un iversity, Ithaca, NY 14853 

(607) 255-3698 

In 1973, with a paleontology Ph.D. from Chicago, I moved to Cornell 
w here I've research ed life's evolutionary history and taught somet hin g like Sci
ence Ilb eve r since . Capitalizing on our work with recombinant D NA, my wife 
Robin and I soon will be op ening Cenozoic Park (Cis n elan d 's Jur assic Park 
knock-off), whic h wi ll feature sons Jo el (eleven), Nathaniel (eight), and Martin 
(three) in a real-life demonstration that ontog eny recap itulat es phylogeny. Watch 
for bro chu res. 

TIMOTHY M . CLARI{ 

40 Seabrook Road, Hyanni s, MA 02601 

(508) 362- 4141 (ofc.) 

One thin g leads to another. A quart er century later, it' s tirn.e to joi n the 
ranks of distinguish ed alumn i and alumn ae who are revealing their homosexuali
ty. My thanks to John, Larry and Paul for their leadership. I am a founding father 
of the Cape Cod AIDS Council. My private psychotherapy practice offers 
coun tless opportunities to participate in hum an discoveries. The rela tion ship 
wi th Buddy, in its twentiet h year, offers daily sustenan ce and joy. My heart is 
heavy with th e sadness of so many of our body who are living with AIDS, and 
who have died. My love to Terry . 

STERLING K. CLARREN, M.D. 

8515 Paisley Dri ve, NE, Seattle, WA 98II5 
(206) 525- 25 IO 

I am marri ed-nearly twenty - thr ee years . Our daughter, Becca, wi ll 
graduate from high schoo l this year (1993) and is on her way to Vassar or Smit h 
(yet to be determ ined) . Our son, Jon, just had his Bar Mitz vah and did a splen
did job. I am an academic pediatrician, th e Robert A. Aldr ich Professor of 
Pediatrics and H ead of the Div ision of Co ngeni tal D efec ts at th e University of 
Washington. I have been primaril y interested in the prevention and treatment of 
fetal alcohol syndrome . We are also developi ng a new specific pediatric sub spe
cialty, "Medical Teratology"-a field parallel to medical genet ics. My wife Sandy 
(nee Bernstein, Smith '69) is an educat ion al psychologi st. She works for a loca l 
private schoo l and do es research wi th our grou p. 

Although my wor k and family have always consumed most of my time, 
things .are changing. Skiing, gard ening, and fishing tak e mor e tim e each year, 
and we just bought part owners hip of a 3 8-foot sloop -"T he Rub y Tu esday"
my midlife crisis one way or anot her. 
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ROBERT C. CLEAVELAND, M .D. 

Wideystr asse 25, Wit ten D-58452, Germany 
(01149) 2302 - 56190 
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Americans living permanently abroad occurred to m e always as some
what exotic, and this member of the Class of 1969 never dreamed he would 
enter this "exclusive" group. It happened literally by accident. In 1977 I came to 
Bern, Switzerland, with the intention of spending a few months. Subsequently, 
however, I found myself unt il 1979 in Dornach, Switzerland (near Basel), in the 
"Naturwissenschaftlichestud ienjahr" (that's a long one), translated Natural Sci
ences Study Year at the Ant hroposopbical Goetheanum. In July r 979 I was 
working in Germany for a firm mak ing natura l homeopathic medicines and cos
metics . Doing what? Managing an IBM computer, of course. (Remember EAS 
454?) Cont inuing occupation with "lights and £lashes." Then fate struck home. 
While riding a mop ed in Southern Germany I was hit in the middle of the night 
by a drunken driver - hit and run. For three years my left leg from the hip to th e 
ankle was able to enjoy the benefits of modern medicine : five operation s on the 
leg over three-and-a-half years, three surgical osteosynth esis plates, one osteosyn
thesis rod, and thirty-thr ee wonderful bone screws-a ll at once ! Talk about 
getting screwed! The accident kept me her e in Germany for four years, and then 
I decided for the luck of it to try to study medicine here myself I was accepted 
as a medical student at the University ofWitt en/Herdeck e, Germany's first pri
vate university. (Physics at Yale op ened th e door here.) M edica l schoo l here is 
long , exacting, and perform ed with German thoroughness. After seve n yea rs I 
became Dr.Med. in October 1990. Now I'm a resident in the D epartment of 
Neurosurg ery in our University Clinic. Zeta Psi and other friends at Yale can 
breathe easy that I'm over here-remembering many an exc essive evening in 
New Haven (Voompah!), there are probably more classmates who wo uld rather 
see their expensively used brains unde r the knif e of Dr. Frankenstein than und er 
the knif e of Dr. Voompah. (Greetings to my colleague Dr. Howard Dean, Yale 
1972 , Hon. Governor of Vermont-a lso a lat e bloomer.) My parents passed 
away in the last four years, but with their help I've purc hased a house here, and 
after fou rteen years in Germany (seventeen years in Europ e) I'ye finally receiv ed 
permanent resident status here. The blond G erman nurse w ith the irresistible big 
pearly white smi le and "l egs that go on for miles and mi les" sti ll eludes me, 
however. She was wi th me on Long Island last September (Fire Island Beaches, 
Cherry Grov e), but now, alas, is studying logot herapy elsewhere from my now 
somewhat less happy hospital. What did Frank Sinatra once say? "N ew York, 
New York" or "That's Life?" 

From 1970 until 1972 I worked with th e computer for Citib ank, NASA, 
and the Sm ith son ian Observatory in Boston. (Our group discovered th e Black 
Holes- see Sidney Greenspan, "Frozen Star," UHURU.) Then I spent thr ee 
years working with mentally handicapp ed children in the Camphill Special 
Schoo ls, Glenmore, Pennsylvania (based on th e work of Rudolf Steiner). Then 
off to Europe where I still am: fixing slipp ed discs and hoping to persuade the 
blond German nurse to spend the summer with me on the Gre ek Islands. 

Greetings and love to everybody, yo ur Bob. 



Christopher and Nancy Brewster and children 

Edwin and Cheryl Buckingham and daughter 

Th e Thomas C. Carey family, J;'hanksgiving 1992 

Tom and M ary Beth Brown and daughter Alice 

David and Jean Bundy and children, Jennifer, 
Ni cholas, Elliott, Oliver , and Madeline 

Jay and Carolyn Castelli and daughters 



Tucker and Ginnie Chase and children Abbie and Dennis Peter M .C. Choy and Ruth Meyler and children 

George Cho pivsky, Jr. Jon, Becca, Sterling, and Sandy Clarren 

Joe and Jan Cobert Robert C. Cleaveland 
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DAVID F. CLICK 

19216 Pine Tree Driv e, Tequesta, FL 33469 

(407) 747-7077 

I continued at Yale Law School after graduation. My mentor in law and 
economics, Guido Calabresi, encouraged me to pursu e a joint J.D.-M.A. pro
gram. I met my future wife, Lainie London, a playwriting student in the Drama 
School, and we were married in Dwight Chapel in 1974. 

One of the reasons I lik ed law was that it kept a lot of doors open. My 
first career path was as a law profes sor, first at Western N ew England for thre e 
years, then a visiting year at Indiana, and then six years at Maryland . Both of our 
sons were born in Baltimore, Ken in 1980 and Adam in 1983. 

I enjoyed teaching a great deal, but the winters began to get to us. In 
1984 we decided to return to my native Palm Beach County, Florida . I began 
practice with a New York firm with a branch in Jup iter and moved out on my 
own two years later. I practice primarily in the estate planning and corporate 
areas. 

Someone in the class notes asked if anybody makes anything anymore. I 
am pleased to report that we started a landscap e nursery in 1986 and are growing 
about 3 5 ,ooo trees and palms for the indu stry. 

We still have strong ties to New Eng land and take summer vacations at 
our cottage in Christmas Cove, Main e. I love the stark physical beauty of the 
plac e and do a lot of my non - law reading there. I stay active in Yale affairs as 
President of the Yale Club of the Palm Beaches. We see more Yale classmat es 
down here on vacation than we did living in the northeast. I was shamed into 
physical fitness while teach ing at Indi ana and still jog every day. The boys hav e 
won a few trophies in tenn is and can give us a good game. 

The one path I thought I might pursue but hav en't is politics. I think I 
value my privacy too much for that. But I have a lot of admirat ion for the ener
gy and intelligence of two law school classmates, Bill and Hillary Clin ton. 

JOSEPH MAXWELL COBERT 

14r9 W arner Avenue, Los Angeles, CA 90024 

(310) 475-8 r60 

Work: real estate attorney in Los Angeles; teach real estate finance at the 
University of Californ ia, Los Angeles. 

Loves: wife J anet for twenty - five years; cat Sassy for the last five years. 
Memories: great days at Yale, last three reunions, roommat es and other 

good friends from Berkeley Co llege. 
Dreams: travel the world and study with great chefs from all four corners 

thereof 
K ept in touch with: former roommate Tom Fuller, now living in Portland, 

Oregon; Barry Gre enbe rg, now living in Miami, Florida. 
Peeves: read in g that Yale undergraduate school is viewed now as only 

third best. 
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PETER D . CODDINGTON 

57 Hillside Terrace, Irvington, NY 10533 

(914) 591- 5705 
215 East 161st Street, Bronx, NY 10451 

IO I 

The shadow that Vietnam cast over our collective futures in Jun e of 1969 
vanished quickly for purposes of my hands-on participation when I failed the 
military's physical exam, and so, free from th e threat of compulsory armed ser
vice and totally unsure of what I was to make of myself, I began life after Yale as 
a tree surg eon in Millbrook (Dutchess County), New York. 

Tree surgery is fin e work in the summer: the combination of outdoor 
physic al labor and nonbookish intellectu al challenge provided a totally satisfying 
change of pace from life at Yale. But, by January 1970, when th e temperature 
was below zero and I found myself fifty feet in the air in a locust tree with the 
wind blowing about thirty mil es per hour, I conclud ed that th ere must be bett er 
( or at least warmer) ways to make a livin g. I resolved to beco me a lawyer. 

I graduated cum Laude from Un ion University - Albany Law Scho ol in 
1973, married for th e first time to a nurse who worked across th e stre et at 
Albany M edica l Center, and settled down to a quiet practice in Poughke epsie, 
New York. 

In 1975, after two - plus years of closing real estate titles, drafting wills, 
foreclosing liens, etc., I received an offer to clerk for a loca l judg e. Wh en I 
join ed the jud ge, he (and I) had been transf erred to sit in criminal term , Bronx 
County. The tran sfer required a commute from Dutchess County (210 miles 
each day) and provided a whole new education for th e country boy who saw 
real crime in a real city for the first time. (Bad as part s of N ew Hav en may have 
been when we were th ere, they were nothing compared to the South Bronx at 
that tim e.) 

February 8, 1976, mark ed a major turning point in my life. I was in a 
severe automobile accident in which my father (the driv er) and my first w ife 
were killed. I was very badly injured, thought to be dead, and had a near-death 
experience (of the typ e recounted in Moody's Life After Lif e) in which I met 
God. As a result, I am a mu ch mor e devout Christian than before, and I have 
also taken refuge in the Buddh a as a seco nd, equ ally valid way of approaching 
God. (Don't worry. I never preach, but for those of you who are curious, to me 
God appeared as an all-forgiving, all-knowing, totally-loving emanation of th e 
clearest light imaginable.) 

I married my present wife, Ni cola, in O ctob er of 1978, left the judg e, and 
after a six-month honeymoon trip around the country in a mobil e home, join ed 
the Bronx Dis~rict Attorney's Offi ce. Since 1986 I have been Chi ef of the Appeals 
Bureau and sup ervise thirty lawyers and a support staff of about sixteen. I practice 
now almost exclusively before the top state and federal courts, where I argue the 
governmen t's po sition on questions of criminal justic e and social policy that affect 
the lives of millions of people. My bureau bri efs and argues over five hundred 
cases per year in th e various state and federal courts. Personally, I hav e argue d 
over twenty cases before our top state court and, so far, two befor e the Supreme 
Court of the United States. I find immens e satisfaction from the litigation part of 



I02 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th R eunion Class Book 

my job and equally immense agitation from the administrative part of it. 
My daught er, Inslee, was born in 1988, and my son , Charles, was born in 

1991. I live in Irvin gton , New York , in th e last hou se on a dead- end street and 
commute seventeen miles to wo rk in th e South Bronx. For fun, I ski in w int er 
and play golf (in th e nineties) in sum m er. I play the bagpipes com pet en tly and 
raise orchids with fair suc cess. 

DAVID COHEN 

315 West 7oth _Street, Apartment 14, New York , NY 10023 

(212) 799-1793 . 

MARTINS. COHEN 

708 Eight h Avenue, Apar tm ent 4L, Bro oklyn, NY 11215 

(718) 499 - 4976 
Work In America Institute, 700 White Plains Road, Scarsdale, NY 10583 

(914) 472-9600 

What does not change: Mind y Alo ff and I just celebrated our twenty-fifth 
anniversary. I'm still making my way throu gh th e world prim arily throu gh read
ing and writing; still prefer long walks to any other form of exe rcise. 

What has changed me most: Ra ising our daughter Ariel Niki ya, born in 

What's been going on: After our first stint at Yale and Vassar, Mind y and I 
went to stud y English at Buffalo. A year in London was followed by almo st a 
decade in Or egon, where I coord in ated the Portland Poetry Festival , taught 
writing in kind ergar tens, colleges, and prisons, worked in City Hall, and won 
dered at the mountains and woods, while Mindy began her career as a wr iter on 
dance. 

I returned to Yale in 198 I to stud y at th e Schoo l of Mana gement. After 
SOM I worke d in New York city and state government for seven years, mainly 
on hum an resources policy . I help ed writ e the City's first full-scale plan to hou se 
the homeless and remain involved in private effor ts to offer safe and decent tran 
sitio nal hou sing. 

I have the pleasur e these days of wo rkin g at a small think tank, Work in 
Am erica Institut e, where I am Di recto r of Poli cy Studies. My portfolio includ es 
stud ying adult lit eracy, wo rk-famil y connec tions , and urban affairs. My dai ly 
co mmut e on the train gives me the chance to read an d write; I' m currently 
working on a series of personal essays on topics from robotics throu gh North
west po etry . 

Mindy's assignments take her to the th eate r about five tim es a week; 
when th e worlds collide, the two or three of us even go ou t some night s toge th
er. 

. Voices from Yale: Cl assmates and friends; theater carpe nt ry; th e reading 
room at Beinecke; Louis Martz shouting "Save th e greensward!" at trac to rs fac-
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in g Sterling; th e kind an d livi ng words of John H ersey in th e master's study at 
Pierson. Ever-present. 

DAVID M. COIT 

55 Carroll Street, Portland, ME 04102 

As I sit here late at night on th e eve of the deadline for this "paper," my 
should ers feel the same we ight of tir ed limb s and relu ctant fingers felt so many 
tim es in N ew Haven all those years ago . T he only solace is that I know I am not 
alon e tonight, and that Word Per fect was invente d in the interim. 

My mood , mor e th an anything, is of gratitud e for th e tim e at Yale and 
for the go od fortunes that ha ve come my way sin ce graduation. Although life 
has gotte n so incredib ly more compl ex than it was back th en, my wife, my two 
kids , my w ork, and my hom e each and all contribute to a life that is so muc h 
more than I should have hoped for in life at forty -six. 

As in many of my pur suit s, I go t a late start in marriage and in my career, 
and didn 't really settle into what I now call my life until twelve years ago. Before 
that time I con tinu ed to live th e relatively carefr ee life of a bachelor, follo wing 
gradu ation with thr ee years in the Navy, two years of bu siness school, and six 
years of addition al thra shin g around in ban king befor e I set on a longer -t erm 
cou rse with some purpo se to it. During that tim e I was essenti ally still grow ing 
up, rarely lookin g back, and only occasionally planning mu ch ahead . 

Today I am a plann er, very mu ch enjoyin g ru nnin g my own bu siness and 
being mor e or less in co ntrol of my own destiny. Alth ou gh the venture capita l 
business, wh ich I love so much, defies most attem pt s at predictability, the m an
agers of the businesses I am involv ed in allow me to live (somewhat vicariously) 
the more dev il-b e- damned life on th e frin ge . Somehow I have found ju st th e 
right mix to make th e buildin g of my busine ss the kind of challenge that I find 
extremely rewa rdin g and fun. 

Increasing ly, thou gh , I remern.ber mor e and mor e about th e years at Yale 
and some of the simpler (and n1.ost often less responsi ble) pleasures of those four 
magic years. I have to confess to remembering less about the academic challenges 
(except of course the lat e- night/sing le-dr aft pap er routines w ith out a word 
pro cessor !). Whi le sailing and the Bail for Yale Yacht Club were clearly the focal 
point for most of my best friend s and great memories, th e single most ou tstand
ing memory for m e has to be th e first- ever win by the "Shitt y JV" H oc key 
Team over the Bridg eport Hom e Oil ers at the Wh ale. 

It is pe rh aps of signifi cance only to thos e who were th ere and who had 
suffered so many humiliatin g defeats at the hands of "T he Crusher" and his gang 
of semipro French Canad ian thugs from down the M erritt Turnpike. Somehow, 
someway, in our senior year, th e Shitty JV found itself tied with the feared Hom e 
Oil ers at the end of regulation time and ready to head for the lock er room with a 
moral victory. Still hur ting from th e emptin ess of the 29-29 football tie wi th Har
vard, th e seni ors voted to risk the moral victory for a highl y unlik ely outcome. 
Th e Norton/Pa lmer/Coit lin e, whom nobody ever feared, was on th e ice for the 
mem orable last goal of the overtime game . In th e end, as th e Crusher took him 
to the comer for one last heavy check to the boards, it was Norton's pinpoint pass 
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onto Coit' s stick at the crease that provid ed the margin for victory. 
It wasn't an eve nt that changed th e world much, but it was a memory 

th at belongs to my pi ece of the Yale experience. As in my business, it was the 
challenge and the attitude of th e team, and of course the success of th e venture 
at the end, that made that even t so m emorable and so representative of the 
friends and experiences that I remember as an und ergra duate at Yale. 

Npow for the Spellchecker! 

GREG COLEMAN 

534 Kenwood Road, Dr exel Hill, PA 19026 

(215) 623-5099 

I hav e been married since I 97 I to Marcia Lepri and hav e worked since 
then in private schools as a French teacher and administrator. For the last sixteen 
years I have been at the Shipley School in Bryn Mawr , Pennsylvania, most 
recen tly as H ead of Upper School. My unfini shed Ph.D. from Princeton in 
French was supposed to be on the stranger works of Honore de Balzac and th eir 
connection with the even odder philosophy of Swedenborg (phrenology, angels, 
numerology and much else). I loathed Princeton and wish I'd stayed in New 
Hav en to do my doctorate, but I in no way regret a career in secondary schools. 
It has been a joy, eve n if not exac tly lucrative. Marcia and I hav e be en lucky 
enough to trav el extensively (several trips to Europe, particularly France, and 
once to Peru). We also have a small mountain cabin in north central Pennsylva
nia, which provides a respite from our very hectic lives. My wife Marcia is a 
Technology Director for Du Pont and also travels a great deal for work. (She has 
a B.S. from Mount Holyoke and a Ph.D. from M.I.T. in physical chemistry.) 
We are dedicated Francophile s and Ailurophiles, who are also glad to have lived 
to see another Democratic president-we were beginning to have our doubts it 
would ever happen. 

EARL M. COLLIER, JR. 

Vitas H ealth Care Corporation, roo South Biscayne Boulevard, Suite 1500, 
Mi ami, FL 35131 

(305) 350-59ro 

MILES C. COLLIER 

3003 North Tra il, Naples, FL 33940 
(813) 261-4455 

ATWOOD COLLINS III 

21 Fox Hill Lane, Darien, CT 06820 

(203) 655-1501 
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East New York Savings Bank, 4r W est.42d Street, New York, NY 10036 
(212) 382-4750 
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Joh n Beinecke reminded me to send in my twenty-fifth reunion not es. 
This naturally led me to think about what I was going to say. Th e funny thing is 
I can remember my father talking to me about doing th e same exercise for his 
twenty -fifth (Yale '39). And that seemed like yesterday . This is a constant theme 
as I think back to that Ju ne day in 1969 and today, twenty-five years later, as I 
write this on an airplane corning back from a business mee ting. 

In my case the euphoria of graduation was cut short by my draft notice 
six days later. In fact my father felt compelled to call me during what was my 
fourth or fifth graduation party. The next thre e years as a First Lieutenant in the 
U.S. Army were so radically different as to make m e wonder if I'd eve r been to 
New Haven. I can remember coming back to Timothy Dwight in my uniform 
and feeling so alienated from a place that to me was more familiar than home. I 
suspect that is a common theme of our generation. Th e only person during 
those three years (except for my parents) who was glad to see me was Stan 
Resor. Stan happened to be start ing OCS as I was leaving. It was fun watching 
the Secretary of the Army's son doing push ups. 

I've enjoyed an int erest ing profes sional life. I started at J.P. Morgan with 
classmate Arnie Welles. The highlight was my five years in Brussels, Belgium. 
After eighte en years I was offered th e opportunity to run one of New York's old 
(125 years) mutua l savings banks which had just und ergone a stoc k conversion. 
That was equally fascinating, particularly given the unparallel ed (at least .I hope 
so) economic environmen t we've jus t been through. Anyway, at the far end of 
the tunnel, the bank is in good shape, strongly capitalized, and ready for what is 
going to be a very different world. 

However, my most satisfying accomplis hment is th e family I have . Mar
rying my wife, Cindy, of twenty-three years is the best decision I'v e ever made. 
Our two sons, Porter (eighteen) and Dwight (thirteen), are a cons tant source of 
joy as we participate in just about everything together. By the way, Walter 
Cummings, a roommate and great friend, is godfather to one of my sons . Ther e 
is a certain cyclicality of life to all this. One footnote, my oldest son will be a 
freshman at Brown next class year. Maybe Dwight will be asking me about wr it
in g his class notes tw enty-five years later at Yale. 

ROGER L. COLLINS 

7523 Castleton Place, Cincin nati, OH 45237 
(513) 556-3613 (ofc.) 

Work: Professor of Education, Univ ersity of Cincinnati. 
Award: Professor of the Year, 1986 ("Cohen award for exce llenc e in 

teaching"). 
The women in my life: I'm married to Patricia, and we have a lov ely four 

teen-y ear-o ld daughter, Valerie. 
Hopes: As our generation advances to the positions of pow er besto wed 
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upon seasoned citizens, I'm hoping we get a little closer to doing the right 
thing(s). 

DOUGLAS J. COLTON 

4209 Linnean Avenue, NW, Washington, DC 20008 

(202) 244-0607 

DR. JOHN LEE COMPTON 

460 West 25th Street, New York, NY 10001 

CAPT . HUGH D. CONNELL II 

7725 Northedge Court, Springfield, VA 22 153 

(703) 440-9529 

Still married to Kat hryn Dodge Connell (twenty-four years!). Finished 
second Navy Airwing Command tour on USS John F. Kennedy in January and 
am now assigned to the staff of the Secretary of D efense in the Pentagon, no 
dou bt the last member of th e class on active duty. Still not sure what I want to 
be when I grow up! It was sad to conclude my last flying job-carrier aviation 
has been a cont inuous source of fascination, excitement, and pleasure. At least 
life insurance wi ll now be cheaper. 

Marr iage of our daught er Elizabeth (Mary Baldwin Co llege '92) this 
summer (1993) was a poignant chapter in the time - and - change log. With son 
Aaron at Virginia Commonwealth University in Richmond, Kat and I are 
enjoying shore duty in relative peac e and quiet . Travelers through Washington 
are always welcome! 

BRETT COOKE 

3201 Westchester Avenue, College Station, TX 77845 

Married to Olga, another professor of Russian , hav e two girls, Sasha (ten) 
and Sonya (eight), and a son Nicho las (ten months), and thriving at Texas A&M 
as long as they import great tailbacks . 

Ever th e opera nut. Wish I could still play soccer. Decided not to make 
coaching a second career after my seven-year - olds went r-3-3 last fall. 

I am trying to tie my love of Russian literature to my int erests in evolu
tionary bio logy- it is qu ite a stretch. 
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WILLIAM C. COOLEY, M.D. 

R.F.D. 1, Box 245E, Bradford, NH 03221 

(603) 938-2844 

GUY M. COOPER 

11820 Hampstead Lane, Dallas, TX 7523,0 

DR. MARC COOPERMAN 

1492 East Broad Street, Co lumbus, OH 43205 

(614) 253- 0060 

GEORGE WILLIAM CORPORON III 

5206 Sycamore Cree k Drive, Kingwood, TX 77345 

(713) 360-56 5 3 

PETER M. CORTES 

28 Lonsdale Lane, Kennett Square, PA 19348 

JOHN P. CORWIN, M.D. 

26 Stanton Court, Madison, CT 06437 

(203) 245-7344 
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I have a wonderful family with Diana, a Vassar graduate w h om I met 
while a.t Yale. We have two wonderfu l daughters , Anna (twelve) and Em ily 
(eight). I'm a genera l psychiatrist in Gui lford, Connect icut, and feel very lucky 
to be able to work at something that I love doing. I still play tennis as the old 
body permits and fly-fish in that precious tim e we have too little of and wh ich 
goes by so fast. Diana and I spent fifteen years in Denv er, Colorado, before 
mov ing back to roots in Connect icut in 1990. Moving make s one apprec iate the 
time it takes to bu ild friendship s. I hope to reestab lish some of thos e I made 
whi le at Yale. 

THOMAS F. COSGROVE, JR. 

47 Mattatuck Road, Bristol, CT 06010 

(203) 589-0546 
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ANTHONY M. COVELL 

1 I Compton Avenue, Parkstone, Poole, Dorset BH14 8PS, England 
(0202) 709028 

Tony and Natalie, married on mid -winter's day in Dwight Chapel dur 
ing our senior year, still very much in harne ss. Two sons : Adam, reading 
architecture at Kingston University; Crispian, finished school in July 1993, and 
nothing will dissuade him from training as a theatre/rock concert technician and 
manager. Tony: a career in theatre and arts management since returning to the 
United Kingdom in 1970; now founding Dir ecto r of Poole Arts Centre, a the
atre, concert hall, cinema, art gallery, and studios civic fun-palace in the new 
town centre of Poo le, Dorset. Natalie: Headmistress of an indep endent school 
(three to twelve-year - o lds), of which she and Tony are also proprietors (six acres 
of Georgian mansion, gardens, and worry). The whole family well ensconced in 
beautiful Dorset on the edge of Poole Harbour-Hardy country, but also, until 
the politicians blew it with this unspeakable recession, deve loping fast as a Euro
port and high - tech indu stry center. Our passions: th e London and Stratford 
theatre;, walking the Purbeck coastl1ne; sailing-less now with a prop erty to 
manage; and trav el in Europe (one visit south of th e Loire per annum is a mini
mum fix for Tony). Friends and colleagues always welcome. New Haven is now, 
in more than one sense, a different country, but remembere d with great affec
tion. We hope _to be back in 1994, but the schoo l calendar dictates that it will be 
after Reunion. 

MACON COWLES 

1680 Wilson Court, Boulder, CO 80304 
(303) 447-0597 

It is hard to write across twenty-five years and make an account of myself 
which stands up well to the dreams that I've held so close since the years I've 
spent at Yale. Somewhere between 1972 and 1975 my world became less con
templativ e, and I became a human doing more than a human being. Work has 
taken up a lot more time than I wish to admit. Life seems out of balance for that 
reason . At the midpoint in life, I feel the ne ed for close friends. 

I have on ly one close friend whom I see often-that is my wife. It is a 
joy to be with this woman to whom I've b een married now for elev en years. 
But I would like to expand the circle of friends to match th e number and diver
sity of my friends at Yale. Even as I write these words, it sounds 
farfetched - something that is not likely to happen until we are much older and 
have left behind the professions, the job s, the hu stling that is so much a part of 
midlife. Everyone I know is either in a ru sh or struggling or both. 

Recently, life as an env ironmental and toxics lawyer has centered on my 
hom e. It is th ere that I do my work, networke d with colleagues across the coun 
try over phone lines with computers as the entries and work horses. I left the law 
office two yea rs ago, never to return. Case selection-choosing which clients to 
serve-uses more demanding criter ia when there is not an army of staff to sup-
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port. 
I love working in my organic vegetab le garden. I lov e walking with my 

wife R egina and our good Dalmatian dog, H amlet, in the plains and foothills for 
an hour-and-a-half each day. This is what you can do when working at an office 
at home. I love the very old and the very new- fountain pen s with l 8k nibs as 
well as very fast computers. 

I am very good at presenting cases to jur ies and winning. I choose my 
cases carefully. I leave to others the soulless work of defendi ng insurance compa
nies and transnational corporations. I will have none of it, and neve r have. My 
clients are people whose lives are thr eatened wit h toxic waste and citizens group s 
who are trying to protect the wild places of th e ear th. I only wish that I were 
spending as much time enjoy ing those wild places as I spend protecting them. I 
think that may be the expe ri ence of the next decade. 

THOMAS E. CRAFT 

I I 56 North Coronado Stree t, Los Ang eles, CA 90026 
(213) 484-6672 

DAVID L. CRAIG 

2222 Fuller Ro ad, Apartment 1215A, Ann Arbor, M I 48rn5 

JOHN C. CROCKETT 

33 Maugus Avenu e , W ellesley Hi lls, MA 02181 

(617) 235:..7385 

A. HARRISON CROMER , JR . 

3031 North Oc ean Bou levard, Apartment 1903, Fort Lauderdale, FL 33308 
(305) 563-0005 

EDWARD H . CULVER,JR . 

18 Drap er Road, Wayland, MA 01778 

Susan and I had ou r second daught er in Janu ary 1992, weeks before my 
"big four five." Perhaps she'll meet a class of '69 grandchild at the twenty - fifth! 

I am enteri ng my ten th year in residential real estate with De Wolfe New 
England, a large and growi ng regional firm that we took public in 1992. Great 
job, but interferes w ith new found obsession : golf. 

Ah, middle age .... 
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WALTER]. CUMMINGS III 

601 Chiltern Road, Hillsborough, CA 94010 

(415) 579-5914 (ofc.) 

In 1966, on a family trip, I'd taken one look at San Francisco. Its beauty 
was (and is) captivating. So, on graduation, Westward Ho. A Judy Collins con
cert -i nspired blind date led me, in 1970, to Polly Field, visit in g San Francisco 
from Milton, Massachusetts. My father married us on Cape Cod in 1975. 

Life has taken us a marvelous journey. Polly's support, and love, has been 
unwavering. Daughter Julie (thirteen, come reunion time) fills me with lov e and 
lights up my life. Juli e, a redhead, is quick of tongue, filled with a gentle sense of 
humor, and sees the need for symmetry in all things. Walter IV (aka Quattro and 
ten, come No. 25) sends love's tinglings up and down my spine. He's smart as all 
getout and a superjock besides. 

The four of us love the outdoors (this is especially handy in Northern 
California). We spend a great deal of energy and family time skiing. Polly adores 
tennis, Julie running, and Walter IV soccer, baseball , and fishing. Family aside, 
I'm happiest either riding a chairlift, cruising groomed snow, or knee-deep in 
powder, anywhere, anytime; or riding horseback through the open spaces and 
places of Wyoming and Montana. Jackson Hol e, in particular, gives my serenity 
a real shot in the arm (tranquil beaches be damned!). I also take great pleasure 
plotting a trip (or doing the trip) to an Egypt or a Guatema la. Learning abou t, 
and collecting, antique wooden sailing ship models absorbs me, too. This came 
courtesy of th e Manhattan Yellow Pages some years back. A client had abruptly 
cancell ed a meeting in New York. As only they can, New York City's Yellow 
Pages gave me "Antiques, M aritim e," and the phone number and address of 
Nelson's Folly. N elson 's Folly, a walk-up, turned out to be crammed with mod
els. If it still existed .... 

Not being able in 1969 to decide what to do, I took a job in San Francis
co. I applied to Stanford Law School and its Business School, eventually 
completing both and, in 1974, passed the California Bar. My busin ess hankerings · 
ran deep. For a while I fought th em, makin g a living in San Di ego trying law
suit s. In 1978 a recruiter steered me to transportation equipment transaction 
financing. The job was in San Francisco. Private placement work has been the 
consistent th eme of my business life since. The lion's share of that work has 
been, and continues to be, for transportation and high technology companies
simply put, getting those clients' capita l equipment financed. High technology, 
in particular, fascinates me : it's a window on the futur e. The busin ess of growth 
equities manag es to consume the balance o( my work interest. 

All this having been said, life's journey has yielded a good m easure of 
sadness: my mother's death, at fifty, from alcoholism; one brother's refusal to deal 
with his alcohol ism; and my remaining broth er's tw enty-year battle with schizo 
phr en ia. Given the rece nt miracl e of Clorazil, this brother is on the mend. 

Very little of this (and the pow erful feelings allied with this) would have 
materializ ed had I not woken up, in 1985, to the imm ense havoc which alcohol, 
whi ch killed my mother, was creating in my own life . Sobriety has been an 
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experie nce of a wonde rful , life-giving, and life-filling kind . It has been a gift, a 
treasure. 

We spend par ts of our summers on Cape Cod . This summ er sanctuary is 
pure bliss. Co upled with the fact that one hundred percent of Polly's family lives 
in the Northeast, we seem to be in or near Boston a good deal of the time. 

As Polly, Juli e, W alter IV, and I face th e future, I'm part icularly con 
cerned about th e expo nentially increasing complexity of their lives, and ou rs. 
Infor mation po und s us at a th ousand mi les per h our. It seems to me that more 
powerful, never-let-you-alone, intrusive, telecomm unica tions will make this 
more, rather than less, difficu lt. The technology which not on ly fascinates me 
but also provides part of the basis of my livelihood may, in the end, stress us into 
oblivio n. 

We stay in touch with Collins, Eberso l, John son, Field, and many others, 
all of w hom we are eager to see in the Spring of 1994. 

DR. JOHN D. CUNNINGHAM 

School of Behavioural Science, Macquarie Un iversity, 
North Ryde, NSW 2109, Australia 

SCOTT CUNNINGHAM 

379 Old Dublin Road, Hancock , NH 03449 

(603) 525-4023 

My experience as an artist/meta lsmith curren tly extends from making 
fine pewter jewe lry to fabricating copper and brass windvanes and welding out
door steel sculpture. 

I am attrac ted to sculpt ur e that interacts with the outdoor s, and I have set 
up my sculpture in a field near the post-and - beam hous e my wife and I have 
built. I like to see how changing light hits a forged cur ve and how snow delin
eates new shapes on iron. I am intrigued with the imp ul sive strength of the 
wind. Several pieces such as Wing-on- Wi ng, Easter and Wave-Man have part s that 

' are wind - activated. 
I work with old iron, hand-forged steel, and indust rial scrap. I find that 

the contradictory qualiti es of smoo th and ro ugh textures, forged cur ves, and 
straight stock help build new harmonies and images in my work. Th e steel parts 
need tim e to blend into a new who le. Sometimes I find the beginn ing s in an 
hour, but then need month s to com plete beca use I have to wor k ou t the prob
lem s of dim ens ion, ba lanc e, and movement. Other tim es I ju st abandon th e 
drawings and work directly with the steel, trying not to have any preconceived 
expectations. 

I want my sculptur e to attain a fluidity that comes with daily focused 
wo rk. Inspiration is always prepar ed for but cannot be command ed. Th e new 
images in my sculpture recall for me the pleasure of int ense work and the mys
tery of vision in terms oflight, space, and balance. 



II2 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

DR. MARK PHILIP CURCHACK 

7306 Emlen Street, Philadelphia, PA 19119 

. College was nice, so nice I have never left it. I attribute to Yale much of 
what I have become. From anthropology graduate school at Berkeley (which in 
19 69 was a lon g way from New Haven), to teaching positions across the coun
try, to my present career in educational administra tion , I have never been away 
from a co llege or uni versity. It was an except ional privilege to have studied social 
science analysis in the atmosphere which was the Yale Culture and Behavior 
program. I have seen very little research in the past twenty-five years w hi ch 
could pass safely through the grilling we learned to deliver. The demise of that 
program is a real loss. 

I have been married since a year after graduation to Peggy Lehman (Vas
sar '70), the woman whom I dat ed from sophomore year forward. It still feels 
lik e a date. We occupy a large house in Philadelphia, filled with items gathered 
in v isits to uncustomary places. Through Yale singin g I learned to travel, and 
travel I have don e ever since , chie fly in Africa and Asia. I cannot hear a male 
chorus without a tug at my heart. I take joy at the resurgent popularity of male a 
cape lla singing . 

But I cannot read a newspaper w ithout sorrow and anger. I am aghast at 
the career of our nation, its lurch to the radical right, the abandonm ent, for a 
time at least, of the drive to equality wh ich meant so much to many of us. The 
persistence of vicious attitudes is easy to comprehend but impossible to accept. 
What is wrong w ith America is too deeply rooted to be fixed by any quick 
political solution, but the lon ger we ignore ignorance, the greater becomes the 
need to overcome it. Yet I remain hopeful and committed: ends of millennia 
usually feel apoca lyptic, but never are. 

JOHN M. CYTRON 

348 North Oak, Hinsdale, IL 60521 

· Work: work is be ing a tax lawyer-verrrry boring, but it pays the bills. 
For all the superior education I was fortunate to receive and the professional 
doors it opens, I think now that I would throw it all aside to run a cat tle ranch 
in southwestern Colorado. The urban rat race is ju st that ... for rats! 

Loves: I love old steam tr ains, hiking trails in the Rockies, the ru sh of 
water in a mountain stream, the piercing call of a gold en eagle-oh well, we all 
can dream. After all, what is the purpose of a Yale education if not to mak e us 
dream better dreams? · 

Peeves: The obvious ones-most liberals, lawyers and Harvard types for 
the s;::me reason: they are arrogant , ignorant, and genera lly obnoxious. 

Memories: I rem.ember the old Yale, its sense of grandeur, the breadth of 
ideas to explore as if a Yale educa tion was (and it really was) the start of a great 
journey. What I read abo ut Yale now seems to suggest that some of that feeling 
has been lost, and that students and a too liberal faculty have become immersed 
in a sad crusade of "political correctness/' whic h really winds up as a method of 
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limiting ideas and expression. I would like to see some of the old Yale discipline 
and sense of honor and duty return. I would hat e to see Yale turn into another 
Harvard or University of Pennsylvania with kangaroo p.c. courts straight out of 
Kafka' s The Trial. 

Well, th is is not supposed to be a "downer." Maybe some of us "o ld 
Yalies" can set matt ers right. 

Sometimes it is difficult to believe twenty-five years have passed. It only 
seems like yesterday .... Oc casionally reality does set in, such as the telephone call 
I rec eived several months ago from a student staffer at the Yale Daily News who 
was pr epa rin g a survey on coed ucat ion twe nty-fiv e years later. She was asking 
about attitudes in 1968 regarding coeducat ion and the failed union with Vassar. 
Was it really that lon g ago? 

Well, enough of all this. Time to pack up for vacation in Colorado. 

WILLIAM A. DAHL 

7568 North Valentine, Fresno, CA 9371 I 
(209) 435- 323 I (res.) 
(209) 435-3200 (ofc .) 

After leaving Yale, I switched coasts and attended law school at Stanford. 
Thi s interlude was of lasting significance, primarily for providing the opportuni
ty to meet Barbara Blum (Vassar '69, but we never met as undergraduates). W e 
were marri ed the day after I graduated from law school and have remained so for 
tw enty-one wonderful years . We hav e been joined by two daughters, Julia and 
Susan, who are now fifteen and fourteen. 

After law schoo l I spent four years on active duty with the United States 
Marin e Corps. Following that, Barb and I moved to Fresno, California, where I 
entered priv ate practice with a large (for Fresno) genera l business firm. Two 
years ago three of my lon gt ime partners and I opened our ow n small firm, spe
cializing in tax and estate planning. 

While the law has been a rea sonab ly challenging and occasionally 
rewarding way to make a living, I have never felt that it was, or sho uld be, the 
defining eleme nt of my life. Barb's and my determination to plac e family and 
personal matters ahead of career was probably a factor in choosing the relative ly 
out-of-the-way Central Valley of Californ ia as a place to live. We have strived 
mightily to make time available for each oth er and our girls, resisting night and 
weekend work whenever po ssible. Both of us have also been invo lved in our 
respective religious comm unities (Barb-Reformed Jewish; me-Congr egation
al) and the larger secular community. · 

Perhap s the most reward ing activities of the past seventeen years in Fres
no have been teaching a high school Sunday school class for nearly fifteen years 
(it hasn't kept me young, but it probably has kept me from being as intelle ctua l
ly lazy as I might otherwise have become) and being involved in building a 
Ronald M cDo nald House (a home for families of seriously ill children) in Fres
no. 

We have also enjoyed trave l as a family. The Sierra Nevada has been a 
frequ ent weekend location, although our two daugl1ters hav e of late been less 
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enthusiastic about sleeping on the ground than when they were younger. We 
have also made longer trips to Hawaii (lucky enoug h to view eruptions in 
progress), Mexico, England, Israel and Egypt. We seem to spread social uph eaval 
whenever we trav el to the Middl e East, as we were in Israel when the intifada 
broke out and in Cairo when Kuwait was overrun by Iraq. Viewing the local 
perspective on these events was fascinating. 

Main regret in looking back is that I did not get to know more of, or 
stay in better touch with, my classmates at Yale. I have come to appreciate -both ·· 
the education and the stimulation of the company more as time goes by. Proba
bly a middle age affliction. Main regret in more recent years is that, while Barb 
has been working since the girls were in school full time, Fresno has not provid 
ed her with the professional opportunities we expected. 

Th e future is hard to decipher, beyond the need to fund an education for 
our daught ers. Both Barb and I are getting the itch to move on and will likely 
leave Fresno (and California) within the next few years, although we have no 
specific destination in mind. Twenty years in any one place is enough. A change 
in career is also likely , possibly into teaching, fund raising or charitable/ commu
nity/ religious work. 

All in all, it's been quite a ride so far. I'm looking forward to the rest of it . 

DENNIS J. DAHLEN 

· 23 Pond Drive West, Rhinebeck, NY 12572 

ROBERT LYONS DANLY 

2220 Washtenaw Avenue, Ann Arbor, MI 48104 

(313) 996-5928 
Asian Languages & Cultures, 3070 Frieze Building, Ann Arbor, MI 48109 

(313) 763-3556 

This isn't the moment I would have cho sen to take stock of things, and I 
am not remotely comfortable writing autobiography, however abbreviated. In 
spite of the official facts (that I am a translator and professor of Japan ese litera
ture, that I live in Ann Arbor, that my first book won the Nationa l Book 
Award), I still don't feel-twenty-five year:s after leaving Yale wondering "Now 
what?"-that life has coalesced. 

I remember drivin g away from New Ha ven after graduation, looking 
back at Ph elps Gate with as much disqui et as I had felt walking through it four 
years earlier. Being an undergraduate at Yale had seemed the perfect calling, and, 
despite th e evidence, I had neglected to prepare myself for the fact that it wou ld 
end. 

Somehow, I managed to 'get over my homesickness for Yale, to avoid the 
draft, to spend a couple of years in Tokyo as a copyw riter , to come back to Yale 
and get a Ph.D., to land a job teaching at the University of Michigan, to write, 
in tim e to produce my own graduate students, and even to master my stage 
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fright enough to give a dece nt lecture. I became an "authority." I found myself 
once more at Yale, invited to speak, and at Harvard, at Berkeley, in London, 
Venice. 

Yet I don't fee l like doing any boasting. Th e J apanese have a saying, 
"T he gods never give two things." What sticks in my mind are the failures. To 
wit, Hollywood. It sounds, even to me, lik e a cliche, or warmed-over F. Scott 
Fitzgerald (Erich Segal?), but it happe ned-the only thing I ever did, I th ink, in 
step with th e rest of my generation-I wro te a screenplay . I wrote it with a 
fri~nd who teaches film, and we entered it in a contest for new writers sponsored 
by the (scre en) Writers' Guild. "This is just for fun," we told ourselves. But 
when we were named first runner-up, we were on the next plane to Los Ange
les. 

We schmoozed. We picked an agent. We learned not to wear a coat and 
tie. We ate at th e Ivy with the second cousin of anyone we'd ever known in th e 
industry. We wrote anothe r screenplay. Studio ex ecutiv es called us "comedic 
geniuses." For about five minutes a produc er at Warner Brothers wanted to buy 
it for Barbra Streisand. Streisand was involved with Don Johnson at the time, 
and the producer was looking for a movie they could make together. Before we 
cou ld even check out property in Malibu, Johnson dumped Streisand for 
Melanie Griffith, and that was the end of that. Back to Ann Arbor. 

"Darling!" our agent called, "Get out here right away! Daryl Hannah 
wants to do it." I taught my seminar and dashed to the airport. My collaborator 
changed into Armani in th e parking garage on Rodeo Drive, and we sped to our 
rendezvous with Daryl Hannah, who drove up in a rusty jeep, wearing cowboy 
boots and a red polka-dot dress and chugging from a large bottle of Evian. We 
were golden! She loved the script, she loved us, her development person at Lori
mar called us "comedic gen iuses." The next morning Warner Brothers bought 
Lorimar, and that was the end of that. Daryl went to New York and took up 
wit h John F. Kennedy, Jr., and we went back to Ann Arbor. 

"Write another one," the agent said. "There'll be a hug e bidding war!" 
But I'm still nursing my wounds. The last tim e she called, one of my graduate 
students was undergoing an ora l exam, defending his dissertation. "Lee, I can't 
talk. I'm in the middle of a dissertation defense." "Sweetie!" she said, "Do you 
have a good lawyer?" 

DOUGLAS P. DaRIF 

Ten O'Clock Lane, Weston, CT 06880 

JOHN S. DARROW 

2720 Central Street, Apartment 2C, Evanston, IL 60201 
(708) 869-7303 



Peter ~nd Nicola . Cod~ington and children 



Macon Cow les with Hamlet, "the brains behind my work" 

N'alter J. Cummings III Scott Cunningham, "Wing-On-Wirig" 
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DAVID M. DARST 

Goldman, Sachs & Company, 85 Broad Street, 28th Floor, New York, NY rooo4 
(212) 902- 8968 

STEVEN J. DAUER 

1302 Sonata Street, Greenvi lle, NC 27858 

(919) 756-9877 

As a French major at Yale, I spent my junior year in Paris , where I met 
my wife, Becky (Mount Holyoke Co llege '69). We married right after gradua
tion and passed most of the next decade of our lives learn ing languages, teaching 
Eng lish, and travelling abroad-including severa l years in Greece and in Scot
land. Also during thi s period, at the University of Mich igan in the early 
seventies, I wrote about our exper iences on a Greek island, whi le completing a 
master's degree in English. Subsequently, Becky did her doctorate in linguis
tics/phonetics at University of Edinburgh; and she has published a book on 
pronunciation and is a college lecturer in ESL. , 

About fifteen years ago, accepting that I was not going to support myself 
as a writer, nor was I prepared to compete for scholarly academ ic positions , I 
turned to another lifelon g interest and embarked on my present career as a clini
cal psycho logist. I studied, trained and received my doctoral degree at Univ ersity 
of Massachu setts, Amherst, with an internship at Harvard M edical School/Mas
sachusett s Mental Health Center in Boston. Following thr ee years at a 
comm unity menta l health center, I moved for the sake of my current job as staff 
psycho logist at the East Caro lina University, Mental Health Services. 

When I look back now on my tim e at Yale from the perspective of mid
life, th e m emor ies of intense experienci ng and of coming alive at that age are 
mix ed with regret over the wasted opportunities and the unfulfill ed promises 
that I made to myself th en. Thou gh I have always deeply valu ed my romance 
with writing and literature begun at Yale and my later foreign adventures, my 
youthful devo tion to these, as well as my rejection of main stream culture, seems 
to ha ve left me professionally behind th e rest of my generation. Yale itself 
endow ed me with int ellectual standa rds and litera ry ideals, to which I often feel 
inadequat e and unfaithful, yet which influence the spirit of my work and toward 
which per sonally I nevertheless continue to aspire. 

BRADFUTE W. DAVENPORT, JR . 

Mays & Valentine, P.O. Box ' I I22, Richmond, VA 23208 
(804) 697- I 3 I I 

Aside from law school most of th e past tw enty-fiv e years have centered 
arou nd family and work. I was mar ried to Charlotte from 1971 to 1985. We had 
one daughter, Kate, now a teenag er, and we've wo rked out a ve ry successfu l 
joint custody arrangement. In 1987 I married Suzanne (we met in our church 
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choir). We've had two boys, John (six by the time this is published) and Stephen 
(five) and two girls, Sarah (three-and-a-half) and Maria (two-and-a-half). 

I'v e pr actice d law since 1972 at Mays & Valentine in Richmond. My 
practice has been almost exclusively in civil litigation in Virginia and federal 
courts. I'v e been fortunate to hav e had cases in many different areas of the law 
(contracts, construction, condemnation, OSHA, business torts, bankruptcy, envi
ronmental, insurance coverage, asbestos removal, Dalkon Shield, ecclesiastical, 
municipal) and to have been part of a stable firm with partners who get alon g 
well with each other almost all of the time. 

Because of my delayed fathering, I'm behind many of you in my ability 
to do some of th e things I'd like. Suzanne and I would lov e to travel some more. 
My dream is to take a semester off and becom e an undergraduate again, taking 
courses I didn't have the nerve to when we were at Yale. 

NORMANN. DAVIDSON III 

No Address Available 

JOHN J. DAVIS III 

428 Country Lane, Louisville, KY 40207 

(502) 895-6157 (res.) 
(502) 588-8640 (ofc.) 

It will surprise no one that I am sending this in at the absolute last 
minute. The rather serious person peering out from the submitted photograph 
does not necessarily represent the totality of life here in the M eso- South. As a 
C.V. is not called for, I will simp ly say that I have had a varied and int eresting 
life since depa r tin g New Hav en, full of fits and numerou s star ts. In the end, I 
have not gotten very far spat ially: I live two blocks from my ancestral hom e. I 
am married to the girl down th e street, if not next door, and have two lov ely 
and cha lleng ing children. I find that th e older I get, paradoxically, th e grand er 
my dreams become. While the great American novel seems a bit Pollyannaish, 
the pretty good American short stor y seems reasonable. At some point I want 
also to participate in the national champio nship of some sport, however unath
letic. Golf suggests itself, and the senior tour is less than five years away. In the 
meantime I'm trying to stay in shap e with occasional running and trying to learn 
how to make an hon est buck in th e investme nt busin ess . 

.. 
KENNETH L. DAVIS, M.D. 

17 Seacrest Driv e,' Huntin gton, NY I 1743 

Married to Bonnie Morrison Davis since 1972. We have two children, 
Daniel (sixteen) and Jord anna (thirteen). 

I am currently Chairman and Professor of Psychiatry at the M ount Sinai 
School of Medicine, where I co nduct research on the biology of schizophren ia 
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and the treatment of Alzheimer's disease, teach residents and medical stud ent s, 
see patients, and administer a large department. 

STEVEN ANDREW DAVIS, M.D. 

102 Wisteria Drive, San Antonio, TX 78213 

(210) 366-0063 

Practising dermatology. En ter in g eigh teent h year of syndica ted health 
features for CBS radio nationally. H ave written books, articles, etc. Started pub
lishing company, specializing in local pare ntin g publications, with edition s in San 
Anton io, Houst on, Atlanta, arid New Orleans-it's growing. So are two kids, 
Bryant (twelve) and Suzanne (nin e). Hav e become a fishin g fanatic; especially 
love Texas Gulf coast bays, but also chase down walleyes in Minnesota during 
th e summer. Married to a great, talented woman, Jolene Bryant Davis, who runs 
a publishing company and still kee ps up w ith the kids. Happy to be in goo d 
health and not feeling like it 's been twe nty-five years since gradu ating! 

MARK B. DAYTON 

1222 Mount Curve Avenue, Minneapolis, MN 55403 

(612) 377-0136 

ROBERT J. DeLORENZO, M.D . 

418 MCV Station, Richmond, VA 23298 

(804) 786-9720 

I cons ider my family (twin sons, Brock and Grant [fourteen], daughte r 
Shanelle [thirt een], an d my wife Lorisa) to be my major achi evement . After . 
complet ing my educat ion at Yale (M.D., Ph.D., and M.P.H. degrees), I j oined 
the Yale faculty in the Schoo l of Medicine, Department of Neurology. I left Yale 
in r 98 5 to assume the chairmans hip of the Department of Neurology, Med ical 
College of Virginia, Richmond, Virgin ia. I h ave been active in academics and 
have a special love for molecular bio logy and antiques. Life has been good to me 
and my friendships have been rewarding. I miss the "good old days" at Yale and 
occasionally think back to the antics of the Class of '69 . Although life as a profes
sor is often consi der ed full of hard work, it also has its "moments." I have 
includ ed a photograp h of Lorisa and me after we managed to get away to Hawaii 
and do a little fishing last summ er to prove that even academics can have fun! 
This was th e small marlin-the big one got away. My children also love fishing 
and outd oor sports . Brock and Gran t lettered in football and track at middle 
schoo l, and Shanelle has been active wit h tennis and boating. 

I have really enjo yed teaching and playing a ro le in educat ing futur e sci
en tists and doctors. If noth ing else, it keeps yo u honest and makes you aware of 
each new generat ion . It is har d to believe we ha ve been away from Yale for 
twenty -five years . I like to thi nk that gives us wisdom and exper ience. We need 
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something to compensate for th e grey hair and extra pounds. Let's all hope we 
can do this again for the fiftieth reunion. 

DON C. DENMAN 

210 NW 16th, Oklahoma City, OK 73103 
(405) 524-0860 

JEFFREY A. DENNER 

One Federal Street, Boston, MA 021 I O 

(617) 426-8900 

Partner in a thirty-plu s person law firm. My specialty is high -profile crim
inal cases. Graduated Harvard Law School, 1973. Marri ed, thr ee children (ages 
eighteen, five and three). 

I miss you all very much. I miss Yale. And I miss being twenty-one years 
old. 

MAX]. DERBES III 

114 South Drive, Covington, LA 7043 3 

For the last twenty-five years I've been married to my high schoo l sweet
heart, Julie. We have two sons, Ben (twenty) and Zac (eighteen), plus a daughter, 
Casey (eight). These three people are my, rather our, greatest achievements . 

Otherwise, I earn a living by selling and leasing indu strial and commercial 
real estate. I own and manage the real estate company started by my grandfather 
in 1934. We handl e about fifty percent of the indu strial transactions in th e New 
Orleans M etropolitan area and hav e a reputation for honesty and fair dealing of 
which I am very proud. 

The last five years hav e been somewhat trying. Prior to 1985 I developed 
a number of industrial buildings in New Orleans. Thanks in large part to the bri l
lianc e of our government (changes in th e tax laws, ch ang es in the banking 
regulations, etc.), thes e developmen ts almost destroyed me. I thank the good 
Lord that I'v e almost weathered the storm. 

Now I'm trying the novel ideas of living within my means, being prudent 
in my investments, seeking the advice of others, and asking for help when I need 
it. It seems to be working. 

I enjoy playing tennis, coo king and eating good food, and spending what
ever time I can with my family. We live in Covington, just north of New 
Orleans, with a dog, a cat, and four goldfish. My life is good. 

ROBERT F. DERING 

525 Woodmont Avenue, Berkeley, CA 94708 

(sro) 527- 8999 
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DAVID C. DESJARLAIS, M.D. 

r r45C Akipohe Street, Kailua, HI 96734 

GEORGE M. DEVOE 

No Address Available 

KENNETH S. DEVOE 

26 West Helen Street, Hamden, CT 065 14 

(203) 287-0848 (ofc .) 
(203) 28r -6007 (res.) 

The most appropriate way for me to sum up life afte r Yale is to quote 
Phil Jackson, head coac h of my beloved three-time World Champion Chicago 
Bull s, commenting on the team's firs t cha mpion season and saying, "What a 
strange and wonderful trip it's been." (Incidentally, as a Chicago native, all of my 
home city's spo rt s teams are "be lov ed" in my mind, as the submitted picture 
implies.) 

I entered Yale with rather conservative academic and career ambition s
nam ely to prepare myself to get into law schoo l and ente r th e legal profession. I 
deviated from that game plan almo st immediately-second semes ter freshman 
year to be exact-when I joined WYBC and went on the air. From th at point 
on, my career track and personal life would take a totally different turn-for the 
better-and I would never look back. 

While still at Yale, I held down a part-time j ob as a rock jock in New 
Haven at WNHC. After graduation I em bark ed on a seventeen-year career on 
th e air at various station s in New Haven, Hartford, and Bridgeport, Connecti
cut. But broadcasting was only one stop along the magical mystery tour that 
became my post-Yale life. While in radio, I learned the art of writing and pro
ducing commercials, which I parlayed into a free-lance career. From that 
broadcast advertising expe rience I expande d into w riting and producing audiovi
sual, multi-image films and videos, first for a local production company, and 
since 1985 through my own company based in Hamden, Connecticut. In addi
tion I do marketing commun ications and consulting for a broad range of 
corporations, including IBM , GE, Aetna, and others. I have been fortunate to 
hav e my commercials recogn ized with awards from the Advertising Club of 
Har tford, the Advertising Club of Fairfield County, the Connecticut Art Direc
tor's Club, the CLIO competitio n, and the Retail Advertising Conference. I 
have been equally fortunate to receive a Crystal AMI, the highest award given 
out by the Association of Multi-Image Int ernat ion al. 

None of th e above wou ld have been possible had I not made that detour 
off the prelaw route into radio. Nor woul d I have met my wife Cindy (and 
needless to say, nor would we have a son, Lucas). Cindy worked at one of the 
radio stations I programmed in New Hav en. We met and did not instantly hit if 
off, largely because I was an obnoxious boss. But somehow, a relationship blos-
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somed, and we got marri ed in 1981 and have remained happily so ever since. 
With all due respect to classmates, roommates, prof essors, and others, my 

fondest memories of Yale, not surprisingly, revolve around WYBC-from the 
countless all-night shows ( often visited by street people of New Haven who 
crashed the station during the wee hours), to broadcasting a memorable Yale
Harvard footba ll game in 1967 (not as memorable as THE TIE in r 968), to 
being the first and perhaps only person to do play -b y-play of a Bladd er Ball 
game. It was an enormous source of pride to be at Yale, at WYBC, and in 
broadcasting for the birth of progressive rock radio. WYBC was th e first such · 
station in all of Connecticut and mayb e the country. It was equally satisfying to 
be part of the core group that put the station on the air twenty-four hours a day, 
seven days a week, for th e first tim e in its history. 

I remember with prid e the constant parade of headliners from the worlds 
of music and politics who came to th e studios of WYBC and graced our air
waves. 

I remember listening with horror and dismay as WYBC broadcast Ivy 
Network coverage of th e 1968 Democratic Convention in Chicago, when the 
local police, under orders from Mayor Daly, gave Chicago a figurative black eye 
while giving young protesters literal black eyes and other bump s, bruises, and 
cuts during the disorder that reigned supreme at th e convent ion. You may recall 
the mayor's classic malapropism in the press, "The police aren't her e to prevent 
disorder. They'r e here to preserve it." 

I remember with fondness those of you who worked with me at 
WYBC, and who listened from your rooms-and even occas ionally called in to 
make a request or try and win a contest. 

Currently, I am in the process of trying to repay Yale and WYBC for 
those marvelous experiences by volunteering as a member of the WYBC Board 
of Governors, trying to rescue th e station from its current financi al woes and 
revitalize this unique and memorab le part of the Yale experience. 

Ther e hav e been a few disappointments on this "strang e and won derful 
trip" of mine-but only a few. · 

I was disappointed at missing out on Yale's coeducational experience. 
Women were admitted th e year after we graduated. 

I was disappointed at not being able to go to Woodstock. I had to work 
at WNHC during that week and couldn't get a day off 

I was- and remain - disappointed at the blandness of rock 'n' roll radio 
today, where personaliti es are out, and wall-to-wall music with no talk prevails. 

I was bitterly disappointed at the collapse of the 1969 Cubs. I was equally 
disappoint ed when the 1984 Cubs, after taking the first two games in the NLCS 
at Wrigley Field , lost the next three at San Diego an d lost a trip to the World 
Series-thanks in large part to Leon Durham , whose misplay of a grounder has 
only been eclipsed by Boston's Bill Buckner in 1986. I was disappo int ed that the 
1989 Cubs couldn't find a way to win just one game at San Francisco before los
ing out to the Giants in the NLCS. (Sense a pattern her e?) When one's favorite 
team hasn't won a World Series since 1908, or even play ed in one since 1945, 
these disappointments are the norm. None of these disappointments, however, 
prevent me and my family from making our annual pilgrimage to Wrigley Field 
each summer for a few games. 
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As for achievements, there have been many. However the highest 
achievement of all is my family. What more could one ask for? 

CORNELIS DISCO 

Brouwersgracht T /0 105, Amsterdam 1013HJ, Netherlands 

(3 I 20) 6261432 

My life? You might call it incoherent; you might call it irresponsible; you 
might call it interesting. I call it : still floating after all these years. I won't bore 
you with the details, but this is not entirely metaphor. Part of it (i.e., my life) is 
being the occupant and sometime captain of an old Amsterdam canal barge. This 
has been going on for about twenty years now . Boats teach you a lot about the 
frailty and tenacity of matter and spirit, and the interact ion has shaped me at least 
as much as it has the boat. In retrospect-and probably not to my credit-it may 
turn out to be the most serio us (albeit far from dearest) lon g-term other of my 
life. That's okay, it deserves it. It' s managed to survive two world wars and will 
most likely survive me. It may be my major gift to posterity in the absence-as 
yet-of offspring. 

My Clark Kent side is what Yale more or less trained me to be: a profes 
sional purveyor of enlightenment. Briefly, I make ends meet by teaching 
something like sociology at a small engineering/social sciences university in the 
eastern part of the Netherlands (University of Twente). Lest this sound the least 
bit dull, let me suggest that the dialectic is a piece of cake compared to trying to 
convey an understanding of technologies to students majoring in "philosophical 
engineering" (this is serious). I am learning a lot about how technology moves in 
and through the modern worl d and am busy editing a volume on the topic. 

Of course, all this leaves me with a lot of free time to search for deeper 
meaning (which I seem to remember doing a lot of at Yale too). Some find 
Lenin, some Jesus, some change into Superman in phone booths, some are 
blessed with good cars, I happened to find the Argentine Tango and a (dance) · 
partner. For the last four years, I, later we, have been teaching the dance (and 
occasionally performing), and it's blossomed into something of a mini-career. It's 
just the thing for a bargee-sociologist on a night off. 

Looking back at Yale in the late sixties, I'd say we were (in very various 
ways) into the euphor ia of insisting that promise counted for more than stol id 
performance. Probably I never quite dispensed with that folly. Every once in a 
while I wonder how the rest of you guys transformed into responsible adu lts. 
Maybe now I'll find out. 

STEVEN C. DIXON 

1623 Third Avenue, Apartment 29H(W), N ew York, NY 10128 
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FRANK A. DOBBS 

203 West 23d Street, Apartment 3, New York, NY 10011 
(212) 463-9312 

DWIGHT A. DODGE II 

221 North Caro lina Aven ue, Pasadena, MD 21122 

(410) 437-8333 

ALANSON]. DONALD,JR. 

413 Blackstrap Road, Falmouth, ME 04105 
(207) 878-2588 

NICHOLAS E. DOOB 

39-34 46th Street, Sunnys ide, NY II 104 
(718) 361- 3136 

BRIAN J. DOWLING 

25 J eric ho Road, Wes ton, MA 02193 

Wife: Nancy; daughter: H aley. 
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R eunions are times to renew old acquain tanc es and reminisce. In reflect
in g about Yale, I think what makes Yale grea t is th e people it attracts. The 
personal associations and relationships at Yale with classmates and peop le in the 
Yale community were th e highlights of my years in New Haven, an d m any of 
these friendships have continu ed to the present. 

M y football exper ience was parti cu larly special. Wit h an ene rge tic , tal
ent ed, and hard worki ng coach in g staff, we ben efited from an assem bly of 
players whose abiliti es m esh ed to ge th er, both in our class and with th ose in '68 
and '70 . I entered Yale w ith a compe titive and winning spirit which acted as th e 
catalyst for ou r team. I always appro ache d th e qu arte rba ck position as a mental 
cha llenge. Certain physical abili ties were necessary to play the po sition , but th e 
challenge for me was deciding w hat to do, not how to do it. The right decision 
made succeedi ng that mu ch easier. Th e talen t on th e tea m facilitated my deci
sion makin g. For exampl e, can anyone remember a long scoring drive that didn't 
includ e a long run or pass? For that matter, we didn 't have tha t many lon g scor
ing drives because the defense gave us th e ball in good field po sition the maj ority 
of the time. Can anyone re mem ber any of th e backs ever gett in g tack led in the 
backfie ld (not including an occasiona l helte r- skelter scrambl e)? Th e answers to 
th ese rh etorica l questions are two big reasons w hy we we re suc cessful and score d 
more point s in nine games than any Yale team in nine or ten gam es in th e last 
seventy years. In settin g a Yale record for total offense yardage (w hich still stands, 

' 
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I think), the difference between passing and rushing at the end of the season was 
less than I 50 yards. The reason I ment ion these statistics is that it made it fun and 
very easy to play quarterback. 

What I have been pleased to find out running into classmates over the 
years is that th ey enjoyed th e games as much from the stan ds as we did on the 
field. 

Followi ng college I played nine years of professional footba ll in four dif
ferent leagues, but nowhere did I enjoy coming into the huddl e more than at 
Yale. I never kn ew wh at kind of clever or co lorful comment would b e made 
and by whom. The players on that team were special, and not j ust because they 
were good football players. The wins were very satisfying, but the camarade rie 
was the true reward, and it is someth ing that will end ur e for a lon g time. 

It is hard to believe that our twenty-fifth reunion is upon us. In my per
sona l life I have had accomp lishments in varying degrees in a mix of endeavors, 
but nothing comes even close to that of being a parent. I have been blessed with 
one terrific daughter so far and there is nothing comparab le to the joy and 
responsibility of nurturing and raising children. The excitement I exper ienced at 
different stages of my life pales when seeing my daughter go through similar j oys 
and heartaches. I hope everyone has found somet hing equa lly rewarding. 

FELIX C. DOWNES-THOMAS 

No Address Available 

STANLEY F. DREZEK, JR. 

6 Westelm Garden, San Antonio, TX 78230 

(210) 493-0939 

I have become a Texan since we moved here in 1971. Wendy and I have 
thr ee wonderful, unique, growing, becoming teenagers. Rebekah is a j unior in · 
electrica l eng ineering at Duke and loves horses and computers. Beajamin will be 
a seni or in hi gh school and hopes to move to Co lorado and work in the ski 
industry. J oseph is sixteen, driv in g, checkbook, job, very practica l and hard
working. He might pursue sports medicine. We want him to be a cook-best 
hot tofu in the southwest. We love San Antonio's peop le, climate and laid-back
ness. We work hard. I do the capita l plann ing (mainly where to bui ld and how 
big) for a large (fifty-six thousand) Texas school district, plus lots of institutiona l 
research. Wendy teaches blind, multihandicapped infants and knows more about 
this popu lation than probably anyon e in the Southwest. We recently built our 
first house and are into Texas native plants, vegetarianism, fitness, and Tzedaka h. 
Ca ll or visit. 

DENNIS N. DROGSETH 

No Address Available 
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RICHARD W. DROST 

28 Fairrnont ,Avenue, Cambridge, MA 02139 

(617) 354- 3339 

DR. DANIELL. DUKE 

465 Lego Drive, Charlottesville, VA 22901 

Ruffner Hall, University of Virginia, 405 Emm et Street, Charlottesville, VA 22903 
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After graduating from Yale in 1969, I stayed on as Carnegie Teaching 
Fellow in African-American Studies. Subsequently I taught high school social 
studies in Philadelphia, comp leted a doctorate (at the State Univ ersity of New 
York at Albany) in education, serv ed as a schoo l admini strator in upstate New 
York, joined the faculty of the Stanford University School of Education, and 
helped found the Graduate School at Lewis and Clark College in Portland, Ore
gon. I came to the University of Virginia as Chair of Educational Leadership and 
Policy Studies and Professor of Educational Leadership in 1987. 

My research interests include organizational history, educational polici es, 
professional development of teachers and administrators, and leadership theory. I 
have authored fifteen books and over a hundred articles for professional journals. 
I have consu lted with school systems and public agencies throughout the United 
States, Canada, and Great Britain . Currently I am completing a history of a 
Southern high school, a book of case studies of pr:ofessional growth, and an edit
ed volume on teacher evaluation policy. 

I am married to Cheryl Davis, a real estate agent in Charlottesville, and 
have four children : Krista (twenty-three), Josh (twenty-two), Jay (twenty-two), 
and Devan (ten). We live atop Pantops Mountain, in the shadow of Montic ello, 
and regularly honor the gtiost of Mr. Jefferson. 

RONALD A. DUKES 

Davenport -Dukes, Inc., 448 Viking Driv e, Suite 3 50, Virginia Beach, VA 23452 

(804) 431- 1199 

ROBERT J. DULL 

718 West Valley Drive, Le Mars, IA 51031 

(712) 546-4330 

Attorney, civil and criminal prosecution; still married to same "girl"; 
three daught ers (twenty-three to seventeen); returned to hom etown in '76 and 
haven't left. 



John]. Davis III Steven Andrew Davis 

Robert and Lorisa D eLorenzo 

·. 



Kenneth and Cindy Devoe and son Steven C. Dixon, Oyster Fest in Milford, CT 

The Brian Dowlings Tom and Jane Earley 
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MICHAEL C. DUNN, M.D. 

5940 Kingham Court, Agoura, CA 91301 

STEPHEN W. DUNWELL, JR. 

Steve Dunwell Photography, 20 Winchester Street, Boston, MA 02116 

(617) 423-4916 

A. PAUL DURHAM 

Diagnostic Products Corporation, 5700 West 96th Street, Los Angeles, CA 90045 

THOMAS C . EARLEY 

2331 Creek Drive, Alexandria, VA 22308 

Twenty-five years is a long time to sum up. Most of all, I would have to 
say I've been lu cky, since there have been plenty of times when things could 
have gone badly but didn't. I signed up for three -and-a-half years in the Navy, 
emerging unscathed and well-travelled, serving two years as an intelligence offi
cer. This may not be the best place to say it, but the reunion I would most enjoy 
would be the thirty or so officers from the wardroom of the USS Wainwright. 

I had two interesting years in London in graduate school and got a job 
connected with commodity markets, which were then one of the most exciting 
things going. While I would never have predicted I would end up as an agricul
tural economist, I have been successfu l in my work and fortunate in my 
colleagues. The firm of Abel, Daft & Earley just celebrated its tenth anniversary 
and is now famed in song and story in agricultural economist and Washington 
policy circles. "Dead dog Democrats" all, our star has risen after the long dark 
night of Reagan-Bush-omania . 

But I have been luckiest in my family life. I met Jane Campana at a party 
in 1975, and for me it was love at first sight. She was both intelligent and sexy. It 
took her a few more sights . I'm not sure which category I was weak on. We 
began living together that year, bought a hou se on Capitol Hill in 1976, and got 
married in r 977. 

We have a daughter Caitlin, Class of 2003 and a son Nick, Class of 2005. 

They're healthy, smart, funny, and good looking-I told you I was lucky . It 
would please me no end if they went to Yale, provided it is right for them at the 
time. Yale was a wonderful mind-expanding experience for me. 

Given the hazards of daily life, I was sometimes skeptica l that I wou ld be 
around for my twenty -fif th reunion. My mother died of undecipherable causes 
in May 1968 in the middle of exams. They waited a day until I had finished to 
break the news. My father died in 1976 of cancer. Despite ,some long-lived 
grandparents, this did not seem a good omen. Having escaped accidenta l death a 
couple of time since then and survived my share of minor disorders, I am feeling 
a littl e more sanguine about making contribut ions to my retirement plan. I 
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remember Lee Mu ndell was conv inc ed he wou ld die yo ung, until he didn't. 
Now I think we co uld both live to ripe old ages. Unl ess wine tur ns out to be 
bad for you. 

Do es luck translate into happiness? It helps, but I have also wor ked hard 
at keeping th e different elem ents of my life in proportion. Armed with the sev
enties' sensibilities of educated American males, I have done my share on most 
fronts and kept my career and family life in balance. It' s one of the thin gs I'm 
most proud of 

There is room for improvement though . Family and wo rk life can be too 
narrow a realm. I have been focusing mor e in th e past year on developing better 
male friendships, and meet every couple of wee ks with half-a-dozen like-mind
ed acquaintances. It has proved to be a good forum for talking about a wide 
variety of issues. Almost like pre-coed Yale when male frien ds were pretty much 
your only option. 

I have taken up sailing, which is a delight. Never learn ed tennis, which is 
a disappointment, but I am ho pin g my kids will get me into it. Should undoubt 
edly get more exercise and drink less wine. Should meditate twice daily and floss 
once. Shouldn 't lose my te mp er , procrastinate, or worry too much about the 
future. Should wr ite mor e letters. 

One of the biggest chan ges in my outlook on the world since twe nty
five years ago is a decline in optimism, perhaps better describ ed as a shrinkin g of 
horizon s. Back then anyt hin g seemed poss ible . You did n' t know wh at you 
would end up do ing for a liv ing, whom yo u would marry, or where you wo uld 
put do wn roots. One could travel almost anywhere outside th e Communist 
coun tri es without great fears regardin g persona l safety. And there was a definite 
sense that progress on many fron ts was not only possible but likely. By now my 
own op tion s have narrowed dr amat ically . And so much of th e world seems 
closed off, violent, and lackin g in hope. I would most like to see the pendu lum 
swing back in th e other direction over th e next twenty-five years. 

With regard to my own life, I remain optimi stic. I believe my relation
ships with family and friends will deepen and intens ify. I feel a littl e stale in my 
wo rk situation, but hope to find some new dir ection or application for the skills 
and know ledge that I have accumu lated . Longer term, I would like to have the 
freedom and will to do somet hing a little mor e oriented towards public service . 

Twenty - five years after Yale, I know I was lucky to hav e had th at four 
years there and made the friend s I did. I wish I had done a better jo b of keeping 
up som e of those friendships and believe this reu nion is a chance to begin doin g 
that. 

DICK EBERSOL 

NBC Sports, 30 Rockefe ller Plaza, New York, NY ror 12 
(212) 664- 2468 

Career: President, NBC Sports, 1989-; Coc reator, "Saturday Night Live," 
1975; Executive Produ cer, "Saturday Night Live," 1975, 1981-85; Creator, "Lat
er with Bob Costas," 1988 (Executive Producer, 1988- 89); Creator, "Friday 
Nig h t Videos," 1983 (Execu tive Producer, 1983- 89); Execut ive Produ cer, 
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Barc elona Olympic s, 1992; Vice President (comedy, variety, and specials), NBC, 
1976-79; Co-owner, WZBG-FM Radio, Litchfield, Connecticut. 

Loves: Susan Saint James Ebersol; Teddy (three); Willie (seven); Cha rlie 
(eleven); Sunshine (twenty -two) ; and Harmony (nineteen); skiing in Tellur ide, 
Colorado; smoking Cuban cigars anywh ere. 

Dreams: New Haven will rise again to be the grow in g and happy city it 
was in 1965. 

Memories: Road trips to Bennett and Briarcliff Manor; th e day my older 
brother becam e President of Briarcliff; BD and Calvin running loose in th e 
Bowl; leaving in 1967 for two years working at th e 1968 Olympics; thousands of 
Army troops in N ew Haven in May 1970; ho w civilized our "sixties" protests at 
Yale seem in retrospect; William Scranton III, Atwood Collins III, Walter Cum
mings III-all my roommates may have been thirds but th ey were "firsts" as fun 
loving friends. 

FREDERICKS. EDDY 

1222 Hemp stead Ro ad, Schenectady, NY 12309 

(518) 346- 1683 

GEORGE A. EFFINGER 

No Address Available 

ROBERT G. EISENHAUER,JR. 

126 Oakwood Driv e, Jupit er, FL 33458 

(407) 744-0367 

MAJ. THOMAS F. ELEK 

63 Larkwood Court, Stafford, VA 2255 4 

JONA THAN H. ELKUS 

11 Rue du Bo~rg-D essus, 1248 H ermance, Switzerland 

REV. JOHN R. ELLIOTT 

51 Crestwoo d Lane, North east, PA 16428 

(814) 725- 5407 
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PROF. STEVEN P. ELLIS 

Dept. of Statistics, Ohio State University, 141 Cockins Hall, 1958 Neil Avenue, 
Columbus, OH 43210 

THOMAS K. EMMONS 

1158 Fifth Avenue, Apartment 2B, New York, NY 10029 

(212) 410 -3 345 

CLEMENT P. ENGLE 

r 32 Wes t Maple Avenue, Denver, CO 80223 

(303) 733-1426 
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So after graduation I was on my way to Woodstock from Montreal when 
Nixon's henchmen busted me at the border. Never made it to Woodstock; was 
sent hom e, where the 1-A notice from the draft board was waiting, along with 
an offer to teach school deep in the ghettos of Philadelphia. The kids ran circles 
around me for a year; I flunked my draft physical; I took my money and took off 
for Europe and Morocco. The money ran out in 1971. I returned to the U.S.A., 
put my worldly possessions in the trunk of my car, and headed West. The first 
place I stopped was Boulder, Colorado. I'd been there one magical week when 
my car was stolen, so I figured Colorado wanted me, and I've been here more 
or less ever since . 

There was a perverse interlude :(rom 1972 to 197 5 when I subjected 
myself to permanent brain dama ge at Duke Law School. That was followed by a 
dreadful few years in what is called the general practice of law. I quit and took 
up Sufi dancing. In 19 80 I answered a newspaper ad and got the job I'm still 
doing-handling crimina l appeals for the Colorado Attorney General's Office. I 
like it. It 's an ivory tower, egghead type of academic law, which I vastly prefer to 
the who-gets-the-money law. 

I got lucky when Karen came into my life and dragged me kicking and 
screaming out of my bachelor pad. We got married in 1985. We enjoy domestic 
bliss together with our kitty-kat in our little house in Denver. We spend as much 
time as we can in Colorado's backyard, skiin g and backpacking and knocking 
about. 

The Disneyland Yale of 1969 was a wondrous place. It seems so very far 
· away now-temporally, geograph ically, culturally. Today's Yale is an unfamiliar, 
and often unattractive, place. But I'll still send alon g some money if we beat 
Harvard. 

WILLIAM B. EVANS 

701 John Street, Utica, NY 13501 

(315) 732-7531 
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When I see an old friend I hav en' t seen in years, I treat a year like a day; 
that way it doe sn't fee l so bad. What can I say briefly to exp lain twenty -fi ve 
years entrenched in Central New York? It' s time for a change. 

Believe it or not, my time has been spent doing art work and other nec
essary tasks to sup port such problematical activity-mostly oils, gouache, 
etchings, and some wall constructions. What keeps it going?-the constant 
thought of som e success yet envisioning the best ahead. 

Recently my attention has focused on the Adirondacks. If up th ere , 
please come see my work at the Birch Store Gallery, Keene Valley, New York. 

TODD H. EVERETT 

624 ·colusa Avenue, Berkeley, CA 94707 

(510) 527- 4162 

DAVID A. FARNHAM 

3417 Valley View Avenue, NW, Roanoke, VA 24012 

RICHARD L. FARREN 

400 West End Avenue, New York, NY 10024 

(212) 874-6829 

FRANK G. FARROW 

526 Tobacco Quay, Alexandria, VA 22314 

PAUL LEFFLER FASOLDT 

3 Woodland Avenue, Rensselaer, NY 12144 

(5 I 8) 286-3 624 

GARY R. FAUTH 

206 Prospect Street, Belmont, MA 02178 

(617) 484-0456 

DAVID L. FEIGENBAUM 

38 R angeley Road, Winchester, MA 01890 

(617) 729-6157 

I'm alive and well and living in Winchester, a Boston suburb. I spend my 
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working hours as a partner at Fish & Richardson, an old-line patent law firm. 
My nonworking hours are devoted to my wonderful wife, Maureen Meister (an 
art history professor at th e Art Institut e of Boston), and our two charming mon
sters, Pet er (nine) and Stephen (four). Our castle is a brick Victorian on which 
we've spent endl ess hours and almost endless money. 

Yalies are scarce in our town; and they are careful not to blow their cov
er in what is largely Hahvahd country. Still, I have been known to fly a Yale 
banner out front on the day of The Game. 

Things I miss most about Yale: the world's greasiest hamburger at the 
Durfe e butt; studying in th e Sterling stacks; being the first person at br eakfast 
every morning in th e Branford dining hall; the God squad; gross-out contests on 
WYBC; parietal hours; th e coat - and-t ie rul e; the posture test in freshman year. 

Thing s I've learn ed since leavin g Yale: between them, organized religion 
and men aged fifteen to forty - five account for eighty-nine percent of th e world's 
evil; politi cians· and professional athletes account for the rest; child abuse is both 
disgusting and understandable; the world is neck deep in slobs; nost algia just isn't 
what it used to be; cynicism is a hopeless waste of time. 

T. ANGUS FERGUSON 

No Address Available 

EDWARD JAY FERRARO 
No Address Available 

KIMBALL H . FERRIS 

4265 SW Charming Way, Portland, OR 97225 

(503) 297-2079 (res.) 
(503) 224- 3092 (ofc.) 

Ha ving missed all Class reunions, having been included in th e "whatever 
became of' grou p highlighted a while back by our esteeme d Class Secretary, but 
knowing better than to be suckered by that sly invitation into writi ng directly to 
Will, I have to date successfully avoided being brutally skewered in th e Alumni 
Notes. R espond ing to th e kinder gentler invitation from Brian and Tom, my 
Twenty -fifth R eunion Class Book condense d chronology follows. 

After graduation I signed up for four years in the Army Security Agency. 
I also grew a mu stache. The taxpayers trained me (and coincidently in the same 
class of nine "spooks" Lance Konselman) as an Arabic-Iraqi linguist. Arabic is a 
skill that, if I ever really mastered, I have lon g since forgotten. I'll find out if 
Lance has done any better at the twenty-fifth. We were station ed at th e Defense 
Lang uage Institute in Monterey, Ca lifornia. Coincidently, so was Nick Rieti. 
Nick was learning, and perhaps even retaining, a more western language assign
ment. 

Nick and I found tim e to do a reprise on an 8 x I 3 foot mural of the 
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Middle East, which we painted on th e coffee room wall. The brass and the mili
tary press liked it at th e time, but on a subsequent revisit I discovered it had gone 
the way of our prior Diplomacy mural in Dav enport . I fared better in other 
areas, however, improving my golf game and almost breaking eighty at Pebble 
Beac h. With th e downsizing of the military in 1972, all the members of my 
"class" were offered an "early out" (no reflection on our contribution), which 
opportunity, not too surprisingly, all of us took. Thu s sudde nly, my brilliant mil
itary career was at an en d. I still have the mustache. 

In search of a more permanent career, I obtained two master's degrees in 
three years from th e University of Massachu setts, first in regional planning and 
then in land scape architecture. More significantly, while at University of Massa
chusetts, I met Sue Kirby, a nativ e of Portland, Oregon, and we married in 1974, 
my best "career" mov e to date. (I hop e she reads this.) 

Not satisfied with two postgraduate degrees, however, and seeking a 
"highly respected" career in the Pacific Northwest, I enro lled at Willamette 
University Law School in Salem. I graduated in 1978 and went to work for one 
of the larg er law firms in Portland, practicing primarily in th e land use, real 
estate, and finan ce areas. In 198 r I joined two other lawyers starting up a new 
firm. The firm ha s since grown to seventeen lawy ers with offices in Seattle, 
Portland and Corvallis, Or egon. For anyone truly inter ested , the firm resume is 
available upon requ est. 

Our first of three daughters, Kerby, was born in 1979. She was joined by 
Lisa in 1982 and Jill in 1988. The marriage has turned out great (I really hop e she 
reads this) and so have the kids. I 'm not certain if the caree r is highly respecte d, 
but the jokes sure are. Portland and the Northwest have lived up to their repu
tation. Come out and see for yourself D avid and Martha Howorth did , and they 
stayed. I'm staying too. 

ROBERT D. FERRIS 

Stebbi ns, AK 99671 

(907) 997-8001 

PAUL C. FIELD 

2590 Howell Mill Road, NW, Atlanta, GA 30327 

(404) 3 5 5-0694 

JOHN J. FIFIELD 

No Address Available 

THOMAS J. FINARELLI 

1437 Southwind Way, Dresher, PA 19025 

(2 I 5) 643-9798 
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STEPHEN B. FINCH, JR. 

12509 Paradise Sprin g Road, Clifton, VA 22024 

(703) 846-3000 (ofc.) 
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As of this wr itin g (May 1993), I am finishing up four years as Vice Presi
dent and General Counsel of Mobil Saudi Arabia in Jeddah , Saudi Arabia. My 
wife, Na ncy , and tw o son s, Will an d Ja mie, loo k forward to repatriating to 
Clifton, Virginia, a small town near Manassas, many of whose nineteenth-centu
ry houses are designated landmarks. We feel the pressur es of modernity so much 
in our daily living that we thin k an old, small town like Clifton is essential as an 
anti dote. I am sur e there are others in our class who feel the same . 

I must briefly register my disappo intment over the departur e from Yale a 
year or so ago of Dean D ona ld Kagan, whose views on th e impor tance of West
ern (essen tially Jud eo-C hri stian ) valu es to th e health of our coun try an d Yale 
University proved so controversial during his bri ef tenure as Dean . In my op in
ion, for w hateve r it is wor th , Yale, like many of America's other institutions and 
indu stries, cou ld use a stron g dose of peo pl e lik e D ean Kagan in pos ition s of 
influ ence . 

MICHAEL W. FINKBEINER 

4 Maher Avenue, Greenwich, CT 06830 

(203) 661- 4869 

PROF. WILLIAM B. FISCHER 

Foreign Language Department, Portland State University, P.O. Box 751, 

Portland, OR 97267 

(503) 475-3522 

JOHN A. FISHER 

74 Alejand ra Avenue, Atherton, CA 94027 

Th e form of a recent news bull etin seems best for inclu sion in the class 
directory, since a lot has occ urr ed since we talked last. 

Classmates will rememb er our kid s were one and two years old at gradu
ation . Well, our daug ht er Pun kin' (twenty - six) married in October and sho rtly 
after changed career from fashion retailing to real estate bro kerage (an optimist?). 
She is able to use her foreign languages, honed at Un ivers ity of Southern Cali 
fornia and before, to commu ni cate with the various immigrants wit h hard 
currency who are in creasing ly influenti al in the local market! Son Ambro se, who 
graduated from Georgetown two yea rs ago, has recently reloc ated to Los Ange 
les to j oin J.E. Robert, a j oint venture of Goldman Sachs and G.E. Capita l , 
whic h invests in RTC real estate asset packages. 

Amidst all th e change, some things don't. We work hard to see that the 
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Town of Atherton is on that list. Didi is now the Vice Mayor and is in th e midst 
of a management turnover. Although th e freq uency and intensity of issues she 
faces has pick ed up from my time on the Town Council, she enjoys the action 
and the relationships. 

And I just got back from the initial public offering road show for the 
Robert Mondavi Winery, with stops in London, Paris and Ed inbur gh, and across 
the U.S. The offering has been successfully comple ted, and we are pleased about 
the expanding role of Hambrecht & Quist advising branded consumer compa
nies on public offerings, private placements, and merg ers and acquisitions. 

JULIAN H. FISHER, M.D. 

320 Dudley Street, Brookline, MA 02146 

(617) 232-34II 

Short-term goals are overshadow ed by longer-term issues. A traditional 
career in medicine is shaken by the loss of one's parents to medical mistakes. 
Instead of treading th e same path or forsaking the profession altogether, I opted 
to attempt to change some of the ways in which medicine works, from an infor
mation standpoint . Over the last decade, I have taken an entrepreneuria l 
approach to create, for physicians, computerized m edical record systems and 
computerized textbooks and, for patients, health information kio sks in public 
places. Never did I th ink, a quarter of a century ago, that I would question a 
profession's methods . Yet how challenging it is to dream up elegantly simpl e and 
innovative ways to improve our well -being. It is even more satisfy ing to see 
them transformed from idea to real ity. 

The process of medical training was prolonged (perhaps too pro lon ged), 
involving experience and travel in Sout h America. On e fortunate outgrowth was 
an interest in craft art, which evolved into new respect for the emerging con
temporary crafts movem ent here in America-and collecting. Some pieces have 
ended up in the Yale Art Gallery, allowing me to forge a new relationship w ith 
the Univ ersity. Exposu re to Gallery activities has, in turn, opened up new col
lecting opportunities and an ever richer home environment. 

And speaking of the hom e, it always seeme d difficult in co llege 
approaching a "big weekend" without a date. Th e thought of coming back to 
th e "big reunion" without a (first) wife seemed daunting. Fortunately, fate and 
very good fortune intervened, severa l years in advance, with my 1992 marriage 
to Barbara Wallraff, senior editor of the Atlantic Monthly. What a pleasure it is to 
have the intelle~tual wealth of the magazine come home for dinner every 
evening. It recalls, in some measure, the range of ideas which I treasured at so 
many meals in Commons and at Morse. The abidin g lesson from Yale a quart er 
century ago is to foster int ellectual inquiry in pursuit of a liberal education, at 
home and at work . I hop e that the next decades permit me to cont inue in th e 
same path. · 
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MICHAEL 0. FLANAGAN 

roo3 West Riverside Drive, Carlsbad, NM 88220 

(505) 266- 2405 

WILLIAM WENDELL FLETCHER 

9906 Wildwood Road, Kensington, MD 20895 
(301) 530- 8660 

APOSTOLOS D. FLIAKOS 

304 East 65th Street, Apartment 6B, New York, NY roo2r 

MICHAEL W. FLINT 

No Address Available 

H. CHRISTIAN FLOYD 

16 Oxford Street, Lexington, MA 02173 
(617) 862-2841 

135 

After a year of teaching school, a year on Yale's H ·enry Ford II Fellow
ship at Cambridge University, and co mpleti on of a master's degree in applied 
mathematics at Harvard, I wound up in 1973 at the MITRE Corporation in 
Bedford , Massachusetts, doing systems engin eering (a vague discipline encom
passing some technology and much bur eaucracy). MITRE is a not-for-profit 
that now do es a great variety of technical work for the public sector, but com 
mand and contro l system s for the Air Force are its histori cal focus and the area of 
my work. The position must have agreed with me, for I am just completing my . 
twentieth year. My work at MITRE has allowed me to keep learning new 
things and to do some intere sting travel. In spite of our national good fortune to 
be able to cut back on defense, I am now busier than ever, in the mission area of 
theater missile defense (i.e., how to deal with Scuds and similar thr eats). 

I just recently (1989) married Norma Dominick, a lovely musician from 
Boise, Idaho, and Oberlin Conservatory. Norma was for five years principal vio 
list with the Hamburg Phi lharmonic Orchestra. She now does Suzuki and 
traditional strin g in struction in our home in Lexington. In addition to fin e arts, 
we share interests in natur e and travel, and Norma is teaching me landscapin g. In 
winter we love to spend weekends at our shared ski chalet in Vermont and occa
sional skiing vacations in Utah (our favorite spot being the Alta Peruvian Lodg e). 

Watching birds, somet hin g I was doing even before Yale, has remained 
my constant passion. It has lur ed me to wonderful adv ent ure s in Central an d 
South America (many tim es) and in Africa Gust once so far). It has also been a 
serio us avocation for me . I hav e worked for fifteen years on the staff of the jour -
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nal Bird Observer. I attend regularly the lecture meeti ngs of the Nutta ll Ornitho
log ical C lub (at Harvard) and cu rrently serv e as Secr etary of this venerable 
society, the oldest bird club in the country. 

W ith my enthusiasm for anything w ith wings, it was natural th at I also 
should lear n to fly. I have about 450 hours as a p ri vate pi lot and am nearing 
completio n of training for my ins tru ment rating. 

I enjoy living in New England and wi ll probab ly stay here, w here all of 
my origina lly Southe rn imm ediate family have ultimately relocat ed. Norma and 
I love en tertain in g interesting house guests, so classma te visitors to the Bos ton 
area should give us a call. 

JOSEPH H . FLYNN 

311 Ce.ntral Aven ue, Wilmette, IL 60091 

(708) 256-7582 (res.) 
(312) 693-6100 (ofc.) 

A resident of the C hicago area since 1979, the same year as my marriage 
to Deborah. Working as an attorney for Cigna Corporation, primarily in tax 
planning. Recently gave up playing softba ll in favor of coac hi ng a third gra de 
gi rls' softball team where my daugh ter Kate is a future all- star. It' s grea t seeing 
the wo rld thro ugh a nine-y ear-old's eyes . 

MATTHEW J. FLYNN 

2720 East Bradfo rd Avenue, Milwauk ee, W I 53211 

(414) 964-8902 

J. MICHAEL FOLZ 

ro4 Fairway Drive, Nashvill e, TN 372 14 

(615) 872- 8031 

7:>43 lAX 
I dropp ed out of Yale in January 1967, ree nt ere d in Septe mb er 1971, and 

graduated in 1973 wit h a cou ple of degrees. I then moved to Nova Scotia. 
In th e in terve nin g yea rs I have had thr ee wives an d fou r chi ldr en, all 

fema le . Two of the children so far have go tten into Yale (Classes of '92 and '94). 
Other than tha t I hav e be en a complete failur e, ranking somew here near 

the first percen tile in Yale Alumn us Income. 
This is no doubt du e to the fact tha t the C IA has been jamming my brain 

w ith their damn ultrasonic tran smitt ers. 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

REGINALD E. FORD III 

ro3 5 Glencourt Drive, Oakland, CA 946 r I 
(5ro) 339-1321 (res.) 
(415) 859-4375 (ofc .) 
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Looking back across a gap of twenty-five years I'm not sure I would rec
ognize myself, but the core of things that matter to me has been sifted, pruned, 
and intensified more than changed. A friend at work and I traced our office 
choice-his with an open vista across the bay, and mine with a view filtered 
through trees and stopped by the hill s in the mid dle distance-to his youth in 
desert Fresno vs mine in forested and hilly New York. And while most Califor
nians live in an exposed lands cape, my hou se is enclo sed by tall pines in a steep 
canyon. 

Family first-and it is first, the only thing that has the stability of being 
there because it's there and not because I chose it. True, marriage star ts wi th a 
choice, but having been married since the day after graduation to Cindy, and 
carrying togetherness to the extreme of comm utin g tog ether to work on the 
same floor of the same building, that feels as stable as you can get. No kids, two 
sisters, lot s of nieces, nephews, and grandnieces and -ne ph ews . The death of 
nephew Jim in a parachuting accident was the low point of my life-even worse 
than th e death of my parents, who lived an expected span into their sevent ies. 

Before co llege I was equally interested in math/science and 
history/humanities, but from freshman year through grad school at Berkeley and 
three years teaching at the U nivcrsity of Virginia, I went exclus ively in the latter 
direction. Then, weary of an all-consuming work life at low pay, disillusioned 
with the lack of rigor in humaniti es disciplines, and desperate to get out of Vir
ginia and ba ck to California, I reversed course and took up software in the 
systems engineering division of SRI (i.e., Stanford Research Institut e) while fill
ing in my missing educati on at Stanford. I didn't throw every thing away-my 
work is mor e writing than anything else-but I love the discipline of machines 
that have no tolerance for BS, and I respect the engineering education of the 
people I work with. 

My nonwork tim e is mostly spent on books, n1.usic, visual arts, and the 
outdoors. I read widely-slow ly and for pleasure and without th e old compul-

' sion to pile up knowledge. My taste in music runs toward s sonatas and quart ets 
from Mozart to Rachmaninov, especia lly music that is described by critics as 
solemn or dark, as if I'm missing the point because it leaves me elated rather than 
depressed. Like many others, I hav e found the fountain of youth and energy in 
jog ging, and I run relays in local and national track meets on the SRI corporate 
team. Winter is to be look ed forward to because it means skiin g. 

I date my escape from being overly serio us from my first day of teaching 
at Berkeley - my immediate response to classroom tension was to find an unsus
pected vocation as a comed ian. I still like privacy and am tolerant of long 
silences, but work has made me more sociable-most of it is done cooperatively 
and in high good humor. I am not much driven by ambition for recognition and 
am comfortable living within myself 
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H . Christian Floyd and wife Norma ~tephen B. Finch, Jr. 



Jo e and Deborah Flynn and daughter Kat e ] . Michael Folz 

Reg Ford Cindy Ford (Reg's wife) 

Nathan Gans Philip R. Garvin 
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HARRY C . FORSDICK 

46 Burl ington Street, Lex ington, MA 02173 

As I sit in my summer house in the Berkshire woods listening to Crosby, 
Stills and Nash, I rem em ber that my life today has largely been shaped by move
ments that happened twenty to thirty years ago: civi l rights, ant i- Vietnam War, 
and women's rights. Oh sure, I have changed a lot; two years of avoiding the 
draft, five years of graduate school at MIT, eighteen years work ing at Bolt 
Beranek and Newman, a high tech firm, doing R&D in computers and commu 
nications , sixtee n years of a wonde rful , exciting, and loving marriage to Marsha 
Baker, twelv e years swept over by two great ch ildren. I may hav e grown a bit 
more serious in these years, but my underlying lib era l persuasion has not suf
fered. 

School: After Yale I spent two years avoiding the draft, working at a U .S. 
government research labor atory . At the same time I was attending anti -V ietnam 
War rallies. I think it was during this period I learned about how to walk mult i
ple paths at the same tim e w ithout tripping up. Working in the government 
while oppos ing the war forced me to come face to face wit h many good people 
who really thought differently from me and to come away respecting the ir opin
ion while standing by my own. 

Work: I have been fortunate to really enjoy my profession. From the day 
in my sophomore year at Yale when I first encountered computers to now, I 
hav e always bee n intrigued by what I could do using a computer. Somehow I 
have managed wi th out really trying to keep play, fun , and imagination as part of 
my work. At BBN I am now manag er of a department of forty people who do 
R&D in applications of computers that mak e use of digital communication net 
works like the Electron ic Highway championed by Vice President Gore. BBN is 
a company which has pioneered a numb er of new technologi es (e.g., packet 
switched networks, parall el processor computers, multim edia communications), 
and I have tri ed to keep my activities in th e early exp loratory aspects of those 
technologies. 

Family: I am a pretty diffic ult person at times: impulsiv e, moody, big on 
theory, lousy on impl emen tation - bet ter at wr iting twenty-fifth year reunion 
essays than at .finishing the spackling and painting of a bedroom. My w ife Marsha 
has put up with all of this (as. we ll as dealt a little of her own) wh ile at the same 
time sacrificing her own career to provide a wonderful setting in which our boys 
have grown up. I nev er realized how much of an impact children woul d have 
on Marsha and me . It has been wonderful and I wouldn't change it one bit. 
Children hav e been the strongest cause of change in my life. Early on I pictur ed 
the im age of my sons being like a train that kept moving wit h no stops. If I want 
to be a part, I have to keep moving with th em; th ere are no oppor tun ities to say 
"stop for six months while I do somet hin g else!" 

Friends: In addition to mainstream life events, through my inter est in 
singing I have had the great fortune to run across a uniqu e set of peop le that 
have kept m e in touch with the strong foundation of the sixties that I cher ish. It 
first started off with Larry Hi ll , a friendly; dem and ing, campus/ city 
minister/ choir director who practiced Peace and Justice as he inspir ed us to sing 
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way beyond wha t should hav e been expect ed. Martin MuUvain was Larry' s side
kick, both in the ir antiwar days of Chicago as well as in the music days of 
Bo ston. Both Larry and Martin attracted people to be around them and got us to 
reach inside ourselves to exce l in ways we hadn't rea lized po ssible . 

Through Larry and Martin and their wives Joan and Lana, we met m any 
people, including the two couples (and later the ir families) with whom we built 
a summer house in Cummington, Massachus etts. The six of us ( computer scien
tist, mother, opera composer, violinist, soc ial worker, teacher) were naive 
enough in 1981 to buy ten acres of largely uncleared land and expected to build 
a house by hand-our own Walden (a la Doonesbury). And we did it! In 1991 
we held a wonderful tenth-year celebration where eighty friends ate, sang, and 
camped out with us. Any day now, the hous e will be finished .. .. P eople ask us 
how we have managed to stay friends while sharing a house . I think our success 
is due to thr ee things: we have respect for each other's differences, we talk about 
our differences and needs, and we have a strong foundat ion based on the ideals 
of the sixties and seventies . 

Regrets: Alas, not everyt hing has turned out well: seve n yea rs ago, Martin 
died of throat cancer in his early forties on Christmas day and two years later 
Larry died of brain cancer in his early fifties on Valentine's Day. I hav e trouble 
rem ember ing to listen to my wife's needs while corning to peace with my own. 
I continually forg et to believe in myself, feeling that I am an impostor wh ile in 
fact I am just an overachieveL I should tak e mor e chances (I turned down an 
offer to be one of the first ten employees of Apollo Compu ter). Som eday I will 
learn to be more demanding for resources for projects I thought wou ld be win 
ners. Not too many regrets and there's still tim e for improvement. 

Accomplishments: 
• In 1971, after taking the summer off to hik e in the Rocki es, I climbed 

Mount Rainier, one of th,e highest peaks in th e forty-eight contiguous states. 
• Marsha and I have managed to keep our marr iage and fami ly on rela 

tively healthy ground . Sometimes a struggle, but worth the effort . My kids are 
their ow n accomplishments. I was recently heartened when my elder son said 
that his motto was "There is a bright side to every thing." 

• Although it hasn't been easy, we hav e manag ed to bring up our chil 
dren being taught th e beliefs of both Christian it y (my religion) and Judaism 
(Marsha's religion). Many peopl e have said we couldn't do it due to th e funda
mental contradictions between the two faiths. W e have discovered that the 
contradictions are much less than some would want you to believe. Our children 
have benefite d enormously by being truly involved in both of our faiths. 

• My job has been great. I hav e managed to get what I have wanted out 
of work without having to give up the excitement about computers I have felt 
from the beginning. Along the way I managed to revitalize inter est if not invent 
a field known as rea l-time shared workspace conferencing: think of it as video 
conferencing, but over documents and drawings using computers and communi
cation networks. 

• For the last twenty years I hav e sung in a choir of one form or anoth - • 
, er. Singing has required me to abandon the support of my normal skills and 
stretch myself in an area wh ere I am less talented. 

Finally, our shared summer house, w ith all of the good tim es and friend-
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ships that it represents, is a trea sure. When our kids light up in anticipation of 
going to Cummington, I know that we have done a good thing. 

Summary: It would be easy, as I'v e gotten more secure, to abandon my 
concern for the excluded peop le. From my youth it was the people of the civil 
rights , the anti-Vietnam War, and the women's rights movements. Today it is 
the peo ple who struggle for gay rights and the dignity of the homeless. I 
attribute some of the succ ess and delight I've had in my first twenty-five years 
out of Yale to the foundations laid by concern for the movements of the sixties 
and seventies. A challenge to me is to impart this passion to my children and to 
continue to live it myself. 

RICHARD E. FORTIER,JR., M .D. 

R.R. r, Box 590, Poland Spring, ME 04274 

(207) 784-0096 

Preclinical medical school was like returning to high school. Becoming a 
doctor was a process difficult to describe: tot al reculturalization, relearning. 
Many good friends and a farm environment helped. A return to Maine (with 
spouse) for grueling int ernshi p enabled the proc ess. Psychiatry made the process 
more interesting and worthwhile-the most dynamic field in medicine. Severa l 
years deciding to hav e kids, best decision of my life. Travel to France for person
al heritage and roots; multiple years in the Caribbean each winter (with kids) 
sustained us through Main e winters. Stock and real estate investing has been 
stimulating and rewarding. Pursuing old interests in music (Reggae, Dixieland, 
Cajun, classical), science fiction reading , plus adolescent interest in coin collect
ing. Cooking has been most relaxing hobby. 

Have had reunions with four-year Yale roommate and others from 
Berkeley College. Harvard-Yale football percentage of atte nded games still too 
low. Can't get over 1968 tie. But time and change will prevail. 

Having bright daughters, look-alike nephews, and new babies in th e 
family helps cope with aging, some thing I never thought possible while an 
und ergradua te. 

Eating well and enjoying lakeside sun has been the best reward to grow
ing older. Strange process that. Regardless, time and change do prevail! 

H ave tr.easured my Yale exper ience and have tried to help others from 
Main e have that advantage through Yale Alumni Schools Committee interview
mg. 

Though my major was in the sciences, I have developed appreciat ion for 
history, music, the arts (via kids). 

Yale was a real opportunity for me and has left an ind elible mark. I wish 
more Mainers the same. ' 

CRAIG C. FOSTER 

II8 Winchest er Drive, Yonkers, NY 10710 
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Update: New York University Law School, 1973; marri ed, Jul y 1977; 
divorced, October r987; four sons: Daren (fifteen), Kodi (thirteen), Aman and 
Kesi (eleven, identica l twins). 

Livelihood: William Morris Talen t Agency, 1973-76; CBS Sports, 1976-89 
(last eight years, Vice President, Business Affairs); RLR Associates, 1989-pr esent . 
Our firm acts as agent/ man agers for sportscasters, producers, and direc tor s. We 
also represent some sports organizations in matters related to broadcasting. 

Yale: It appears to ha ve progressed much better than soc iety as a whole 
over the last twenty - five years. I say this from the perspective of one out of 
twenty-four African Americans (two per co llege) who entered Yale in the fall of 
1965. 

It may be an anoma ly but, upon reflection, the two biggest influ ences on 
me at the time were Malcolm X and Kingman Brewster. One directly, one indi
rectly. One preached self-reliance; the other provided an env ironm ent to 
nurture it. The result-Black Studies in the University, Yale University Press, r969, 
and the African American Studi es major at Yale. 

Family: My sons are only minutes away . We are dose. I have two nieces, 
a nephew, a stepson, and both parents. I am blessed! 

Friends: The ones I made are still my friends, bot h at Yale and elsewhere, 
even those I haven't spoken · with in twenty-five years. Hi, guys! 

Marriage: C' est la guerre. 
Love: C'est la vie. 
America: It' s a frustrating plac e. It truly ha s the potential to ge_t it right, 

just not the maturity. How long is adolescence for a country? 
Future: I'll check in in another twenty -five. Maybe! 

PAUL]. FOX 

Telecommunicat ion s Directions, 1000 Conn ect icut Avenue, NW, Suite 9, 

Washington, DC 20036 

(202) 462-0585 

From Yale I went to Massachusetts Institute of Technology, w here I got 
a graduate degree in computer science and cont inu ed to take economics and law 
courses as my minor. By the tim e I left graduate school ('72), Army Lieutenants 
were a surplus commodity, so, despite my ROTC Commission, I never ha d to 
go on active duty. 

Most of my work has been involved with the technical and economic 
aspects of telecommunications policy. I've worked for a foundation -supported 
group advising local governments on cable television, the Office of Telecommu
nications Policy, the Federal Communications Commiss ion , and am now 
consu ltin g on my own: I tend to specialize in technica l FCC proceedings, w here 
many of the lawyers are a littl e vague on what is being discussed. 

Yale turned out to be a great place to prepare for that kind of career. The 
economics and political science courses were useful supp lements to my electrical 
engineering courses. Professor Black's Political Science 48 has been invaluable, 
since it's very difficult to have influ ence in a regulatory agency unl ess yo u can 
argue the law. 
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My bigg est hobby is skiing, which I never started until after Yale. My 
goal is to figure out how to run a Washington consu lting practice out of a west
ern ski area. 

MAURICE EDWARD FRANKLIN 

3227 Castle Hei gh ts Avenue, Los Angeles, CA 90034 
(310) 836-8530 

LAWRENCE M. FRANKS 

302 Commerce Street, Alexandria, VA 22314 

(703) 549-7898 

STEPHEN F. FRAZZINI 

129 Sedgwick, West Hartford, CT 06107 

(203) 561-4856 

THOMAS G. FREEBAIRN 

39 Jane Street, Apartment 5-D, New York, NY 10014 
(212) 627-8522 

DAVID A. FREEDBERG 

No Address Available 

WILLIAM R. FREEMAN 

925 East Wells, Milwaukee, WI 53202 

I've been battling serious mental illness. 

E. RAYMOND FRENCH 

Beth lehem Steel Corporation, SGO Room 159E, Bethlehem, PA 18016 
(2 l 5) 694-2223 

DANIEL FRIEDLANDER 

5 Springvale Road , Croton-on-Hudson, NY 10520 

After Yale I continu ed my education to obt;:i.in a Ph.D. from Columbia 
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in economics with a strong emphasis on statistics. I do statistical analysis oflarge
scale employment and training programs with a mid-Manhattan research firm 
and write a fair amount of technical analysis on the subject. 

Th e greatest moments of my life so far have been th e births of my two 
children: Eric (four) and Adam (two). It' s a chall enge keeping ahead of those 
two guys. I met my wife, D enise, while she was in a psychoa1ia-lytic training 
institute, and my head has been shrunk seven differen t ways according to seven 
different theories. I listen more to opera than rock the se days. I work long hours 
and don't take too many vacations. I do my own taxes. I worry a lot about th e 
world my kids will grow up into. I'm having fun. 

Best regards to my classmates. 

JOEL P. FRIEDMAN 

15 Horsehoe Court, Hillsboro ugh , CA 94010 

(415) 345-1321 

You've worn me down, having sent me more "second remind ers" and 
"last chance notices" than the Publish er's Clearing House $ro Million Do llar 
Sweepstakes . Okay, I'll try to think of something relevant to say about my last 
twenty-five years, lest you drop me from your mailing list. 

Let's see-wife, kids and job, I think you suggested that we start with the 
basics. I gratefully have all of th e above. Sharon and I were married twenty-four 
years in September 1993. She's the creative and imaginati ve part of our house
hold-capabil ities which she applies deftly to her int erior design busin ess (I have 
no color sense, and my spatial perception failed me on most of my high school 
aptitude tests). She is also our family community outreach representative, serving 
on numerous board s. and providing real help to real peop le while I make golf 
courses safe for democracy. Our older son, Jeff, graduated from Vanderbilt this 
past May (1993) and is gainfully employed as an informat ion tech nology consul 
tant, "gainfully en1ployed" being the operative phr ase . I'm glad that we 
graduated in 1969 when there were lots of jobs out there (besides, of course, the 
southeast Asian defo liat ion industry). Jeff has become a southern gen tlem an, 
transplanting himself from laid-back California to the next eighteen months or 
so in Baton Rouge ("red stick" sounds so much better in French). Our younger 
son, Dave, is a college junior, in transition from University of California, Berke
ley, to Cal Poly, Pomon a. Berkeley in 1993 is still as bizarre as it was in the late 
sixties (that's the goo d news) but suffers greatly from the California budget crisis 
and bumbles toward academic m ediocrity. Dav e is the family politico/ entrepre 
neur and will hopefully someday support his parents in the lifestyle to which we 
would like to become accustomed. 

Moi-I'm still a management consultant, managing a strategy consulting 
practice for Andersen Consulting. I specialize in the financial services indu stries, 
although, having a short attention span, I dabble across a w ide array of industri es 
and function al disciplin es. Thank goodness that my Yale liberal arts training pre
pared me to excel as a dilettante. I joined Andersen way back in 1971, after 
getting an M.B.A. at Stanford but before th e investm ent banking industry inflat
ed M.B.A. compensation to the ludicrous levels which I now pay my own new 
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hires. Thinking that consulting would be fun until I decided what real job I 
wanted when I grew up, I now accept the fact that I have no plans whatsoever 
to grow up at all. Fortunately, consu ltin g is still a helluva lot of fun. Moreover, 
now that I get to check the Age 45-54 . box on all the electronic products regis
tration forms that manufacturers ask me to fill out, I'm finally learning that 
family and relaxation and music and golf and trashy novels have as much value as 
professional achievement. (Am I permitted to wax philo sophic or at least muse a 
little? It seems to m e that we paid too much attention to Kingman Brewster 
when he challenged u s to become ach iev ers. Let's hear it for "Generation X" 
and the post-Yuppie values of a balanced lifestyle, flexibility, options, and lasting 
friendships.) One durable benefit of my time at Yale: I rediscovered classical 
piano as the antidot e to "sophomore slump" and took lessons throu gh the music 
department. I still play, largely to relieve stress, although the poor quality of my 
playing may induc e stress in my wife and cat (named Amadeus, of course) . My 
fantasy: to perform Brahms Piano Concerto No. 2 with the New York Philhar
momc. 

Regarding memories of Yale: I can no longer remember the words to 
"Bright College Years" (except, of course, the ending); I'm pissed off at the 
arrogance of the fundraising office; and I live much too far away to pay much 
attention to th e football team. On th e other hand, my son Dave and I went to 
see the Whiff enpoofs perform nearby a few months ago, and images of Gothic 
arches, ivy-covered walls, and freshmen wearing grungy neckties and rumpled 
sport coats to dinner at the Commons flashed before my eyes. I don't plan to (or 
didn't) attend the reunion-I travel constantly, but none of my clients are in 
New Haven-but hop e to catch up with some once - close friends through the 
Class Book. For classmat es who find your way to San Francisco, I'm always 
available to conduct gu ided tour s of the wine country, or even to shar e a bottl e 
at home. 

DAVID FRIEND 

267 Cl arendon Street, Boston, MA 02116 

Marri ed Margaret Shepherd, Sarah Lawr ence '69; have four kids Qasper, 
Zach, Zoe and Lily). Chairman and founder of Pil ot Software, Inc ., Boston, a 
$50 million software vendor. Trustee, Boston Chamber Music Society; Trustee, 
Berk lee College of Music. Plenty of Yali es on my payroll. Bee n running 
marathons for fifteen years, avid hiker, windsurfing, biking (do not own a car or 
TV). Love city life in Boston. Travel to New York and Europe for ope ra. Great 
to be able to help the arts organizations in Boston and various civil liberties and 
church/stat e separat ion cau ses. Most of all, grateful for a wonderful and larg e 
fami ly- all great kids and a fantastic wife. 

EDMOND C. FROEHLICH 

IO Auburndale Drive, Pittsford, NY 14534 

(7r.6) 385-8576 
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JOSEPH H. FUCHS III 

653 Alameda Stree t, Altadena , CA 91001 

HENRY W. FULLER 

Cape Breton Boatyard Limi ted, Box 247, Baddec k, Nova Scotia BoE rBo, Canada 
(902) 295-266 4 

A wee k ago I ran the number- seven leg of th e r 8 5-mil e Cabot Trail 
R elay Race. My leg was just und er nine miles, and I finished with a respectabl e 
time. I had only been running for six weeks, wi thout much of a training pro
gram. This race has become a major Memorial Day weekend event with 
seventeen runners on a team . 

Running into the sunset backgrounded by th e magnificent Cape Breton 
Highland s, I th ought about w hat I might writ e about for our tw enty -fifth Yale 
re union . In 196 9 I had ridden out of New Ha ve n on my 1967 Triumph Bon
neville and headed for Main e, forsaking graduation and a dipl oma in hand. 

Since my time at Yale I hav e been luck y to pur sue a life of travel, self
employm ent, and a measure of financial stability. To fill in the gaps over the last 
twenty-five years is a cerebral exerc ise that focuses on fami ly, almost grown - up 
children, and an impuls ive decision to pur chase an eigh ty-acre parcel of land on 
th e edge of th e Bras D' or Lake. This bod y of water is a gem , near pristin e, th at 
splits the island of Cape Breton right down th e middl e. 

After spen din g 1969-70 in Brazi l as the first Yale recipi ent of th e John 
Courtney Murray Fellowship, I married Judith , and we headed to London, 
where I was a graduate stud ent in the soc ial anthropo lo gy depa rtm ent of the 
Londo n School of Economics. There we met wonderful people and ceme nt ed a 
lifelon g int eres t in ant hropolo gy. After one year at L.S.E. we moved to St. 
John 's, Newfoundland, where I did more graduate wor k at M emoria l Un iversi
ty. I spent five months aboa rd one of the last Portuguese dory fishing 
motorsailers, on its ann ual pilgrimage to th e Grand Banks. Equipp ed with Por
tu guese from my year in Brazil, I was able to fully apprec iate a dy in g fishing 
tradition th at no longer exists today. 

In 1973 Judith and I, with our newly born daughter Susanna, moved to 
Cap e Breton to pursue an unp lann ed life in rural Nova Scotia. Our first task was 
to mak e habitabl e a one -hundr ed-year-old farmhouse that had no plumbing. At 
first glance the hous e looked as though it might fall down! We fixed it up, mad e 
it thro"ugh the first winter as snow blew under th e front door, and still are in the 
process of resto ration. T he view from th e ho use is spectac ular, and the garde ns 
created by my wife have an E den -lik e splendor at this time of year (I writ e thi s 
in Jun e). 

My first real job was as a casual labore r for a nascent oyster-farming pro 
gra m. A new word en tered my vocabulary: aquaculture. A few yea rs ago I 
inv ested in a small Atlantic salm on farm wh ich no longer exis ts. I worked for a 
paving company as a raker of asphalt , something akin to a " tiller of roc ks." 

In 1974 I went to work for Pinaud 's Yacht Yard, a sma ll storage and 
maintenance boatyard located in Badd eck , Nova Scotia . I wor ked there for two 



146 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reun ion Class Book 

years as a yard hand, painting boats, learning the art of greasing skidways, and the 
many int ricacies of wo rki ng and living in a small rural commun ity. 

In 1976 I screwed up my courage and purchas ed Pinaud's. Thi s was the 
birth of Cape Breton Boaty ard Ltd. Th e yard was in need of a major restoration . 
It was difficult to know where to begin. Bui ldings n eeded new roofs, the main 
dock was short on its pilings, th e marine railway was in reasona ble shape, but the 
haul-out car was a risky piece of gear to haul sophi sticated sailboats . 

Now, eigh teen years later, the yard has had a comple te face lift. From the 
water with our new w harves, the view is on e of seemi ng pro sperity even though 
marina s and boatyar ds operate on profit margins comparable to curren t savings 
accou nt interest rates. The challenge of rejuvenating a small labor - int ensive busi
ness has be en a labor of love. Th e life style has been th e major reward. 

Our childr en are in college now. My wife has ju st comp leted three years 
as the Hospice coordinator and has recently become th e Director of N ursin g in 
our loca l hospi tal. I am chagr ined at the hi gh cost of a Yale education and find 
the "exclusiv ity" uninspiring. We are thankfu l that both our chi ldr en w ere 
accepted by the university of their first choice. Both our children have a sense of 
self that I never had at thei r age. They are independen t and sensi tive and have 
already had a taste of the worl d thro ugh sailing and oth er experie nces. At tim es I 
shudd er at the uncer taint ies th ey face, but with a high head of self-esteem, they 
sho uld prosper as individuals in a world of grow ing unc ertainty. 

As for Yale, I have had minimal contac t wi th classmates and th e college 
since my departure in 1969. I have maintain ed contact w ith a few friends. Some 
of my customers are Yale graduates, so there's discussion of Yale- related issues. I 
lik e to think of my four years at Yale as th e beg in ni ng of a lifelong lear ning 
process which has yet to hit full stride. 

As I crossed the fin ish line of my segment of the Cabot Trail Relay 
Rac e, it was inv igorating to see my wife of twenty-three years there with a big 
smile on h er face . My son looked ple ased that I had finished . Th e high point 
came the next day when our son, Michael, finished seventh in the final leg w ith 
thirty-two runners behind him. The on ly m issing ingredient was our daughter, 
who had participated in two previous races. She had wanted to run this year, but 
had deferred to a j ob p lant ing trees in northern Onta"tio. 

Next year we may field a complete family team. Ho pefully, the even t 
wi ll not coinc ide with the Yale twenty -fifth reunion . 

In sum, looking back, I have no regrets. To ow n your own busin ess, be 
your own boss, and live in a majestic and clean pa r t of the wo rld is luxury 
enou gh . My gut tells me th at th e next twenty-five years are the ones to make 
acco un table on a daily basis. Eac h day shou ld be rega rded as a new adven tur e. 
Th e possibility is real, as I still have my 1967 Triumph Bonn eville in road condi 
tio n ! 

THOMAS BYRON FULLER , JR . 

1816 NE 12th, Portland, OR 97212 

(503) 284-34 33 
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E. JAMES FUNDERBURK III 

No Address Available 

RICHARD A. FUNKE 

397 Sunset, Winnetka, IL 60093 
(708) 446-8586 

WILSON P. FUNKHOUSER , JR. 

1020 Sou th Hamlin Aven ue, Park R idge, IL 60068 
(708) 825-1942 

JOHN S. McE. GAGE 

43 R. Moriches Ro ad, St. Jam es, NY r 1780 

RICHARD GAINES 

rr6 Montrose Square, Unit A, Rosemont, PA 19010 

DONALD P. GALBRA ITH 

5900 II9 th Avenue, SE, Apartment 98, Bellevue, WA 98006 
(206) 282- 3069 

FRANCIS P. GALLAGHER,JR. 

3964 Deepwoods Way, North Olmsted, OH 44070 
(216) 734-9 901 

WILLIAM O. GALLERY, JR. 

9 Stone Avenue, Winchester, MA 01890 
(617) 729-4148 

DONALD J. GALLIGAN, JR. 

1298 H artford Turnpike, Apartment 5E, North H aven, CT 06473 
(203) 230- 1248 

147 
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NATHAN GANS 

ro913 Burke Road , Golden, CO 80403 

(303) 642- 3591 

In the middl e of the journey of my life I find myself in a not-so - dark 
wood of Ponderosa pine, in a cabin eight thou sand feet above sea level, eight een 
miles southwest of Boulder, Colorado. My route has been indirect and inciden 
tal; in retro spe ct , what seemed mom entous at various way stations now seems 
unimportant and, conversely, seeming trivialiti es loom large. I went back to Yale 
to get a Ph.D . so that I could spend my life on a campus with book s and conver 
sation about books; I no w spen d my working life with software and its acolytes. 
Professiona lly I have been a bit of a vagabond, teachin g, wr itin g, pro gram ming, 
and, now, managing software analysts. A quart er of a century ago, in a som ewh at 
precious mann er, I extolle d cities and int ellectua lit y; I now spend as much as 
po ssible of my nonworkin g life in mountains and cany ons. (I have climbed sev
enteen peaks abov e r 4,000 feet , including Mount Yal e.) Most rece ntl y, with 
characterist ic lack of intent and design, I am finding my own way after th e loss 
of my remainin g paren t and of a marriage of tw en ty- thre e years. At first devas
tating, th e latt er loss has become a kind of felix culpa, an occasion for discov ery 
and grow th . Though at th is distanc e memories of my eight years at Yale have 
begun to fade, my tim e th ere persists as an importan t part of who I am . 

PHILLIP C . GANS 

25 805 Columbine Glen, Golden, CO 80401 

Work: as a lawyer. Love: my wife and chi ldren . L osses: in tenn is and 
financially. Achievements: yet to come . Disappointments: not enough space or tim e. 
Education: yes. H onors: lackin g. Offices: President of Yale Club of Colorado , 
1989- 91; Alumni Schoo ls Committee Cha irman, 1980-pre sent. 

DR. SCOTT P. GARVEY 

2130 Puu alii Place, H onolulu , HI 96822 

(808) 955- 3867 

PHILIP R. GARV IN 

3800 East M ansfield Avenue, Englewood, CO 8ouo 

(303) 455-8200 

I' ve spent much of my life looking at th e wo rld throu gh a viewfinder. 
Fir st , in high school and co lle ge, through a still camera, then through a film 
camera, and, sinc e 1978, through a video camer a. My hobby turned int o a pro
fession and that turn ed into a busin ess. Now, my Denver -based production 
company (Norac Produc tions) produces so much news, spor ts, document aries, 
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and corporate television pro gramming that almost everyone in the U.S. has seen 
our work at one tim e or another. 

As we all know, how ever, success doesn't mean you get to do everything 
you dr eame d of. Now, my staff gets to look throu gh the viewfinder, while I 
shuffle paperwork. Fortunately, I can still be creative every once in wh ile. 

Television production was so all- consum ing th at I didn't get arou nd to 
having a family until I was thirty - six, but I'v e made up for lost time. My wife , 
Kim , and I have three much-loved children, complemented by an assortment of 
dogs, horse s, and hamsters. Life in Colorado is great for families and recreation, 
as well as business. 

I guess that Yale had a major impact, because after my family and televi
sion production, my passion is ed ucation . I've tried to he lp out two 
disadvantaged public schoo ls in North D enver. If everybody who can contrib ute 
does their shar e, we can give all Americans the education they deserve. 

JEROME S.D. GARY 

2275 North Chislehurs t Drive, Los Angeles, CA 90027 

(213) 668-2362 

After graduating I lived in the San Francisco Bay Area for five years, dur 
ing which I was in the waterbed bu siness, a mov ie theater owner, a partner in a 
building and design firm, and in the wine business. I didn't make a lot of money; 
I made a lot of mistakes, and I learned a lot about life. 

In 1974 I moved ba ck to New York, where I began my career in the 
movie business. In 1977 my first film Pumping Iron was rel eased. Subsequently, I 
have worked all over the movi e business (owned th ea ters, ran a distr ibution 
company, ran a television production company, directed theater and feature 
films, worked as a screenwrite r, and taught). I nqw live in Los Angeles, working 
as a writer/ director. 

I led a charmed life until 1989 when I had several very tough years from 
which I emerged mu ch wizened. Professionally, I feel that my best wor k and 
greatest successes are ahead of me. 

In 1991 I was married to Mary Lambert , a film director, and in Jun e of 
1992 we had a baby boy, Jo rdan. My wife and my son are the grea t joys of my 
life. 

I had a lot of wild and crazy years in the Bay Area and New York (wher e 
I lived on a barge). Now I am as emphatica lly married as I was single, and very, 
very happy. Had I not come of age in 1969, I could well have married much 
earlie r and lived happily ever after. When I finally married and had a child , I felt 
as if I was coming home after twenty years of wande rin g in the desert. 

I view my college years as a time when I was largely asleep. Yale provid
ed the greatest educat ion th at I ever could have hoped for, but I was too young 
and too spoiled to take advantage of it. Although I am very busy no w, I look 
forward, perhaps unrealistically, to teaching and going back to school some time 
in the future. 

Fly-fishing, bird huntin g, windsurfing, bodysurfing, swimm in g, divin g, 
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biking, tennis and almost any adven tur e have become the pastim es of my middle 
age. 

RICHARD J. GARZILLI 

3 1 5 Oceana Drive, Los Angeles, CA 90049 

(3 IO) 476-8395 

G. BRADLEY GASCO IGN E III , M.D. 

1462 Trestle Glen R oad, Oakland, CA 94610 

(510) 208-5105 

Latest focus has b een the publication of my preventive health book Smart 
' Ways to Stay Young and Healthy (Ronin Publ., Berke ley, 1992, 109 pgs., $5 .95). 

Rec en t Secretary of Health, Louis Su llivan, M.D., called the bo ok " inspir a
tiona l." More importantly, classmate Mabry Rogers described th e bo ok as "pi thy 
and practica l. " 

DAVID ALLAN GATES III 

Mitchell Wi lliams et al, 320 West Capitol Avenue, Suite 1000, Little Rock, AR 72201 

(510) 688-8816 

LATHROP M. GATES 

1020 West 52d Street, Kansas C ity, MO 64 112 
(816) 753- 1020 

Wh ile contempla tin g a strategy for realizing my "future occupation" 
goa l, I was pleasantly sidetracked some eigh teen-pl us years ago; I met my w ife 
Dody (Ph inny), Wheaton 1973. She and our two daughters, Newell (fourteen) 
and Sally (twe lve), are my present "occupation ." They are my love and joy. 
Even though Dody an d I are the m eanest parents in Amer ica, all of us din e, 
dream, learn, laugh , read, ride, wa lk , sail, bicycle, play tennis , and travel togeth 
er. 

Our older daug ht er has recen tly gradua ted from her grade schoo l. She 
and her classmates end ur ed a difficult year; fire destroyed their schoo l building 
last fall. Yours truly has foo lishly agreed to lead a capita l cam paign to finance a 
new structure. 

Our younger daughter has become an animal rights advocate. She works 
part time in a ve terinary clinic. We hous e and "love" many species, some stray 
and otherwise unwanted. Currently, a dog, two bir ds, a gu inea pig, and a frog 
keep us company. In the past , we have also lov ed ham sters, turtles, fish, cats, and 
other dogs. 

My wife does everything! She has a business designing clothing; she has 
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created reading programs at our daught ers' school; she fund raises for the school; 
she works with the local children's hospital; she assists with the museum; and she 
has raised and nurtured two children (and many here would say a third) who are 
a delight even in and at the dawn of their teenage years. 

The practice oflaw (corporate and securities)? Oh well, it occupi es part 
of the days. Around it, we really enjoy life. Once mark ed by th e collegiality of 
its members and the loyalty and friendship of clients, the legal profession has 
devo lved into a mixtur e of suspicion, resentmen t, competition, and marketing. 
No wonder Hollywood's fascination with us, and th e proliferation oflawyer 
''jokes." I look forward to ranching! 

As I reflect on th e past twenty-five years, I wonder why and how Yale 
and other educati onal institutions, which allowed all of us such academic free
dom and nurtur ed a confidence to think and do {or ourselv es, have produced a 
society where the desire of so many is to hav e most, if not all, of their needs 
attended to by oth ers and in which our "leaders" impo se rather than inspire. I 
hope that Yale continues to encourage the values of independ enc e and self
determination. 

THOMAS H.M. GATES 

Yannouth Road , Gray, ME 04039 

(207) 657-4428 

JOHN J. GAZZOLI, JR. 
500 Fox Ridge Ro ad, St. Louis, MO 63 I3 r 

(314) 444-7600 

What a great idea! The edi tors of this book actually want to know som e 
of my personal thoughts go ing into our tw enty -fifth reunion year. Here goes: 

I am absolutely amazed at how littl e I rem em ber about the substantive 
content of the undergraduate courses I took at Yale. I was an economics major, 
but I'll be damned if I can recall anyt hing that I was taught in that field. While I 
hav e been a semifaithful member of our loc al Yale Club, I confess to say that I 
hav e only been back to New Haven a couple of times in the last twenty-five 
years and have not been very generous in donations (n.b.: I have excellent 
excuses and the best of intentions to improv e my record in th e future). In spite 
of all this, my Yale experience has contributed to a certain "quality of life" for 
which I am extrem ely grateful. 

I spent the last twenty-five years first as a Naval officer and then later as a 
law student and practicing attorney. This may be an unpopular thing to say: I got 
a lot out of my three years of military service. I wish my son and daughter have 
the same opportunity. Once again, I suspect that my Yale experi ence allowed me 
to derive some positive benefits from those years. 

After eighteen years or so as a practicin g attorney with the sam e firm, I 
admit to occasional bout s with the "midlife crisis" and the occupational str ess 
that everyone lov es to write about today. Now, I don't wish to imply that I am 
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ready for a breakdown, j oining a monastery, or anything like that. I basically like 
my career, I j ust wis h I could earn th e same compe nsation and maintain the 
same lifestyle working twenty hou rs a week. After all, life is supposed to get 
more enj oyable as we get older, right? 

I have been marr ied to the same woman for almost twenty years, and I 
think we have raised two pretty good kids. T hey're both in their early teens, and 
have so far avoide d legal and psych iatric prob lems. I am continually amazed that 
they require more and more of my time every year when they are supposed to 
become more self-sup p orting. Ju st goes to show you how naive I am about 
some of the everyday realities of life. 

I am a little disappointed that I have had to cut back on some of my old 
hobb ies (for example, playing the piano in local jazz bands, hunting, and fishing) . 
I'm really looking forward to the days when I can wind down a bit and spen d 
more time at some of these old, pleasant diversions . I am going to make a great 
retiree. I hope our government gives me some money to enj oy my later years . 

All in all, looking back twenty-five years and ahead anothe r twe nty-five, 
I' ll proba bly be considered a successful person by those who have to make such 
ju dgments . Yo u won't find me listed in the Forbes Four Hundred, but my 
desires are not that exot ic either. I miss a lot of my Yale friendships. If any of 
you w ho rea d this remember me and feel likew ise, let's get bac k in touch and 
have some fun with the rest of our lives. 

JAMES KYLE GEE 

2626 Harrison Street, Oakland, CA 94612 

MAT T HEW M. GELLER 

12321 20th H elena Dr ive, Los Angel es, CA 90049 

PETER R. GENNET 

3 r Lisa Dr ive, Chatham, NJ 07928 
(2or) 635-4622 

DR . PAUL R. GENN IS 

146 Storer Avenue, N ew Roch elle, NY 10801 

(914) 632-1834 

KO NSTAN TI NE ELIA GEORGIADES 

R.D. 1, Box 47A, New Ringgold, PA 17960 

(717) 386-5435 
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Th e go od news is I'v e start ed grow in g again. Th e bad news is it's not 
easy and somet imes it hurts. But I'm glad that God's given me a seco nd chance, 
because he keeps throwing me challenges to wake me up, to pu sh m e to the 
next level. I slept for ten years. I slept th e dre am of successful mediocrity, lulled 
by the income , comfort, and social accept ance of the position I built. A comfort 
able place from which to coast into my grave . 

I'v e changed all that. Sometime ago I realized th at half my life was spent, 
or squander ed, in self-gratifying pursuits . Now I stand pois ed on a new thr esh
old, one full of po ssibiliti es for reinv enti ng a life of meaning and of contribution. 

My dream is to find or build a leve r with which to move the world. To 
activ ely parti cipat e in the transition which will co m e, must com e, to sustain 
hum an civilization on this lu sh green plane t and to help restore the bio spher e. I 
chose th e environmental arena upo n researching th e real state of our environment, 
havin g entru sted that concern to whoever is in charge up there in our govern 
m en t for th e last twen ty years . Guess what I found? Ther e's nobod y in charge, 
and unl ess we take it on, our childr en wi ll have to fight that battle w ith lesser 
odds. So, to all of us su ccessfu l ove r- achi evi ng and under-achieving typ es out 
the re, I challenge you. Take on and succeed at somethin g that matters to all of us 
and to generations of human s as ye t un born. If you need input, call me. I'll send 
you th e data I dug up, and you can take it from there . 

As for th e sixties, th e dreams, th e aspirations , and th e commitment of a 
generation united for a bette r w orld , th at was our practice round . It was a pre
view of what we could accomplish, a dry run for the real race which has begun. 
Th e tim e is now, th e place is here, and we're th e ones to do it. On yo ur mark. 
Get set. Be ashamed to die until you have won some victory for humanity! 

PRES. THOMAS R. GERETY 

Trin ity Co llege, 300 Summit Street, H artford , CT 06106 

THOMAS E. GETZEN 

43 5 East Durham Street, Phi ladelph ia, PA 19119 

(215) 242 -1 523 

ROBERT L. GIBNEY, JR. 

1 Nogales Stree t, Berkeley, CA 94705 

(510) 654-5175 

Sinc e this may be my first response to Alumni News in twe nty-fiv e 
years, I should start with a brief recap. After Yale I spent four years at H arvard in 
its then new Joint JD/MBA Program. Actually, I backed into th e Join t Program 
after startin g in th e Bu siness Sch oo l-fe eling that I wasn't all that "corporate:" in 
eith er an institutional or en tr epreneurial sense . So I found my way to th e Law 
Schoo l, hop ing to find a greater sense of independence and intellectual stimul a
tion as a "prof essional." 
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During those years in Cambridge I met Wendy, who was a senior at 
Wellesley, on a blind date! We married in 1971 and, bucking all current odds, 
rema in happily together today. Wendy taught music history at Massachus etts 
Institut e of Technology while I finished the trade schoo ls. 

Out of a longing for new surroundings and experiences, we New Eng 
landers ventured forth to San Francisco in 1973, where I joined H eller , Ehrman, 
White & McAuliffe, th en a single office firm with forty -five lawyers. The firm is 
now nearly four hundred lawyers with offices from Anc horage to Los Angeles 
and, again, against all probabilities, I remain there in my first and only job. I 
practice business law, with a special focus on financings and real estate. 

We have lived in Berke ley since 1975, when th e family began to expand 
to include Je nn ifer (seventeen), Kirsten (sixteen), and Joanna (twe lve). If the 
twenty-fifth reunion was not enough to remind me of advancing age, J enny's 
departure to Harvard Co llege this fall (1993) is certainly such a reminder. Jenny 
turned down Yale in favor of that other sch ool for several reasons - but a major 
one being Cambridge's greater simi larity to Berke ley than N ew Haven's. She 
also sensed a Yale inferiority comp lex vis-a-vis its northern rival during her New 
Haven visits-a rnisperception, I hope ! 

Outside of a very busy professiona l and family life, my most significant 
commumty commitment has been to the San Franci sco Zoological Society, as a 
director and pro bono counsel. This past year has been int ensive on that front, as 
the Zoological Society has successfully concluded an agreement with the City to 
lease and operate the Zoological Gardens, much in the fashion that the San 
Di ego and Bronx Zoos are municipally owned and private ly run. The creation 
of such a public/priva te partnership, of which this country will be seeing much 
more in these eco nomi c tim es, has been a fascinating political experience. 

I remain a person of varied interests and many hobbies, but, alas, too lit
tle talent or time. My mos t serious endeavor of late has be en the piano. Having 
started at age forty and wi th no musical instincts, you won't be hearing me at 
Carnegie Hall. Actually, in the "dreams and fantasies" category, being a concert 
pianist ranks way up th ere for another life. 

I hop e to make it to New Haven for the reunion next spr in g. If so, it 
would be the first school reunion at any level ever attended. Maybe it's nostalgia 
as the first-born heads off to college herself 

JOHN G. GITTZUS, M.D. 

42 Lance Drive, Somers, CT 06071 

MICHAEL B. GIVENS 

7901 Sun View Circle, Columbia, SC 29209 

GREGORY LEE GLASS 

7558 Brooklyn Avenue, NE, Seattle, WA 98115 
(206) 527-4785 
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Perhaps like many of the members of our class, my "world line" through 
the past twenty-five years could hardly have been anticipated. The briefest sum
mary: drafted (number three in the first draft lottery) in late r969; Army duty for 
twenty months in New Jersey, Texas, and Kansas (including a ten-month stretch 
learning Vietnamese), during which service I began to explore the Rocky 
Mountain West; an enjoyable, but brief, return to Yale to work for Professor Bill 
Kessen; graduate school in Colorado, and more explorations; a return t9 my 
home in Baltimore, in part for family reasons, but mostly to take stock (aided 
immeasurably by a 600 mile hike on the Appalachian Trail from Massachusetts to 
Maine); a one-year period working for the federal government in flood hazards, 
interrupted (with incredible brass!) for a trek down the Pacific Crest Trail 
through Washington and an extended visit to Yosemite; working in the Wash
ington, D .C., area for an international environmental consulting firm on 
everything from nuclear power plant siting studies to municipal landfills; a 
month-long trek on the Oregon portion of the Pacific Crest Trail with my wife
to-be in r978; a wonderful adventure north of the Arctic Circle in the Arctic 
Wildl ife Refuge in 1979, involving a 400-mile traverse of the Brooks Range in a 
two-person exploration of my own design; moving to Seattle in r979, driven in 
no small part by a keen desire to be closer to mountain wilderness areas; and 
finally taking root in Seattle, establishing a family, a career (independent environ
mental consultant since r987), and a personal backyard that extends throughout 
the Cascade Range. 

I suspect that few of my classmates shared my Army experiences, and 
even fewer ended up being drafted. Being drafted in the first place is an example 
of one of those bifurcations ( chaos theory indeed!) that sets life off in another 
direction entirely; being spared the Vietnamese tour of duty by Nixon's Viet 
namization policy, and by literally pulling a name out of a hat in a lottery to get 
an assignment in Kansas, is but another example. Detailed "war stories" will have 
to await a more leisurely forum. My usual summary comment on being in the 
Army is that, in retrospect, it exposed me to a part of American life that would 
have been invisible otherwise, and taught me a great deal. At the same time, I 
freely admit that the fatalism and p~ssivity of that period continue to affect me. 

When I was growing up in Baltimore, on the flat and congested coastal 
plain, I had an unexplained fascination with the American West. Reading books 
on the life of Kit Carson, other early explorers, and travelers on the Santa Fe and 
Oregon Trails is among my fondest early memories. At Yale, I found my way 
into Howard Lamar's class on the American West ("Reds and Feds" as it was 
sometimes known) as a guilty pleasure set quite apart, I thought, from my more 
formal academic program. It turned out to be more central to my subsequent 
work than I could ever have imagined. I first saw a piece of the West working in 
the summ er of 1968 near Mount Rainier in Washington State, thanks to the 
kindness of an older Yale graduate named Hugh Brady who helped arrange a job 
with the U.S. Forest Service. I have ever since been drawn to mountains and 
blank spac es on maps. My explorations have taken m e from the benevolent 
Sleeping Giant in Connecticut to unvisited corners of the Brooks Range in Alas
ka, but have barely scratched the surface of what I hope to see. My adventures of 
late have unfortunately b~en of the armchair variety. I am summoning courage 
for knee surgery this year in the hopes of an early return to the mountains. This 
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growing - old stuff takes some getting used to. Many of my happiest times have 
been spent wandering in the high country like some kind of a latter day Muir. 

I met my wife Robin in 1974. We have two beautiful children, Rachel 
(six) and Lauren (one), who are allowing us to relive the pleasures of youth 
whi le still holding down day jobs. Actually, I think we are part of a grand exper
iment (one shared by a sizable portion of our generation who stayed busy with 
other activities) in raising children when we are between the ages of forty and 
sixty-five rather than, say, twenty-five to fifty. Surely there wi ll be a host of stud
ies of this phenomenon and its effects on the next generation . From time to time 
I do find myse lf thinking of my old roommate, Jan Louis R ., whos e oldest son 
has by now probab ly finished a Ph.D.! No doubt our views of the past twenty
five years (or, especia lly, the next twenty-five) would differ in substant ial ways. I 
remember with great affection the many kin dnesses of Jan and his wife Barb 
from our time at Yale. 

Rob in is an occ upational therapist with a specia lty in the feeding and 
swallow ing disorders of infants . She has recently coauthored the definitiv e clini
cal prac tice book in that area and is in much demand as a speaker, traveling 
nationally to give seminars . She also is active in lecturing at the University of 
Washington, serving on thesis committees, and providing clinical training. Since 
moving to Seattle, I have focused my environmental consu lting work in studies 
of chemically contaminated sites, especia lly in th e areas of risk assessment and 
deve loping site cleanup criteria. The scient ific basis for many of the decisions 
being made is less than formidable; a real challenge facing the field is develop
ment of better scientific me thods . As is true of so many other ·fields where much 
is at stake, the invest igation and cleanup of contam inated sites has becom e very 
litigious. To my knowledge, I have not yet been deposed by a fellow member of 
the Class of 1969, although the opportunities are growing! 

A few random observations in closing. This seems in many ways a part ic
ularly uns et tled time to attempt a summing up. Much of the past twenty-five 
yea rs appears to have been abo ut collect ing things; there is still much sorting out 
to be done. If we are privi leged to have emerged "victorious" from the (First?) 
Co ld War, we nonethe less seem as a society to be exhausted by the victory and 
to have developed a hard and fract ious edge. R ereading my father's journals 
from his days in the Army Air Corps during the Second World War, only a few 
years before I was to appear on the scene, gave me a new appreciation as a son of 
th e undisclosed deeds of my parents. How will our children look back on our 
stewardship of the natural and po litical world they are to inherit? I wonder about 
our ability to keep up with the furious pace of change that I suspect is upon us, 
and to avoid a fragm ent ation into separate enclaves. When even the wild erness 
areas have a perm.it system for entry, ther e can be no escaping the need to turn, 
face each ot her, and make our peace. 

DAVID D. GLEASON 

40 Pleasant Street, Sharon, MA 02067 

( 617) 784-003 3 
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GARRARD L. GLENN 

16037 Junaluska Way, Pacific Palisades, CA 90272 

NORMAN V. GODFREY 

44 Wickhams Fancy, Co llinsville, CT 06022 

ROBERT McCREATH GODLEY 

P.O. Box 190, Hadlyme, CT 06439 
(203) 453 - 5414 

FREDERICK T . GOLDBERG,JR. 

Skadden Arps, 1440 New York Avenue, Washington, DC 20007 

JAMES F. GOLDEN 

30 Cr est Road, Hillsdale, NJ 07642 

(20 I) 666- 9004 

MICHAEL L. GOLDEN, JR . 
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Gould, Yaffee & Gold~n, 
0

215 South Broad Street, 10th Floor, Philadelphia, PA 19167 

:· (215) 546-9090 

Shelley Green and I have been happily married since 1980 and are the 
proud parents of a son Jonath an Zelig (5/20/86) and a daughter Michael Leslie 
III (8/31/88) . I have been practicing law with my good friends and partners, 
Roy Yaffe and Marvyn Gould, for nearly twenty years. It is with a mixture of 
pride and chagrin that Shelley, the General Counsel of the University of Penn 
sylvania, tell_s her colleagues that I represented the plaintiff in Kunda vs. 
Muhlenberg College, an oft-cited sex discrimination case in which a female faculty 
member received tenure. 

The children are bright and active. In his spare time Jonathan constructs 
palindromes. I wo rk out regularly. Both ch ildr en love to go w ith me to "my 
gym." The losing team probably follows the "Met system." If we had a store and 
Jonathan wrote ad copy, he would start with "store of foe rots." When JZ and 
Leslie are mode l children, it is "diapers repaid" and if this continues, someday 
each may get a "race car." 
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DAVID R. GOLDMAN 

340 South Peck Drive, Beverly Hills, CA 90212 

KENNETH H. GOLDMAN 

3346 Reta Street, La Crescenta, CA 91214 

(818) 248-6951 

Jun e 6, 1993, marks th e fiftieth anniversary of the Zoot Suit Riots in Los 
Angeles, the forty-ninth anniversary of the Normandy Invasion, and the twenty 
third anniversary of my marriage to Mary-Lynne Fisher whom, appropriate to 
those other eve nts, I me t outside the Syracuse, New York, Army Induction 
Center in a demonstration I helped organize. 

Prospects of a gradua te degree in theater design lured us to Los Angeles 
where we've been eve r since, despite arriving driving directly into the setting 
sun in the midst of oppressively ho t weather fueling massive brush fires on both 
sides of th e freeway and rioting wh ich included the police killing of journalist 
Ruben Salazar. It seemed we were barely settled when our first quake sent our 
bed scooting across the floor. (Did the Earth move for you too, baby?) Grad 
school didn't pan out, but Mary-Lynne went on to University of Ca liforn ia at 
Los Angeles Law School and then into public interest law, disability rights law, a 
professorship at Loyola Law School, and now private prac tice in family law. A 
TV movie, The Ordeal of Bill Carney, chroni cles her landmark disability rights 
case won at th e State Supreme Court. 

I have been a picture framer, art teacher, Big Band and orchestra road ie, 
in addition to pursuing wood sculpture and gaining representation in collections 
including that of the late Jos eph H. Hirshhorn. Three produced radio plays left 
me vu lnerab le to the Ho llywood bug. I cofounded a scrip twriters' group and 
have now written several feature scripts wh ich have garnered producer interest 
and some options, though not yet th e coveted "green light." 

No kids, but currently two dogs and two tortoises, and Mary-Lynne 
continues trying to turn me into a world trave ler. 

LEE GOLDMAN, M.D. 

73 Draper Road, Wayland, MA 01778 

(508) 358-7801 

Family: Jill, Goucher '69, Yale, M.Phil. (biology) '71; Jeff, 12/ 13 /76; 
Dani el and Robyn Sue (both 3/r/79). 

Work: Professor of Medicine, Harvard Medical School; Professor of Epi 
demiology, Harvard School of Public Health; Vice Chairman, Department of 
Medicin e, Brigham and Women's Hospital, Boston; research: about 250 scientif
ic articles/ chapters; clinical: in ternal medicin e/ cardio logy; awa rd;;.: Honorary 
Societies (Americ an Society for Clinical Inv estigation; Associat ion of American 
Physicians); Associate Ed ito r, New England Journal of Medicine; H ost, week ly TV 
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show, "Highlights in the New England Journal of Medicin e," on cable TV; past 
President, Society of General Interna l Medicine. 

Education: M.D., Yale University 1973; M.P.H., Yale University, 1973. 
Hobbies: golf, tennis, landscape gardening. 
Loves: hobbies, family, coaching children in sports. 
Biggest surprises: to host a weekly TV show; to become president of our 

local synagogue! 
Biggest disappointment: chronic back problem, which has limited tennis, 

running, etc. 
Memories of Yale: A great experience, espec ially for someone who had 

never before be en north of New York City, south ofD.C. or west of Cleveland . 

JOSEPH P. GOLDSMITH 

40 Solomon Pierc e Road, Lexington, MA 02173 

(617) 863-8881 (res.) 
(617) 357-6210 (ofc.) 

It is hard to believe twenty -five years have gone by. Clearly the highlight 
of that period is m.y marriage to Hop e. We have been married only eight years, 
but finding her was certainly worth the wait. We have four wonderful children 
(two from Hope's "previous incarnation"), Missy (fifteen), Sam (thirteen), Sara 
(seven), and Sophie (three). Life with my wife and family clearly has been a 
dream come true. 

We have lived in Lexington, Massachusetts, for the last eight years, and, 
despite threats to move away (winter is forever around here), we will probably 
be here for many years to come. Lexington is actually quite a lov ely community 
in which to raise a family. 

Upon graduation from Yale I worked in New York for a year before 
going to Harvard Business School. (No Army, I flunked my physical because of 
my bad eyes. They're still bad, and I hav e subsequently had retinal surgery.) 
After business school I worked at Goldman Sachs for about six years. For the last 
sixteen years I have sold stocks for Salomon Brothers. 

I hav e not attended a Yale reunion since our tenth. Although I continue 
to support the Alumni Fund and other Yale causes, I must admit that I hav e 
many other prioriti es. However, I have m any wonderful memori es of my Yale 
experience. I still get a thrill from a win on the third weekend each November 
(it should happ en more often!), and I am ve ry much looking forward to th e 
twenty -fifth. 

ALAN M. GOLDSTON 

100 Riverside Drive, New York, NY 10024 
(212) 874-2166 
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GREGORY M. GORELIK 

201 Ocean Aven ue, Apartment 1406B, Santa Monica, CA 90402 

(213) 393-0840 

DANIEL W. GOTTLIEB, M.D. 

r6259 Sylvester Road, SW, Suite 40 1, Seattle, WA 98166 

(206) 241-2383 

Cardio logist in private practice in Seattle. Met wife, Karen Boyden, 
when she was an intensive care unit nurse, now a dentist. 

Two chil dren, Aaron Joseph (four - and - a-hal f) and Zachary Leon (six 
months). 

JOHN F. GOTTSHALL 

70 North Windsail Place, The Woodlands, TX 77381 

(7r3) 298- 5267 (res.) 

(713) 364- 6762 (ofc.) 

I have a great family-Kim (mother, wife, and active volunt eer), Katie 
(seventh grade r and swimmer), and J ohn (third grader and soccer player)-my 
first love. We enjoy time together, especially vacations, gentle rafting, canoeing, 
and skiing, even black runs. Currently we live in the Woodlands, a planned 
community in the Texas woods. It is a very pleasant place, especially as my office 
is also located hae. 

I am now Chief Financial Officer of Trident NGL, a $600 million, pri
vately held, natural gas liquid s company, having previously spent most of my 
time since Yale and four years in the Corps of Engineers in Germany financing 
natural resources. The broader responsibili6es of a Chief Financial Officer are 
challenging, especially trying to distinguish between new useful ideas and just 
new lingo. 

I'm also struggling with how to reconc ile a conservativ e life style with 
moderate (Texans may call them liberal) social views and tolerances in today's 
very hard ene d and fractionalized society. My approach has settled int o trying to 
set an example while seeking an open and rational discussion of the issues. 

JAMES E. GOULKA 

423 Cumnor Road, Kenilworth, IL 60043 
(708) 256-5564 (res.) 

(312) 993-3175 (ofc.) 

Oh how right eous we were. It was so clear in 1967 that the narrow
minded, undereducated, spiritu ally desolate who were running the show did not 
have a clue as to what was right, mean ingful, fair, or good. We, the golden off-
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spring of the depression/war generation, had masterful insight into how to run 
the world. How could we not? We knew better th an anyone the world of no 
recession, no inflation, American domination, and a luciferian enemy represent
ing all that could go wrong. 

It was glorious, revelling in the symbols of freedom: sex, drugs, rock 'n' 
roll, hair , draft cards, after the revo lution ... watching oursel ves on the nightly 
new s (thank you Walter Cronkite). We knew, because Kingman Brewster and . 
John Morton Blum told us, that we were the elite of America, who would, 
when our turn came, fix things: destroy racism, eliminat e pov erty, demytholo
gize the Soviet thr eat. We would raise up all men, demanding eq uality for all. 
We would declare victory and get the hell out of Vietnam. 

Now it is our turn. One of our generation is in the White House, recip
ient of a Yale education. Classmates serve him. Oth e'rs nego tiate with him. Yet, 
though we hear echoes of our righteous youth, th e words hav e lost their punch. 
The answers are not as clear any more. Our tw enty-fiv e years of trying has not 
made much progress in fixing thing s, if we think of things on th e same scale that 
we did as und ergrad uat es. Things are, in many ways worse, or at least mor e 
obvious. Our flaunted 1960s standards of decorum is now the in your face style 
of confrontation. Our hope to humanize an d help has b eco m e entitlement. 
More kids are having kids, drive-by shootings claim lives hardly begun in neigh 
borhoods without hope. 

The righteous ness ebbed as the demands of life, unsupported by the 
intell ec tual freedom of Yale and the dollars of our parents, unrelentingly have 
absorbed our energies. Provide th e basics, focus on th e reali ties of a job in a spe
cific place, find and nurture love, create a family. Limits have come crowding in: 
diapers, mortgag e payments, career advancement. 

In our own private lives we have probably been ju st about as successful as 
any other generat ion. Some of us hav e succee ded in our careers beyond even 
our wildest ima ginings. Some have end uring relation ships. Some are content. 
Some are not. 

While I have not changed the wo rld, I have changed bits of it. A banker 
for tw enty -odd years (with tim e out to be a member of th e Charter Class at the 
Yale School of Organization and Managem en t), I have financed businesses all 
around the world. Some large, some small. I have helped mana ge m ent groups 
reach indep end ence, inv estors acquire businesses, and have worked with compa
nies experiencing extreme adversity. Other challenges and opportuniti es arise 
from my activities on several not-for-profit boards in th e arts and mental health, 
th e local school board, and in Republican politics. I have found strength, con
stancy, and joy in my fam.ily. Thre e months after our twenty-fifth reunion I will 
celebrate my tw enty- fifth wedding anniversary. I married Ann Lyman Bachelder, 
Vassar '69, Yale Forestry '71, whom I began to see sophomore year. Our son, 
Jeremia h, is Bowdoin '97. Our daughter, Sarah, is Jo seph Sears School '95. Both 
are wonderful. 

Is this good enough for twenty-five years of adulthood? Probably. Am I 
satisfied? No. The voice still beckons: I dream of what could be and ask, why 
not? We forty-somethings still have a lot of good years left. 



Jerome Gary marries Mary Lambert Jordan Gary Qerome's son) 

Brad Gascoigne 

Robert and Wendy Gibney and daughters John J. Gazzoli, Jr. 



Lee Goldman The Joseph P. Goldsmith family 

. 
John and Kim Gottshall and family · 

Kenneth Go ldman and wife Mary-Lynne · Donald Graham and wife Carol 
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DONALD A. GRAHAM 

Box 161, Vershire, VT 05079 

(802) 333-9345 

After leaving Yale I moved to a teepee in central Vermont and lived 
there much of th e time for four years while teaching high school English and 
going to law school. Things were a bit primitive in the woo ds, but it was a most 
interesting tim e and lent a healthy and end uring perspec tive on modern life. 

In 1973 I married Carol Ban and moved to Strafford, Vermont, w here 
we still live. Carol is a psycho logist at Dartmouth-Hitchcock Medical Center. 
After law schoo l I was a public defende r for five years, a time of cherished ideo 
logical purity and irreverence. Since th en I have been working in a small 
partnership in White River Jun ction, Vermont, doing m ostly personal injury 
cases and criminal defense and a little bit of everyth ing else. 

As for fun, rural pursuits are our main focus: working in our gardens and 
orchard, bi rdin g, backco untry skiing. I am also working on some local land 
pr eservation projects and hope to focus more on this kind of work in the future. 
All in all, things are going we ll. 

JEFFREY T. GRAHAM 

18 Aldworth Street, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130 

(617) 524- 0427 

THOM GRAHAM 

9504 Phin ney Avenue Nor th, Seattle, WA 98ro3 

(206) 783-4867 

I live a quiet life inventing and making garden tools, having set aside a 
caree r in archit ecture. 

GEORGE GRATTAN, JR. 

Colo nial Williamsburg Foundation, Box CH, W illiamsburg, VA 23185 

JOSEPH B. GREEN 

14 Craigie Street, Cambridge, MA 0213 8 

(617) 491 - 8687 

During my senio r year at Yale, I app lied to the New York City Po lice 
Departmen .t. Because of a budget freeze, I was not hired, so I went to H arvard 
Law Schoo L I left after the first year and joined the Metropolitan Police D epart
rn.ent in Washington, D.C. I wen t to th e 1970 Moratorium with my Yale 
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roommate John Mazer- . but on opposite sides of the street. Ho wever, all th e 
tim e I was a cop (1970-1973), I belonged to the ACLU. In 1973 I got a Younger 
Humanist Fellow ship from the National End owment for the Humanities to 
study police in France and England. I met my wife in Paris (Carol Shasha, Con
necticut _ College '70), where she was a textile designer for three years. 

I returned and finished H arvard Law in l 976; then two years in a corpo
rat e law firm; then ten years in the District Attorney's Office in Salem, 
Massachusetts, prosecuting criminal cases and teaching. In 1989 I joined a small 
firm in Boston (Kotin, Crabtree and Strong), where I do criminal defense, per
sonal injury and some coITT1nercial litigation. 

I have three children : Jeffrey, 1978; Ariana, 1982; and Nicholas, 1989 . 
I have stayed in touch wi th roommates John Waldman, Ken Wolfe, and 

Scott Armstrong. 

BARRY N. GREENBERG 

8741 SW rn8t h Street, Miami, FL 33176 

GORDON K. GREENFIELD,JR. 

4 Cook Street, Charlestown, MA 02129 

(617) 241-7302 

JAMES H. GREW, JR. 

3 IO Overlook Drive, Winter Haven, FL 3 3 884 

(813) 324- 30II 

Ever since graduat ion I've sought the traditional "wife with childr en" 
marriage. Despite six engagements, two "ringed" and one a repeat, I remain, at 
forty-four, single. My last financee would have been mine had she not died of 
cancer fourteen months ago at thirt y-n in e, leaving me with her two chi ldr en 
(sixteen and nineteen) to help care for-actually a fascinating challenge. 

The job, perfect for me, has now received my resignation after six years . 
I'm actually probably retiring from full-time employ at forty-five. The job
Director of National Teams and Competition of the 30,000, U.S. Olympic 
Commi ttee recognized, national governing body for waterskiing. We, the sport 
that is, have finally reached semi-Olympic status by being admitted in to the '95 
Pan Am games. The sport has been my life and dream since shortly after our '69 
grad uation. Three lon g-range goals were finally reache d in the same year (1992-
93), two for the first time: 

• appointed official at Nat iona ls; 
• first ever world championship of waterskiing for the disabled (I'm on 

the World Council that governs); 
• U.S. Team (able-bodi ed) manager to a wo rld champ ionsh ip (Singapore 

'93). 
My volunteer work in all aspects of waterski ing will continue in many 
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areas with my retireme nt. The irony: leavin g Yale on Jun e 9, 1969 (an easy date 
to remember), I had no idea what I would do; and, if anyon e had said waterski
ing, I'd have replied , "Right!" And yes, I train skii ng eve ry mo rning. 

RICHARD H. GRIEST 

No Address Available 

PROF. FREDERICK T. GRIFFITHS 

Amherst College, Classics Department , Box 2257, Amherst, MA 01002 

(413) 542-2000 

REV . ROBERT W. GRIGGS 

3821 Lynn Avenue, St. Louis Park, MN 55416 

(612) 929-9223 

STEPHEN A. GRITTON 

1430 Asbury, Evanston, IL 60201 

(708) 869- 2229 

DOUGLAS J. GROOME, M.D. 

r 50 Mayflower Lane, Meriden, CT 06450 

(203) 238-7614 

My name is Bethany Groome . I am Dou glas Groome's daughter . H e was 
drea din g having to write this littl e autob iograp hy and ther efor e coerce d m e into 
writing it for him. No problem. (It will be my first published wor k. ) 

My dad married m y mom, Zita Wasserman, a week before co mm ence 
m ent . H e th en attended th e Un iversity of Connecticut School of M edicine from 
1969 to 197 3. His pediatric residency was served at St. Francis Hospital in Hart 
ford and at University of Connecticut (1973-7 6). H e has had a successful privat e 
practice of ped iatrics in M erid en, Con n ec ticu t, sin ce 1976. 

That's all for th e boring stuff Now it gets more int erest in g (a little, any 
way). My m om and dad adopted my brother J eremy in 1977. H e will be a junior 
at Cheshir e Academ y n ex t year. My dad tell s m e that J eremy's athletic ab iliti es 
certai nly exceed hi s at th e same age . H e plays soccer and lacrosse and is also a 
wres tler. Th ey produ ced m e in 1978 . I have surv ive d freshman yea r at Choate 
Rosemary Hall and hop e to do th e sam e in my soph omore yea r. I also play soc
cer, but that' s abou t it spo rts-wise. I read, write, and listen to m usic a lot (wh ich 
my d ad constan tly tells m e to tu rn down , eve n though he plays his classical 
music twic e as loud!) . 
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Now I'll tell you a little mor e about my dad, since that is who thi s is sup
po sed to be about. H e enjoys stamp collecting and asks me to m ention that there 
are at least ten stamps featuring Yale athletes. He' s been playing golf for twenty 
years and still can't get his handi cap und er tw enty -two. H e plays basketball fairly 
oft en and once broke John Gitt zus' no se with hi s elbow. D ad says he lost his 
jump shot three years ago and still can't find it. 

There hav e been a few vacations of int erest . Before my parents had us, 
they went to Disney World and Jamaica. After th ey had my broth er and me, we 
went to Disn ey World two tim es, Niagara Falls, Cape Cod (includin g awe
inspiring whale watch es) twice, and our last adventure was w hit e water rafting in 
northern Mai ne . 

Aside from Christmas greetings exchanged with Jay Saccone, hi s only 
regular contact w ith a classmate is with Jo hn Gittzus. Th ey play basketball and 
golf and drink beer togeth er. D ad says he enj oyed seeing Hubie Stiles, Bill 
Weinraub, and Dal e Allen of Timoth y Dwi gh t at th e twen tieth reuni on and 
hopes h e can free up time to attend the twe nty-fifth (he 'd love his work if it 
were n't for weeke nd s on call) . 

NEAL H. GROSSMAN 

No Address Available 

RICHARD L. GUSTAFSON 

1533 NE Tillamook, Portland, ,OR 97212 

(503) 284- 6934 (res.) 
(503) 242-008 4 (ofc.) 

When I gradu ated from Yale, I took a job at Gen eral M otors Corpora
tion as a research economis t studying urban transportation. I picked up a master 's 
in urban eco nomics from Wayne State University while in D etroit. I returned to 
Portland in 1973 to run for th e Or egon legislature. I was electe d to th e Hou se of 
Representatives in 1975 and started a political career, serving two terms. In 1978 
Portland established a new region al gove rnme nt. I was elect ed as th e first Exec
utiv e in 1978 and served two term s developing th e new government. I was 
defeated for reelection in 19 86 and began a caree r as a project man ager puttin g 
to geth er public/private inv estments in Portl and. Tom Fuller, '69, join ed th e firm 
with m e, and we are having a great time organizing all sorts of interesting proj
ects. 

While in D etro it, I met Susan Canty and we married in 1971. She is a 
grad uate of Michigan State Uni versity. We have had a great time enjoy in g life 
together, traveling, and bein g in vo lved in the lo cal politi cal scen e. We have a 
daught er, Juli e (sixteen), who has developed consi derable interest in music, trav
eling, and driving my car. She plans on being a teach er. Er ik ( eleven) is a bright 
kid who says he wants to go to Yale so he can I.earn to be a comi c book wr it er. 
Sounds reason able to me. 

I have developed a cons iderable interest in wine . Susan and I have visit-
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ed over two hund red wineries throughout Europe and the U.S.A. I built a cellar 
in the house that is decorated · with about twenty thou sand corks. It also con tains 
son1e win e. 

While at Yale, I was the American Men's Figure Skat ing cham pi on for 
roll er skating. My brothers and I own a skating rink in Aub urn , Washin gton. I 
also serve on the Board of Directors for the Oaks Park in Portland, wh ich oper
ates th e rink at which I started skating . I have contin ued to mov e my old body 
aro und on occasion . 

DR . DIMITRI GUTAS 

531 Edgewood Avenue, New Hav en, CT 0651 1 

(203) 497-9572 

Like Tiresias, or Joni Mitchell , I have come to know both sid es ofl ove . 
The first has been an on-go ing, off-again stormy affair with Yale. After a Ph.D. 
from Yale in Arabic stud ies ('74), farruly and I (we we re four by then) took off to 
Cairo permanen tly-or so I thought. A few years later I came back, but now as 
a professor, expe riencing Yale from th e oth er side of the classroom desk. In '84 I 
was off again for good-this time to Germany, an d even tually to marvelous 
C rete to occ upy at the new university there th e first chair ever in Arab ic studies 
in modern Greece . But the siren call of Yale travels far, and I returned in '89 to 
succee d my former professor. Some thought I finally got serious and shed my 
Sixties background; others though t I was crazy to leave Crete-and for th e same 
reasons. So here I am back in New Haven , my office in H GS, a ston e's throw 
away from my un derg raduate room in Stiles. 

My other love has been constant, unmffled, inspir ing, and invigorating
Ioann a. Her p icture with me at home (submitted for thi s pub lication) is worth 
th e remaining 996 words. 

Balance so far: schol arly publications that give every indi cation they wi ll 
outlive me , and internationa l prof essional recogn ition; inside knowledge of aca
derrua here and abroad (a dubiou s achi evement at best, but inev itable, given th e 
circumstances); inside kn owledge of Cretan village life (a real achievement, that); 
man y good friends on both sides of th e Atlantic and the Mediterranean, as we ll 
as some enemies, I presume - some overt, oth ers cove rt ; and perhaps the best of 
it all, past and present students who lengthen th e chain that gives meaning to it 
all. And life goes on . Stay tuned for the balance repor t on our fiftieth ! 

THOMAS M. GUTERBOCK 

r 15 Turtl e Creek Road, Apartm ent 6, Charlo tt esville, VA 2290 r 

ROBERT B. HAAS 

Haas, Wheat & Partners, Inc., 300 Crescent Court, Suite 1700, Dallas, TX 75201 

(214) 871- 8300 
- ' 
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FREDERICK H. HAHN 

No Address Available 

LEONARD E. HAILE 

735 Laurel Avenue, Menlo Park, CA 94025 

(415) 328-6926 

ROGER C. HAILE 

607 Degraw Street, Brooklyn, NY 11217 

I live the life of an artist. The path of eternal curves - always something 
new. I am much more content looking forward than backward. In this moment, 
I am looking forward to working on a commission that gives the opportunity to 
work outside of the sometimes too private world of the studio. The challenge, as 
always, to reflect back in new forms how we are putting this world together. 
Increasingly, studies in Tibetan Buddhism and the diagnostic techniques of five 
element Chinese acupuncture contribute to this process. 

Greetings to all. 

PHILIP C. HAINES, M.D. 

3302 Pine Meadow Drive, SE, Kentwood, MI 49512 

(616) 956-3208 

WILLIAM D. HALL 

37 East Haycock Point Road, Branford, CT 06405 

JAMES M. HALLETT 

1001 Sixth Street, Suite 120, Manhattan Beach, CA 90266 

(3ro) 376-3374 

For bett er or worse, my Republican/Episcopal years at Yale have long 
since yielded to liberal politics, the Catholic chu rch , and a career in Los Angeles 
County trial courts. Oh, and like a true Californian, I am on my third marriag e. 

Like many of us, the Vietnam War dictated most of my existence for 
years after leaving Yale. I finished law school at Berkeley and convinced my local 
draft board to grant me conscient iou s objector status. I have yet to encounter a 
just American war in my lifet im e, so I guess my application for such status was 
sincere. Nonetheless, I reserve my strongest admiration for those in our genera
tion who put their lives on the line, either by going to j ail or by going to 
Vietnam. Either way, they lived their commitment. 
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I married my Yale sweetheart, M ere dith, an d that lasted six months . I 
th en married my law school classmate, Florenc e Popper, and we produced, in 
thirt een years of marriage, two childr en . Karen was born in 1978 and Joshua in 
1980. Th ey both go to our local schoo ls her e in Manhattan Beach (their mother 
not wan tin g them away from hom e), despite my preferenc e for my own, much
belov ed pr ep school, Thach er, in Ojai, California. 

In 1988 I marr ied Mary Ellen Hall, wh o promptly fell in lov e wit h 
Tha cher. As of this wr iting, her older daughter, Adrian , is starting Thach er in the 
fall of 1993. H er younger daught er, M egan, will hopefu lly follow suit. 

All four kid s are much lik e I was at their age: good students, med iocre 
athletes. So much for im prov ing from one generat ion to the next. 

Being the son of an Epi scopa l pr iest, religion has always interested me. 
Flor ence, Kar en and Jo shua are Jew ish, so I tried that out for awh ile. Mary Ellen 
is Catho lic , and the Pope finally got me . The only remnant of my years in the 
Baker's Doze n is that I still sing in our church choir. An d I got ho oke d on EST 
(now Landmark). 

I spent my first nin e years as a lawyer in th e Offi ce of the Los Angeles 
County Publi c Def ender, which I loved. I have been in privat e practice in Man
hattan Beach by myself ever since. I have don e a lot of death pena lty work and 
curren tly do fifty percent criminal and fifty percent family law. Cr iminal law is 
what I love to do; divor ces pay the bills. · 

Offi ces held? W ell, I'm a local yokel, having been President of the M an
hatt an Be ach Rota ry Clu b, the South Bay Bar Assoc iation, and th e Sout h 
Central Bar Association. 

For pleasu re, I swim a lot (poo l, oc ean, and lakes) , enjoy und erw ater 
photography, and get up to th e Sierras whenever I can. 

Aft er Mar y Ellen and I put four kid s th rough college, w hich is at least 
another ten years off, I suppose we can start saving for our retireme nt. She runs 
various small bu sinesses and seems to know some th ing about making mon ey (she 
is a Republican, after all), so some day I ju st may be able to afford to visit Yale . 

I know I do a lousy job of keeping in touch, bu t I think about you class
mates often. We have a beautiful home ove rlooking the vast Pacific and wou ld 
truly welcome a visit any tim e, ju st a few miles south of th e Los Ang eles air
port-boogie bo ards, Churchill s, roll er blades, and strand cruisers alw ays 
available! 

JAMES E. HAMMARSTEN, M.D. 

I 1029 South Quebec Place, Tul sa, OK 74137 
(918) 298- 8734 

GEOFFREY H. HAMWAY 

No Address Available 
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LEON REID HANSON, JR. 

8700 Hollywood Hills Road, Los Angeles, CA 90046 

MICHAEL HARLOW 

4671 Albany Circle, Unit ro2, San Jo se, CA 95129 
(408) 247-7 198 (res.) 
(408) 450-7291 (ofc.) 

The usual long, strange trip-t each ing posts from Philadelphia to Seattle, 
with a bri ef stint in the Oil Patch. Back to Yale (forestry) in 1975 and then ten 
years in internation al environmental work, including Montana, Colorado, Wash
ington, Korea, Philippines. Inn er work in India, Oregon, Tennessee, Big Sur. 
Twice married, two sons (one at Exeter, one entering high school in Manila). 
Now I develop computer software in Silicon Valley and am pursuing an M.B.A. 
I'm writing this aboard a ship in the Inside Passage, returning home from watch
ing the midnight sun at the Arctic Circle, hiking the Chilkoot Pass, and catching 
lot s of trout. The tree-clad hills, misty in the grey dawn, slip past and fade, 
memories now, like the days of '69 in lon g-a go New Haven. A school of por
poises flashes past. The ship moves stead ily south, toward warmer waters, and 
the seasons cycle around-time and the river flowing. The sunlight dances on 
the ruffled waters. Hast a la vista. 

C. MICHAEL HARRINGTON 

94 Heathrow Lane, Sugar Land, TX 77479 

Within twenty-four hours of my last exam in May 1969, I was on the 
road home to West Texas, missing graduation exercises by at least two weeks. I 
could hardl y wait to leave New Haven, though I could not have explained why. 
While hardly the "short est, gladdest" years of my life, my four years at Yale had 
been-well, educationa l. Havin g grown up in Borger, a monocultural small 
town in the northern Texas Panhandle oil patch, I arrived at New Haven having 
never eaten pizza (George & Harry 's fixed that) or met a Je w (Mike Medved 
fixed that) . My long- suffering freshman roommates, Dave Raish, Roger Haile 
and Eugene Linden, fixed quite a few other thin gs I am too embarrassed to 
relate. Most important of all, four years in the classrooms and libraries of Yale 
put my formal education on a firm foundation. For that, I am especially grateful. 

Unable to decide between law and business schoo l, I spent the 1969-70 
academic year reading (as the British say) economics at Cambridge University, a 
place I found more intellectual than academic. Returning to the States in 1970, I 
ent ered Harvard Law, graduating in 1973. Again skippin g graduat ion , I was sit
ting for the Texas bar exam in Austin the day my HLS classmates received their 
diplomas. 

Emerging at last from the catacombs of academia, I soon landed a job in 
Houston with the Vinson & Elkins law firm. Come July 23, I will have been 
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with V &E for tw enty yea rs, the last thirteen as a partn er. 
My law practice emph asizes corpor ate finance, and the bulk of my pro

fessional time involves hel ping Texas-base d corpo rati ons to at tract capita l from 
New York, London, o r other money centers via und erwritt en publi c offerings, 
private placements, and th e lik e. Generally, I enjo y my work, although I often 
wish it allow ed me more time for family and leisur e. 

I did the best day's work of my life when I married Josephine "Jody" 
H all of San Antonio in J anuary 1978. Jody gave up th e full-time practice oflaw 
when our first daughter, Averill, was born in 1981. The bir th of our seco nd 
dau ght er, J ane, in October 1982 com ple ted our family. We liv e nowadays in 
Sugar Land , a suburb of Hous ton, on land once planted in sugar cane. 

Though I live on the edge of a thirty -six-hole golf course, I do not play 
the game. M y life revo lves p re tty much around office, hom e, and church 
(Southminster Presbyterian, where I teach Sunday school, of all things, and act as 
Clerk of Session). R eadin g and wr itin g Civil War history take up much of my 
leisure time. Last year I publi shed my first arti cle on the subj ec t, and I have a 
co uple mor e in various stages of completion . On bal ance, I am happy and 
healt hy, if not rea lly wea lth y. And I am still at a los s to explain why I was so 
eager to leave N ew Haven twenty -five years ago . 

PHILIP HARRIS 

57 Northbrook Drive, West Hartford, CT 06117 

(203) 233-6356 

T IM HARRIS 

800 West End Avenue, Apartment 14B, New York, NY 10025 

I liv e in Manhattan w ith my wife Sharon and ch ildr en, Jo seph (bo rn 
1979) and Elizabet h (born 1983). I am an editor at a small publishing com pan y, 
where I wr ite about corporate finance and cost control. M y wife is w ith a large 
New York City bank and lend s to major real estate developers. My children are 
in private schoo ls and getting first-rate educations . On most days, I feel very pos
itive abo ut my marriage, children, career, and weight. Hi! to everyo ne who was 
in Morse Co llege . 

FRANKL. HART, M.D. 

P.O. Box 22956, Hilton H ead. Island, SC 29925 
(803) 681-6004 

KEVIN B. HART 

2019 H emlock Road, Norristown, PA 19403 
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WILLIAM T. HARVEY 

2304 Cassidy Drive, Bethel Park, PA 15102 

(412) 854- 0528 

171 

M arried to Maur een for fourteen years with five chi ldren . (This wou ld 
all seem to come und er "loves" from the list.) 

ROBERT H. HAWKES 

2822 South Moreland, Apartment 5, Clevelan d, OH 44120 

N ICHOLAS M. HAWKIN 

Apartado 132, Nerja (Malaga), Spain 

STEVEN A. HAWORTH 

Turn er Broadcast Systems, Inc., One CNN Center, P.O . Box 105366, 

Atlanta, GA 30348 

(404) 827-15 47 

HUGH HAZELTON 

3954, Rue Rivard, Montreal H2L 4H7, Qu ebec, Cana da 

ALLEN P. HAZEN 

Philosophy Department, Un iversity of M elbourne, Parkville, Victoria 3052, Australia. 

Ph.D. in philosophy, Univers ity of Pittsbur gh. Tenured Professor at the 
University of M elbourn e. Taught two years each at New York University and 
Trinity Co llege, Dublin, Ire land. Two childr en : Cait lin , twen ty, sen ior at 
Simon's Rock College, majoring in photogr aphy and fine arts (she's been selling 
som e gorgeous pictur es); Megan, eight een, r993 Nationa l M eri t Scho larship 
Finalist, graduat e of Torrington Hig h School and N utm eg Ballet Company, will 
be attending Carnegie M ellon University in architecture or enginee ring. 

PATRICK T. HEALEY 

42 Roll ing M eadow Road, Madison, CT 064 43 

(203) 245- 4178 

Professional and Career: Shortly after graduation I we nt int o th e Army
eve ryone rem emb ers that Yale once had an ROTC. Actua lly I was quit e 
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fortunate and had some pretty intere stin g and challenging assignments in both 
Europe and Vietnam. Certainly living in Europe was a very positive experience 
that I probably could not have done any other way. During the service I decid
ed on a business career, and so it was off to the bank s of the Charles for 1972 
through 1974 with a bunch of other Yalies. 

After HBS I joined Crane & Company in Dalton, Massachusetts, which 
is a small paper company that makes money - literally the U.S. and other cur
rency papers. I staye d for three years, but my aggressive nature (I haven't 
changed all that much!) and their laid-back, very conservative outlook ju st we re 
not a match. 

I then joined Echlin, Inc., a Branford, Connecticut, based Fortune 300 in 
th e automotive parts business and was with th em for over eleven years in two 
different stints. I had a number of operating and general management assign
ments. The last was a "Mission Impossible" in which the Chairman and I did 
not quite see eye to eye. Needless to say, you can guess who lost. 

I have also done th e consulting thing-including the past year -and -a-half 
with a natural gas pip eline. However, my real efforts for the past two-plus years 
have been focused on starting an automotive bra ke lining manufacturer with 
some managers I knew at Echlin. As I write this in late June 1993, those efforts 
appear to be finally near fruition. 

Personal and Family: I met my wife Margaret while I was in Germany 
with the Army, and she was tourin g and visiting her sister who was a nurse at an 
Army hospit al. After a "brief' co urt ship (nine days) and an interlude while I 
went to Nam, we were married in July 1972, with David Tufaro as my b est 
man. 

Since then we have had three children-girl, boy, girl. The first is grad
uatin g from hi gh school th is year. How the time has flown! Kristin, the oldest, 
will be a freshman at Colgate this fall and is very exc it ed about it. James is a 
junior at Portsmouth Abbey School, and Katie, a seven th grader, is the only one 
left at home. 

We have been living in Madison, Connecticut, for the past sixteen years 
and hope to stay there for the foreseeable future. It certainly is a nice area. About 
four years ago I joined the loca l golf club. However, I cannot seem to get my 
handicap down-in some ways it' s gotten worse. 

DAVID W . HECKLER 

2373 Turk Road, Doylestown, PA 18901 

(215) 345-0369 

JOHN HEIDENREICH 

R.R. r, Box 66, East Corinth, VT 05040 

(802) 439-6170 
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LOUIS J. HEIFETZ, Ph.D. 

Syracuse University, 805 South Crouse Avenue, Syracuse, NY 13244 
(315) 443-9653 

FREDERICK K. HELLER, JR. 

Avenue Louise 65, ro50 Brussels, Belgium 
(32/2) 533 03 00 
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At one time, the year 1969 on the blue and white class mugs at the Yale 
Co-Op had a futuristic look to it. In 1969, twenty-five years in the future 
loomed ahead as more than a lifetime, and it was. 

Now, where have twenty-five years gone? They h ave gone to family, 
work (mostly too hard), learning that learn ing never stops. They have also gone 
to prove a point that only time can prove: twenty-five years is not, after all, such 
a long time. 

Family is most important to me, although sometimes family suffers from 
inattention that work indu ces. 

Andrea Mancuso, whom I dated through most of my Yale College years, 
married me in December 1969. The next year Andrea and I returned to New 
Haven for Yale Law School. At the same time, John Heller, the older of my two 
brothers, came to Yale as a freshman in th e class of 1974, in Silliman as I was. 
The next year, Dan Heller, the youngest brother, came to Yale with the class of 
1975, but he went to Calhoun. Andrea became the stand-in mother for John and 
Dan while we lived in New Hav en, and they became sometimes frequent and 
sometimes infrequent dinner guests. After all, Andrea and I lived in a two -b ed
room apartment in the married student housing on Prospect Stre et, a finer place 
than where we had lived during the year after college when I mad e my living as 
a newspaper reporter. 

Finally, in 1979, our daughter Jenny Evelyn Heller was born. She is our 
only child and Andrea's best friend. She exce ls at whatever she does, much more 
so than I did. 

In 1991 my father died, eighty years old. He left drawers full of unassem
bled papers chronicling the history of our Heller family line from Germany to 
Indiana in 1834 through the Battle of Atlanta in the Civil War and up to the 
time he died. Some months after his death, I took what he had assembled, used 
it to produce a book of family docum ents and history and gave copies to Jenny, 
my sister Mary and my broth ers. There is established the continuous line, once 
led by me and my broth ers and sister, now led by Jenny and her younger 
cousins, childr en of John and Dan. 

Work changes like everything else. 
After law school I went to work at Kilpatrick & Cody in Atlanta. Atlanta 

was emerg in g from the old southern town I had visited as a child from South 
Carolina into the much larger more cosmopolitan place it is today. Real estate 
was booming. So I became a real estate lawyer. Then, lat er in the 1970s, rea l 
estate went bust, so I foreclosed on one day more property than Mr. Cody ever 
foreclos ed at one time during the Depression. Next I moved into municipal 
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finance, working as a bond lawye r in a practice that was beginn ing to flourish 
and continued to do so until lat er in the 1980s when changes in th e tax law 
popped that bubble . 

Finally, I realized that the world had become a much smaller place, small 
enoug h for business in one country to spread easily into ano th er. I started ou t 
represent ing foreign banks and others in th e U .S. Then, in the spring of 1992, I 
came to Brussels to open our firm's office. H ere I work mainly on telecommu 
nications vent ures across Europe, trav elin g sometimes too frequently to the 
major European citi es , seeing offices and h otel s and occasionally some of the 
sight s. 

Andrea and Jenn y soak up much more of Europe than I can . French to 
th em is no longer a foreign language, and the Euro pean life is now theirs as well. 

All of this ha s taugh t me ov er twenty - five years that learning never 
stops-no t a new or earth- shatter ing thought, but a lesson best learned by expe 
rience. Everything changes. Every day is new. 

Yale College began teaching me this. I realized there, perhaps later th an 
my classmates, that I woul d not dir ectly use the history I studi ed. I realized that 
if I could use Yale to learn to read and wri te, and use readin g and writing as a 
framework for thinking, I cou ld learn anything I neede d later on. More impo r
tant, I realized that learn ing is never- end ing and perhaps one of the finer things 
life has to offer. 

NICOLAS F. HELLER 

60 Corona Street, Apartment 9, D enver, CO 80218 

(303) 575- 1607 

STANLEY H. HELLER 

No Address Available 

JOHN M. HEMINGWAY 

2680 SW 151 st Place, Seattle, WA 98 l 66 

WAYNES.HENDERSON 

41 Hancock Stree t , Auburndale, MA 02166 

(617) 965- 6216 

RICHARD L. HENG EN 

Ca lkinstown Road, Sharon, CT 06069 
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W ILLIAM P. HENNING 

38 Hillside Avenue, Atlantic Highlands, NJ 07716 

R ICHARD E. HENR ICH, JR. 

4416 Fessenden Street, NW, Washington, DC 200 16 

When I start to tell where I've been since Yale, the first question people 
ask is: "What were you doing in Bangladesh?" I asked myself the same-repeat
edly. A Cook's Tour itinerary of stops along the way would be an evasion. Th e 
closest I come to an answer is to remem ber sitting on th e veranda at night 's end, 
waiting for some greying of the light. I needed reassur ance, and sunris e was a 
reasonable bet. I'd been knocked flat for a couple days by scarlet fever, with 
temp era tur es in th e hallucinatory range. Good drug s brought th e fever down, 
but my inflam ed joints ached ag~inst sleep. So, feeling like an arthritic centenari
an, I hobbl ed out to sit in the night air and drench in the scent of Ranni Rattray 
(Queen of the Night) . 

I couldn't see what rustl ed just beyond th e veranda screen. There was no 
wind in th e blossoms of th e sisal plant. They call tho se cabbagy big aloes "centu
ry plant s"- once in a hundr ed years (or so) they send up a five-foot spike . The 
blo ssoms turn to fruit s that go to earth as plantlet prog eny while the parent dies. 
"What's this rustling?" I had to know. 

The greying light seeped in, and I saw. The size of a furry crow, a fruit 
bat in the blossoms. An gel of D eath, I thought. (That's th e Yale showing 
through.) The se bats hav e th e bad luck just to bridge th e parallel lines strung on 
pow er poles around Dhaka . They light on the top on e like a bird, but swin g 
down to roost and make a ter minal connection. The skeletons weat her th ere, fall 
apart and drop. So th e thought of death wasn't a gratuitous conceit. Th e day 
before, my own death loo me d. Th e blooming sisal was doomed. In Banglade sh, 
death is much more in your face. 

"What am I doing here?" Perfumed R anni Ratt ray, greying night, dying 
blossoms, bat. And an ivy-cov ered brain trying to make it all fit. I had the over
whelming sensation it all did fit. Even me, arthritic mess that I was, ludicrously 
pondering th e great unknowables. And it wasn't me making it fit. With me or 
without, it just did. A great burden was lifted from me! It was not my responsi
bility to make sense of all this. Th e rest of the world was asleep-not ringing me 
up for answers. If I was sitting there enrapt in the vision of this flying rodent nes
tled like furry de ath in pendulous blossoms ... we ll, it loosened up my joints as 
much as the good drug s did, and I loved it for that. 

No w that I'v e told you what I was doing in Bang ladesh, you'll probably 
be asking, "Well, what are you doing now in W ashington?" I could tell you 
about my actin g and my ca rp entry work-but th at would be an evasion. 
Frankly, I still don't know what I'm doing. But so long as I keep asking the 
question, I'm having fun. 



Frederick K. H eller, Jr. 



Seth Earl H erbert H erbert T. H ensgen 

Len Hill 
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PAUL W. HENRY 

r r r Carlton Street, Brookline, MA 02146 

(617) 730-2977 (res.) 
(617) 227-4930 (ofc.) 

Upon graduation from_ Yale I spen t three years as a teacher of math and 
French, athletic coach, and dormitory master at the Westminster School in Sims
bury, Connecticut, which my two brothers had attended a few years earlier. In 
my third year there I received an induction notice and had to leave, but ulti
mately had the good fortune not be drafted. 

I spent a few months in France and then moved to Boston, where I 
worked briefly in the commercial lending area at Bank of Boston. I had too 
much of the sixties still in me at that tim e to be content there and decided to 
move into the nonprofit sector. For almost a decade I worked in the charitable 
giving area as a planned (deferred) giving consultant, primari ly for the American 
Cancer Society but also for several schoo ls and even E.F. Hutton. 

In 1974 I married Tanya Contos (Smith '71), a writer, and we were 
divorced in 1991. We live near each other in Brookline and shar e custody of our 
one son, Alexander, who has just turned thirteen as I write this. 

In the early 1980s I decided I could no longer afford to work for non
profits, and, in any event, wanted to return to business in a more entrepreneurial 
way th an as a banker. I formed a part-tim e affiliation (which has lasted to this 
day) with Jim Bishop of Caithness Corporation, a private natural resource devel
opment company in New York. My first project with Caithness, which was to 
last for much of the eigh ties, was to help put together the funding to develop 
geothermal leases and build power plants in Southern California. I have also 
worked as a consultant to an investment management firm and various small 
companies, the most recent of which is installing the first domestic airline reser
vations system in China and has con tr acts to develop power plants, provide 
telephone lines, and perform var iou s services related to Chinese in frastructure 
proj ects . 

I have seen only three of our classmates with any frequency over the 
years: George Strong (and his wife Annsley and their four children) in Los Ange
les; David Friend (and his wife Margaret Shepherd and their four kids) here in 
Boston; and Mac Godley in beautiful Lyme (until recently, Guilford), Connecti
cut, who has been a frequent visitor to my family's camp on the Upper Ausable 
Lake in New York State's Adirondack Mountains. 

I am now happily ensconced in Brookline, Massachusetts, with Susan 
Hackley (and much of the time, her two children and my son). Susan ha s 
worked as a writer, photographer, and political consultant, and is taking a midca
reer year away from work to study at Harvard's Kennedy School of 
Government. 

What now? I am healthy and happy in my personal life. I have enjoyed 
my independent work life, but would be willing to give it up for the right affili
ation. The Boston area has proven very livable, and I am fortunate to retain 
close ties as well to my boyhood hom e in Middlebury, Connecticut . And I'm 
looking forward to our twenty -fifth! 
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HERBERT T. HENSGEN 

7420 Drake Road, Cincinnati, OH 45243 

As a former hopeless mental case who recovered miraculously when he 
stopped believing in Jesus Christ, I feel I have a unique story to tell. 

The story really begins in th e fourth grade, when my family moved to 
the Village of Indian H ill in Cincinnati, Ohio. Socially, I went ov er like a lead 
balloon. Ostracism lasted throughout high school. During the summer befo re 
Yale began, I did some sou l searching and came to believe in Christianity. 

I had only been at Yale about a month when I was cont acted by the God 
Squad (rem emb er them?). At last, I had friends! Surely this must be the work of 
the Lord. Or so I thought until I spent the summer of '66 w ith them in New 
York City. These people didn't want me to eat. I kep t asking for more, th ey 
kept refusing it, and by September my we ight had dropped from 150 to 130. 
Back at Yale, I took full advantage of th e dining halls and gained back the lost 
weight to 160. (I'm six fee t tall.) We ll, this was grounds for excommunication. 
In the spring of '67, the God Squad and I went our separa te ways. 

Cha nges came to my religious thinkin g. At first I was just disgusted with 
thes e Chr istians and the ir odd beliefs. Later, though, I tu rned to God again in 
earn est. And, of course, the first religious thought that came to mind was, "Yo u 
must fast. " I decided to follow thei r adv ice when th ey had told me to " eat and 
drink as unto th e Lord." To make a long story short, I went on a starvation diet 
three times. Each tim e, in 1968, 1970, and 1974, I was adm itted to a mental 
institution. This is why I did not graduate with our class. 

In the third hospital there seemed to be no hope. My diagnos is was para
no id schizophrenia, the most ser ious mental illness there is, and three 
psychiatrists predicted that I would be in and out of the hospital the rest of my 
life. But some th ing important happ ened in that hospi tal. I lost my faith in Christ. 
Thinking on my own, I realized that the most straightforward exp lanation for a 
lot of huma n suffering is th at Jesus is dead. If the Bib le isn't tru e, why should I 
share my faith wi th oth ers? Why shou ld I fear the dev il? Why sho uld I fast? 

As I ceased th e stressful religious behaviors, started believing in th e med
icine, and rejected C hri st as lord of my life, I go t in control of my illness. It 
became clear that th e illness had been using Christian dogma to get in control of 
me. T he words of Christ, actually, are so useful to paranoid schizophrenia that I 
really think he had it, too. 

Things have quieted down a lot since I lost my faith. I've lived nineteen 
years since then and have never been back to th e hospita l. If you count the eigh
teen years before I became a Chris ti an , I've lived thirty-sev en years as a 
nonbe liever and have never be en in the menta l hospital. The nine years I was a 
Christian I was in three times. It remi nds me of the words of Kingman Brew ster 
as he addressed us in Woolsey Hall: "Never lose your ability to doubt!" 

I went back to graduate school at the U niversity of Cinci nnati and got an 
M.S. in bio logy. A tight job mark et forced me to attend tec h nical school 
(Cincinnati Technical College) to get an A.A.S. in medica l laboratory technolo
gy. I am now a registered medical technologist with seven years of experie nce, 
and I have been a resea rch assistan t at Children's Hospital h ere in Cinc inn ati 
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sin ce 1986 . I'd like to get married, but have no one in part icular in mind at the 
moment. All in all, though, I'm cer tainly coping much better without Jesus than 
with him. Althou gh I still believe in God, my feelings toward Christianity can be 
summ ed up by the wor ds I shouted when a wou ld-b e exorcist tri ed to make a 
believer of me again: "J esus is dead!" 

SETH E. HERBERT 

983 Park Avenue, New York, NY rno28 
(2r 2) 772-1521 (res.) 
(914) 696-6544 (ofc.) 

Surveying the past two decades th rou gh th e lens of th e pr esent inevitably 
risks distortion, exaggera tion , and puttin g critic al accen ts in all the wrong places. 
Nevertheless, som e things are clear. Twenty-odd years have don e little to chang e 
th e self-absorbed, brittle undergraduate who transferred to Yale in 1966. The re's 
still much humili ty to b e learne d and pati ence to be practiced. I should be grate
ful for th e man y blessings which have made th ese yea rs enviable by any stand ard: 
good health, interesting w ork , the opportunity to live and travel abroad, and the 
m eans to enjo y the be n efits of all of th ese. What clouds have cast a shadow over 
my life were not unique, howeve r dark it m ay at times have seeme d. 

It 's hard to remem ber how I used to see things when I didn't see them as 
clearly or co mplete ly. As a Yale und ergraduate, wi th more future than past to 
contend with, I had assumed that th e very passage of time would bring with it 
p eace and contentment. To my mi ddl e- aged regret, I find I am still seeking 
co mfort and confid enc e in who I am and acce ptance of who I'm not. It was at 
Yale that I first appr eciate d the many vagar ies which would confound the hum 
blest of ambition s. Now, a quarter of a century later, these same vagaries seem far 
less th reaten ing though no less real. 

In brief: Harvard M.A. 1972 (Chin ese histor y); Harvard JD. 1974; cur 
rently, Interna tional Counsel, Tambr and s, In c. 

WILLIAM C. HERBERT 

No Address Available 

JOHN POTTER HERNDON 

3349 Dabler Place, Bartlett, TN 3 8134 
(901) 373-3167 

Twenty-four years and one month since Jun e 9, 1969, th e day I join ed 
Mo ry's and graduated- both ju st barely! Nothing like waiting till the last minut e 
for that lifetime membership. Some thin gs don 't change mu ch-I still procras ti
nate expertly . 

I have slightly mo re than doubled my age since then, and another dou
bling is pretty un likely, whic h is sobe rin g because the last twe nty-four- plus yea rs 
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have been superb all around. I hav e be en happily married now for the last ten 
years to the former Terry Hodgson of Silver Spring, Maryland. I got marriage 
right, but it did take two tries . By choice, no kids eith er time, but thre e great 
nephews. 

As it happens, Terry and I did go to different junior highs together, but 
we didn't know it at the time even though the schools were both in the Mont
gomery County, Maryland, public school system and just five miles apart. It took 
a blind date twenty years lat er to clos e the gap . She was so devoted to that 
school system that she taught kindergarten and first grade there for eleven years. 
That turned out to be enough. She saw th e kids b ecome more undisciplined 
every year- a trend that coincided with the rising divorce rate and the growing 
tendency in unbroken families for both parents to work full-t ime. Terry is much 
happi er now gardening at home and doing volunteer work, mostly for seniors. 
She could be a pro in the botanical field, what with her yard-of-the-month hon
ors and constant requests for gardening advice from neighbors and friends, many 
of whom are natives, but who marvel at what the new Yankee on the block 
do es with the mid-south flora. I don't share h er enthu siasm or expertise in 
botanical matters, but then she doesn't share mine in cu linary affairs. We do 
reverse roles occasionally, but she really does cook better than I prune, so she lets 
me attempt the latter very sparingly. 

As the only member of our class, I'm pretty sure, who graduated calling 
himself a chemical engine er, I am pleased to report that I began practicing chem
ical engineering right after graduation and continue to do so today. Sure, I got 
an M.B.A. (at night from Rutgers) during my early working years, but I really 
never have capitalized on it. I guess I still find UNIFAC par am ete rs more 
intriguing than gross margins. Having the same job title, "process engineer," for 
all thi s tim e has not been boring, nor has it been stressless. To begin with, even 
though Yale gave me a fine edu cation in science fundam ent als and some engi
neering particulars, it took me quite a bit of homework on the job to become a 
viable engineering practitioner. My first employer, American Cyanamid, mu st 
hav e been very indulgent and/ or ob_livious! The learning continues, ever more 
rapidly it seems, with each new plant I design and start up and each new tech 
nology that threatens to rend er me obsolete. On second thought, maybe AmCy 
wasn't so oblivious-I was the only enginee r the company failed to ge t a job 
deferment for in '69/70 (m.y luck in th e first draft lottery was good eno ugh by 
just ten places). And the company did lay m e off in the downturn of' 82; I won 
der how many of my classmates can claim that experience . 

The move from huge, div ersified, public Cyanamid to minute, special
ized, private Velsicol Chemica l was good for a low-profiler like me. Yes, I'v e 
maintained the low profile I cultivated at Yale (very sane in '69 for someone 
aspiring to work for the likes of Dow Chemical and whose father was a Foreign 
Service Offic er at the time?), but in thi s small, 500-employee firm I can't help 
but be noticed. That has worked to my favor and to that of the com pany, I like 
to think. 

By the way, for those who have forgotten, Velsicol is th e one and only 
company that brought planet Earth such pesticide classics as chlordane and 
endrin. We still make th e former, right here in Memphis, but sell it only overseas 
where the termites are more voracious than ours. Australia is our biggest chlor -
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dan e customer. Tak e h eart, tho se of you wearying of having Du rs ban (sorry, 
Dow and Gr eenp eace) term iticide tr eatm ent s on your hom e foundation over 
and over again, we may again offer chlordane in the U.S. After forty-five years 
it' s still th e best defense against termites. By way of extremes, Velsicol also brings 
the wo rld the benzoi c acid used to make food preservatives found in such classics 
as Di et Cok e and many oth er edibl es. Hmmm, w ith that M.B.A. maybe I 
should look into the ma rketin g field. 

There have been career highs and other lows: plants that worke d bet ter 
than expec ted, a fatal exp losion I surviv ed , strike du ty. I feel I' ve gotten goo d at 
my pro fession and would like to keep at it for anoth er fifteen yea rs or so . I do 
wish I had mo re time for things ot her than work. Our comp any is too spread 
out geog raphic ally so that I have been averag ing thre e- and-a-half nights away 
from home each week for the last five years. Doesn't leave much time for enjoy
ing Ter ry's gardening triumphs or the considerable (serious ly) cultura l wea lth of 
M emphi s, coo kin g, playing tennis, or givin g back. Th e latt er took th e form of 
tutoring inner - city kids in my AmCy days, when the work pace was far less fre
net ic. Mayb e my next Velsicol project will actually take place at our Memphis 
plant so I can commut e by car instead ofby plane and sleep at home instead of at 
Holid ay Inn. Frequent flyer miles and Priori ty Club points are nice, bu t ... 

Although I hav en't become more outspoken since gradu ation , th e years 
certa inly haven't made me mor e conservative on th e social issues eith er. Maybe 
it 's ju st where I live now that m.akes it seem that way. But I co ntribut e to 
AC LU, NARAL, and the Southern Poverty Law Center, put up the flag on 
M artin Luth er Kin g's birthd ay, supp ort gu n con trol an d drug abuse decriminal
ization , see nothing wrong with wo men and gays taking part in military combat 
(on tho se rare occasions whe n comb at is justified), and oppose tax deductions for 
pri vate school tuiti on. If I'm contrarian in this regard, perhaps my childlessness is 
to blam e. Anyway, isn't a liberal just someo ne w hose enligh tenme nt comes a lit
tle earlier? Society as a w hol e eventually sees the same light. 

On th e other hand, I am still fiscally conserva tive . Don't blam e m e for 
th e soarin g national deb t. I voted for Joh n Anderson in 1980 , and the fifty cent 
per gallon fede ral gasoline tax he proposed then still mak es sense . I suspect a lot 
of our soc iety 's shortcom ings stem from the fed eral gove rnm ent 's fiscal liberal
ism. That' s a subj ect for anothe r occasion. 

Classmates? At least I exchange Christmas card s with Peter Amershadian 
and Mik e Sabloffs father, but wha t's become of Wayne Van D ev ende r, Scott 
Cunningham, Scott McLanahan, Carl Pierce, Bill Alper, Jim Bilt ekoff , Tom 
Orum, Jerry R osenbaum, and Howi e N ew man, to name a few? Some seriou s 
catching up to do . And it's abo ut tim e Terry and I finally m ade it to Mory's 
r 994 mi ght just be th e year. 

JAMES HERRINGTON 

P.O. Box 1256, Lahaina, HI 96767 

Never marr ied, but hav e won derfu l seve n-y ear-o ld son. Live in Maui. 
Wo rk for County of M aui as a Fiscal Control Analyst. Most int eresti ng part of 
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my life was traveling, especially in Africa. No challenge , littl e stress, no probl em . 
Have B.A. in mathematics from University of California, Berk eley. Not much 
else to tell. 

LEER. HERRINGTON III 

3 Symmes Driv e, Londond erry, NH 03053 

(603) 437-1600 

STEPHEN S. HERSETH 

304 North Grove Street, Apartment 1B, Oak Park, IL 60302 

SCOTT W. HERSTIN 

283 Farm Lane, W estwo od, MA 02090 

(617) 329-7262 

MICHAEL J. HERTZ 

R.R. 3, Bo x mo, Putn ey, VT 05346 
(802) 387-2372 

H ertz and Wesley, 14 Elliot Street, Brattl eboro, VT 05301 
(802) 254-4563) 

Harvard Law Schoo l, 1973; divorc ed; two children: Emily (nine) and 
Timothy (seven); partner in small law firm since 197 5. 

Memories: Fence Club; Georg e of th e Ju ngle; Dar st being outrageous; 
N.Y., N.H. and H. R.R.; D ean Fischelis; bridg e with Schweitzer, Goldberg and 
Gallagher; Haunt Club; Darst not being outrageous; fun eral for John Hutch ens' 
son. 

ROBERT D. HIGH 

14 M endota Avenue, Rye, NY ro580 

I want to tell my fri ends from th e Class of 1969 how import an t your 
friendship has been, and is, to me. 

JOHN R. HIGHAM 

43 Washington Street, North Kingstown, RI 02852 
(401) 294-3 II I 

Twenty-five years ago our bright college years were over, but the future 
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promised to be no less bright - the possib ilities were end less, the central ques
tions of our lives had apparently been answered. 

Almost immediate ly, however, life began to challenge those answers and 
cloud the vision of the future. The chosen path-corporate law, marriage and 
family-has been marked with the outward mi lestones of success and happiness, 
but the true fulfillment that renews the spirit has eluded me. The answe rs of my 
youth had been too shallow; the assumptions had not been adequate ly chal
lenged; the experiences had been too limited. 

Now I search for new answers but find only more questions. 

MARK L. H ILDEBRAND 

U .N .C.H.S., P.O. Box 30030, Nairobi, Kenya 

HENRY C . H ILES 

285 R iverside Drive, Apartment 4C, New York, NY roo25 
(212) 222-2263 

CALVIN HILL 

10300 Walker Lake Drive, Great Falls, VA 22066 

(703) 759- 6046 (res.) 
(410) 547-6ro5 (ofc.) 

After playing in the NFL for thirteen years, I retired and became an 
independent consultant. I have been Vice President of the Baltimore Orio les 
since 1987. After a life in foo tball, the game and pace is en tirely different in base
ball, but I like it. 

Janet and I have spent the last four years watch ing our only child, Grant, 
soar at Duke . I tho ugh t winning a Super Bowl with the Cowboys was a crown
ing ach ievement for me personally, but watching Grant and his team win 
back-to-back basketball champions hips was by far the greatest thr ill of my life. 
Grant deci ded to follow my lead and major in history. I hope it is a lifetime 
source of enrichment and learning for him. 

LEONARD F. H ILL 

Leonard Hi ll Films, 4500 Wilshire Boulevard, Los Angeles, CA 9ooro 

(213) 954-4555 

After Yale I went to Stanford; then to CBS in New York. Returned to 
MCA in Los Angeles; wrote for TV; produced for MTM. Went to NBC as 
Director of MOW's; then to ABC as Vice Presiden t . Left to form Hi ll Films. 
Made a bunc h of TV movies, a handfu l of minis, a few series. Founder and 
Chairman of ACI, international video company. 
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Eventually married Ann Daniel. No kids. Two German Sheph erd dogs. 
R estor ed an old hou se and built a new office. Co llecte d stuff, mainly American 
plein-air paintings and old po cket watches. Active LATC, ATAS, MOCA , LAC , 
APLA, etc. 

Generally, I've work ed a lot and seen a little. But then, Yale was like that 
for me, too. R ewarding, if not relaxing. Enrich ing, if not enlight ening . Balance 
could be ju st around the bend. 

Which reminds me of my first impr essio n of Yale. The orienta tion at 
Woolsey Hall. The upper deck filled w ith alum s wav in g handk erchi efs while 
recalling bright college years .. .! didn' t know the w ords then. And I can't quite 
relate to them now. I still feel that the swee test (and the shortest) years lie ahead . 

THOMAS L. HINE 

20 14 Naudain Street, Philadelphia, PA 19146 

(215) 73 5-7640 

My most unlikely yet impre ssive achi evement sin ce I gradu ated from 
Yale was to make up a wo rd that mad e it int o the dictionar y. The word is pop
uluxe, a handy term to d escr ib e th e fight er- plane-i nflu ence d , tailfin ne d 
automobiles, family rooms, living stereo, the New Fronti er , and other ph enome
na of th e fifties and early sixties . It has ma de it into only one dictionary so 
far-t he R andom Hous e Webster's Collegiat e, and I fear that it is not going to 
last unle ss use of the word picks up. Ev en so, though I remember myself as a 
freshman intoxi cated by Yale's promise that I cou ld engage and help shape the 
cultur e, I still cou ld not have imagin ed invading the dictionary at forty-five. 

T he word came from my 1986 book Populuxe, an essay in social history 
explorin g the achievement s and insecur ities of the Am erica of our childhood. I 
will probably never again wri te anything that came so easily or is so loved. (Still, 
when I heard it had been assigned in a class at Yale, I couldn 't help gettin g that 
old- fogey feeling that stand ards have really fallen since our tim e.) 

Aside from a brief stin t as a teacher and a w eekly newspaper edi to r in 
Old Saybrook, Connecticut, my prof essional career has been based at the 
Philadelphia Inquirer, wh ere -with th e exc epti on of some lengthy leaves for a 
traveling fellow ship and a cou ple of book s- I have been the archi tect ur e and 
design critic since 1974. This is no t a high-power posi tion in the field; Philadel
phia is not a plac e for becoming famous. But it is a goo d place to writ e about, 
and the Inquirer has allowed m e enormous latitud e in pursuing what int erests me . 

I live in a house a coupl e of blocks south of Rittenhous e Square with my 
lover Jam es Chan. We've been together since 1979, imp rov ising a life of bour
geo is respectability. I -didn't begin to understand, let alone act on my sexuality 
until severa l years after gradu ation. But w hen C harles Reich talked about th e 
fragility of person al achievement , and about how j ust one thin g could "make the 
bottom fall ou t," I kn ow I und erstood the fear he was expr essing. For gay peo
ple, th e last twenty-five years h ave brought ecstatic lib eration , plague an d 
backlash. Neve rthel ess, I am happy and relieved to repor t that R eich was wrong. 
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WARD B. HINKLE 

15 Fir Top Drive, Orchard Park, NY 14127 

(716) 662-1609 

ROBERT G. HOBAN 

213 Knoxboro Lane, Barring ton, IL 60010 

(708) 382-2365 

CHARLES L. HOBBS III, M.D. 

P.O. Box 804, Mendenhall, PA 19357 

G. WARFIELD HOBBS IV 

181 Mariomi Road, New Canaan, CT 06840 

Nature, particularly rocks and fossils, was a passion for me as a child. I 
majored in geo logy at Yale, and since graduat ion have made my living explor ing 
for oil and gas in the United States, Canada, and many other places around the 
world. I guess you could say that I have been focused on natural resources all my 
life. 

After graduation I worked three-and-a- half years as a petroleu m geolo 
gist for Texaco in Quito, Ecuador. About half of my time was a fairly routine 
nine-to-five job in a bu siness suit at the Quito office. Ho wever, the other half of 
my time was straigh t out of National Geographic, with a bit of Indi ana Jon es 
thrown in for excitement. For periods as long as six weeks I did geo logical field 
work along the remote Eastern slopes of the Andes mountains in the headwaters 
of the Amazon Basin, sometimes with a contingent of Ecuadorian soldiers to 
guard against indian attacks; and also served time as a we llsite geologist on heli 
copter - support ed jungle locations. It was really high adventure -and I was 
getting paid for it! Once, I had to check to see whet h er an erupting volcano 
would endanger the newly built pipeline. This expedition necessitated hovering 
in a helicopter a few feet above an active lava flow at an elevation r 1 ,ooo feet in 
the cloud forest. On another occasion, I had to take on five bandits at gun point; 
I won (they only had knives!). For relaxation on weekends, when not in the rain 
forests, I often climbed 17,000 - to 20,000 - foot snowcapped Ecuadorian peaks in 
the company of other mountain climbing expatr iate budd ies. 

Ecuador was followed by a yea r stint at the Roya l School of Mines, 
Imp eria l College, London, where I received a master's degree in petroleum 
geology . What I had tho ught wou ld be an easy year off wit h occasional meetings 
w ith a tutor turned out to be more rigorous than Yale. Imp erial Co llege is the 
M.I.T. of Britain. There were classes all day, lot s of lab wor k , and regular 
qu izzes, on top of a thesis requirement! After receiving my degree I resumed 
working for Texaco in London, wh ere, from. 1974 through 1977, I was invo lved 
with oi l exp lor ation in th e Nort h Sea. While based in the United Kingdom, I 
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also had exc iting assignments in Indonesia and Portu gal. 
In late 1977 I mo ved from London to New York to work for th e Am er

ada H ess Corporation, again doing in te rnation al oil explor atio n. The job was 
ter rific, as it includ ed not onl y th e geological appraisal of new ventures, but, 
additionally, the economi c, legal, and politi cal issues of the interna tional oil busi
ness. The high point of my job wi th He ss was a six-w eek proj ect in Abu Dhabi. 

In 1980 the oil industry began to boom. As I had always had an entr epre
neurial desire to have my own oil com pany som e day, I decided the timing was 
right to make a break from the corp orate wo rld. With financial backin g from a 
group of small Canadian companies, I formed th e Ammo nite Corporation for 
the purpose of originating frontier exploration pro spects. W e had five geo logists 
at offices in D allas, Texas , and in Connecticut. Unfortun ately, the Can adians 
were the first to fall when the oil boom ended in 1982, so in late 1982 I formed 
Ammonite Resources, a petroleum consulting com pany. The consultin g venture 
has grown to twenty-five prof ession al geologi cal, engin eeri ng , and finan ce asso
ciates scatter ed around th e U.S.A . and foreign oil patches . We advise financia l 
instituti ons, utiliti es, oil companies, the United States Government, and indi vid
ual in vesto rs on oil and gas matters. Am monite is also an energy in vestme nt 
banker, representing clients in the stru ctur ing of transact ion s and the purchase 
and divestiture of energy assets. Lately, mu ch of our work has been in Pol and, 
the Czech R epublic , and the Ukrain e. 

When not working on client matters, I write articles on energy econom
ics for oil industry trade journal s, lect ur e extensively, and try to be as acti ve as 
possible in professional societies. I was recently electe d Secretary of the 34,000-
member American Association of Pet rol eum Geologists, one of th e world's 
largest purely scientifi c organizations. 

I hav e been lu cky in being able to do and accomplish m uch of what I 
had always wanted to do. However, one has to make luck happen . You do thi s 
by knowin g w hat you want, believing you can achi eve whatever you want, by 
bein g attun ed to opportunities and risk, by being forthri ght and decisive, and by 
not being detoured by cha llenges to your goals. My two personal motto s have 
been "aim hi gh and shoot straight," and " do n't let the bastard s grind . yo u 
down!" T hey have served me we ll. It has been partic ularly interesting to be able 
to wor k inte rnatio nally and und erstand how other cultures perce iv e life, the 
world, and the United States. My early work in South America and Indon esia 
expo sed me to aborigine cultures whose enti re world was the forest around 
them. My current activity in Centra l Europe is fascinating, as it has allowed me 
to witness firsth an d th e difficu lt pol iti cal and eco nomi c tran sition of former 
communist cultur es to free market economies. 

On th e hom e front , I was not so lucky in a first m arriage, but am now 
very happily m arried to Br eeze McM ennam in Hobbs, an attorn ey, who has pro
du ced two great little boys, Gus the Fifth , and Alexander, now ages four an d 
two. We live in New Canaan, Connecticut, love to garde n and putt er around 
th e hou se on wee kends, and when time permi ts, go adventuring. I can't wai t 
until the boys are old enou gh to visit the Amazon or th e steppes of the U kraine 

. with their dad dy . Will my sons go to old Eli? Th at will b e for them and th e 
admi ssions committee to decide. Yale was right for me, and I will be forever 
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grateful for th e "Yale experience ." Boola! Boola! 1969! 

HARRY L. HOBGOOD 

701 Westminster Drive, Greensboro, NC 27410 
(919) 292-7851 

JAMES R. HODGDON 

40 Oakland Avenue, Hanover, MA 023 39 

(617) 826-4921 

CHRISTOPHER C . HOFFMAN 

r 280 Fairfield Drive, Boulder, CO 80303 
(303) 494-8096 (res.) 
(303) 294-2613 (ofc.) 

T he night I received the le tt er about the class book I had this dream: I 
was back at Yale in some dining hall having one of those rich conversations that 
always seemed to cover everything important. I was telling about my life since 
Yale . I said that the most important thing for me was my relationship w ith my 
wife and my son. So that's how I'll begin. 

I'm curious about w hat everyone else has been through in th e past twen 
ty-five years. For me the flow went something like this: Graduation. B.A. stands 
for "Beg in Again." A couple of months in VISTA in a rural ghetto in wes tern 
New York State . Reclassified r-A . Dealing w ith the draft. Conscientious objec
tor status. Life in a comm un e an d work in g in a ho spital in Boston, while also 
worki ng at a store-fro nt counseling agency for in-serv ice objectors . Demonstra
tions. Futile attempts to find the woman of my dreams. Work in a state mental 
hospital for adolescents-great job and even tu al burnout . Hitchhiking out west. 
Wilderness institute in the Cascades. Master's pro gram in counseling psychology 
at North easte rn University. Stumbled upon a Zen master, began Zen practice. 
First job after master's ve ry depressing, left eye temporarily blinded at a New 
Year's party, lon ely, the pits. Met woman w hil e jogging. Began re lationship. 
Trek to Everest base camp. Work at reside n tial trea tm en t program for ado les
cents. Married. Rejected for second time by Ph.D. programs . Confused. "I 
should act grown up by now." Stumbled into organ izatio nal psych class at 
friend's M.B.A. program. Moved to Colorado for M.B.A. pro gram and mostly 
the mountain s. Very depressed. "Wha t am I doing wit h these M.B.A. 's?" First 
job at Andersen Consultants doing comp ut er work. Lear ned a lot. Very painful. 
"Successfu l." Met Robert Bly. Divorced. Began to allow myself to be the artist I 
always wanted to marry. Long-distance relationship with wo m an in San Francis
co. Had to quit Arthur Andersen or die. Went to San Francisco to stud y 
acu pressure. Ecstat ic time. Relationship broke up. No job, no relationship. The 
nadir. Unemployment and confus ion. Friend took me rafting down the Grand 
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Canyon. Began work in the field of organization development. Continued zen 
practice. Published first book of poems. Things getting better. Met the woman 
of my dreams. Marri ed . Continued work, writing, traveling, performing dance 
and po etry . Having fun now. Son born. Parents getting older. Life pretty rich. 

For years I've been sending out a mor e-or-l ess Annual Card to connect 
with fami ly and friends. Rec ently my intuitive calendar told me it was time to 
send another one. H ere's what I said: 

I arrange small sticks for a fire; 
but the flame arrives 
on an unseen hand 
from out of th e clouds. 

"I'm enjoying being a family man. Life with Susan and Ben is full of 
delights and surprises. I work at my bardic craft and am hoping to put together a 
fourth book of poems soon, and perhaps get another song recorded (ask for 
Monkey Siren, Resounding Records No. RRCD 706). I continue to wor k for 
Pub lic Service Company of Colorado four days a week as an internal consultant 
in organization deve lopment. This involv es helping people resolve conflicts and 
work together to make their work lives more satisfying and productive. I also do 
some one-on-one counseling. It 's interesting work, and sometimes I think I'm 
actually helping people. This past year I also obtained a state license as a profe s
sional counse lor. 

"I get out into the wi ld er ness as much as I can (not often enough), 
sometimes with Susan and sometimes solo-camping, cross - country skiing, 
white-water rafting, etc. I feel blessed with where w e live, and more than that, 
with my family and family -as-ex tended-by-marriages, and friends, all of whom I 
appreciate more and more as the years go by." 

I guess this is pretty blabby for someone who didn't show up for his class 
picture. Hope you're all we ll and happy. 

JONATHAN HOFFMAN 

170 East 79th Street, Apartment 3B, N ew York, NY 10021 

(212) 734-0870 

THOMAS G. HOFFMAN 

232 Summit Avenue, Apartment A-6, Brookline , MA 02146 

MARTIN HOFFMEISTER 

1525 Candlelight Driv e, Las Cruces, NM 88001 

Work, loves, losses, achievements, disappointments, education, honors, 
offices, awards, publications, peeves, dreams, memories: 

Tough but interesting tw enty-five years. Tough because archi tects make 
one-third of what plumbers make and po ets find a job twice as easy. Oth erw ise, 
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it seems too shor t and full of happenings. Yale is like yesterday, but at th e same 
tim e it seems like it w as on anoth er planet. There is nothing like Yale. Th e con
centr ation of brilliance and hopes, largely unfulfilled, is nowh ere else dup licated 
in the real world. 

Th e list of achie veme nt s and publications, honor s, offices, and awards is 
too lon g to both er with here. They are not imp ortan t. What is import ant is the 
final realization of re levance and perman ent values . And it boil s down to doing 
something that is also useful to someone else and having enou gh time and mon 
ey for one's family and those one loves. 

Th e twenty -five years brought me to Bo ston, New Haven, Tok yo, New 
York, Chicago, D env er , Vienna and Salzburg, Taos, Albuquerque, and fina lly 
Las Cruces. A few years and a few bui ldings in each location. New friends, new 
types of food, and new car license plates. I found New Mexico to suit me best, 
th e desert and op en land and th e sky. I also found the job I no w have to be the 
best an arch itect can have. No w I am responsibl e for a university wi th five cam
puses. It is much more exci tin g than putting ju st one bui ldin g together at one 
time, or to run an archi tectural firm. 

The personal conten tm en t I achi eve d in N ew Mexico allowed me to 
sett le down, finally, buy a hous e, marry and have a littl e girl. Eac h type of life 
has its rewards and limitati ons . My annual sojourn s around the globe are ov er, 
but I have someone to take care of and share life wi th. Most of my classmat es 
have th is period of life long behind th em, but for me no w was the right time 
and place . 

I had some hardships but no grea t disappointments. Th e greatest disap
pointment was, perhaps, wh en I realized that most people do not pur sue 
exce llence and do not derive th e thrill from the chase . For me it is one of th e 
reasons for livin g, to do things always bet ter and finally we ll. As a manager I 
tried to inspire this drive in peop le, but only a few self-m otivated ones respond
ed. 

There was on e oth er disappointment. Particu larly late ly I have been 
involved in pub lic life and had to deal with media. On television one cannot be 
misquot ed, unle ss someone cites yo u , but in papers, whatever I said was usually 
twist ed to serve some purpose. W h at happene d to the trut h ? Is "trut h " ju st 
somebo dy's plaything? 

And that's about it. Will there be anot her twe nty -five years and another 
reunion for some of us? 

WILLIAM N . HOKE 

2608 Poinsettia Avenue, Manhattan Beach, CA 90266 

(3 IO) 546-3852 

STEPHEN C. HOLAHAN 

20 Franklin Lane, Glaston bu ry, CT 06033 

(203) 633-4 146 
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Married for tw enty -plus yea rs to Bernadette (Albertus Magnus '70, nee 
Plunkett). We have three sons: Matthew (fourteen), Rick (twelve), and Evan 
(nine). All are into sports (none hockey!). Rick is a swimm er and in the top ten 
for backstroke in his age group in Connecticut. They are great guys, but require 
hug e quantities of patience and energy to keep up with and gas for the cars. 

Loves beyond the family are hockey-play once a week year round, no 
lo nger as a goalie, but as a forward, in th e graceful tradition of Nick Fotiu or 
Eddie Shack. Other love is sailing; when we lived on Long Island, did lots of big 
boat racing-three Bermud a races. Recently have scaled down to a wind surfer, 
ton s of fun, and a real thrill . 

Work is banking. Have been with Shawmut National Corporation sinc e 
1985; before that three years in Minneapolis w ith Norwest Corporation. Started 
in New York City with Manufacturers Hanov er (eight years). 

Th e past five years hav e been a real challenging tim e: work stre ss is high, 
due to economy in Northeast; boy s are ent eri ng "the teenage years"; and my 
health-I have Parkinson's disease. Obviously my case is still relatively mild (I 
can still skate and wind surf, not as well), but it is a progre ssive illness. While this 
clouds the future to some d egree, it also has helped me to focus and pay more 
attention to the here and now. 

As I look back to Yale, much of what I am and how I think and look at 
things can be traced to those wild years in th e lat e sixties. It was a great place 
because it made you think and question, and it taught me to wr ite. 

THOMAS R. HOOD 

600 Warner Hill Road, Southport, CT 06490 

(212) 554-3000 (ofc.) 

Work: In 1993 I finished a public service stint at Treasury/IRS, havin g 
been lured to D.C. from privat e law practice by classmate Fred Goldberg. I have 
returned to practic e in New York (Mayer, Brown & Platt), coming full circle to 
reside in Connecticut after twenty-five years away from Yale (Connecticut, 
Omaha, Minneapolis, D.C., New York, Omaha, D.C., Connecticut). 

Serious Yale-Years Memory: On a Europe trip in the summer of 1968 I vis
ited Czechos lovakia and befriended a numb er of youth active in the anti-Ru ssian 
mov em ent. (This was the "Prague sprin g" period of lib eralization under 
Dubchek. ) Several days after we left th e country, the Ru ssians inv aded. The 
int ens ity of the mov emen t there and gravity of the situation placed in perspec
tive for me the sociopo litical climate at the time at Yale and on other U.S . 
campuses. 

Less Serious Yale-Years Memory: I wonder how many members of our class 
recall that, on the same weekend as the Yale 29-29 "loss" to Harvard, Yale deci
sively defeat ed Har vard (doubling or tripling Harvard's score, as I remember it) 
in a specially arranged and televised College Bowl match .. Two of my best Yale 
friends, Mike Medved and Mark Howson, anchored the team. From thi s I 
learned the historical derivation of the term "Hobson's choice" (meaning no 
choice) when Mark answered that Hob son was a seventeenth century (or was it 
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sixteent h , or eighteent h?) stabl ekeeper on an esta te who always autom atic ally 
assigned a part icular horse to a new rider. 

Greatest disappointment: Onl y after leaving Yale did I (alon g with my wife 
Ma ren and my sons , Phili p, Richard, and Charles) take up small sailboat racing 
(as we ll as large r bo at crui sin g in the Caribbean and Chesapeake), and I deepl y 
regret not having taken advantage of Yale's sailing program while an undergrad
uate. 

Dream: Skippering a sailboat transatlantic crossing (cf William Buckley's 
Airborne), althou gh my wife is not yet on board. 

WILLIAM C. HOPKINS 

208 Louis Drive, Exton, PA 19341 
(215) 363-7464 

SAUL HOPPER 

816 South Hanley Road, Apartment 9-C, Clayton, MO 63105 
(314) 721-5050 

JEFFREY P. HORTON 

2043 Lemoyne Street, Los Angeles, CA 90026 
Los Angeles Board of Education, 450 Nort h Grand Avenue, Room A2or, 

Los Angeles, CA 90012 

After fifteen years of hard labor as an English teach er at Crenshaw Hi gh 
School in Los Angel es, I was elec ted to th e Los Angel es Board of Education in 
1991-just in tim e to deal wit h the wors t fiscal crisis in recent memory, which 
necessitated a brutal pay cut and plunged the school di strict even further into 
turmoil. Thi s en try in to electoral po liti cs fulfills ambition s of mine (and pred ic
tions of many) from high scho ol which had lain dormant during my years at 
Yale. Notwithstanding the rocky beginning, I expect to pursu e energe tically my 
political goals which remain steadfastly left-win g. 

I a'm also the onl y ope nly gay member of the school board and one of 
only a few openly gay elected officials in the Los Angeles area . I live with my 
lov er of ten yea rs in th e Echo Park district of Los Angeles. We have too many 
dog s and a great ·view of the city . 

I have almost no contact with my Yale classmates and so look forward to 
this book and the reunion . I remain proud of my Yale degree. I even boasted of 
it on my campaign literatur e (althou gh I admit that' s mildl y cont radictory w ith 
left-win g views). 

I feel stronge r , smar ter, and surer of myself than ever as I lope to wa rd s 
fifty, but I am also heavier by far and a recovering smok er. My only regre t is that 
I have no childr en of my own; in compensation I've devoted my life to lookin g 
after other people's children - hund reds of thousands of them. Good luck to us 
all! 
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ROBERT J. HORVITZ 

No Addr ess Available 

PROF. PAUL LYON HOUSTON, Ph.D. 

1047 Synder Hill Road, Ithaca, NY 14850 

(607) 539-7736 

SCOTT PIKE HOWARD 

1323 First Street, New Orleans, LA 70130 

(504) 584-2088 
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I fell into banking after five years of casting about as a fifth grade teacher, 
student of urban planning, city hall staffer in New Orleans (my hometown), and 
sole salesman in a little leasing company. I left New Orl eans in 1974 to join J.P. 
Morgan, where I spent sixteen mostly happy years. My first marriage fell apart 
shortly after our arrival in New York and the birth of our ch ild. I was pretty 
miserable about th at for a long time, but bachelorhood in New York proved a 
pleasant antidote. 

In 1990 Morgan had the poor judgment to let me go during a restructur
ing, or so they called it. I decided to try my hand at entrepreneurs hip. Over the 
next two years, long on ent husiasm and short on capital, I got involved in three 
ventures. I quit each for different reasons, which I suppose boiled down to my 
not having the staying power to see th em through to profitability. 

I was hard at work on the third ven tur e (a computer-based network 
using color images to market high-end residential prop erties globally) when I 
received a call in early '92 from one of my former Morgan clients, Steve Hansel, 
who had just been tapped as Chief Executive Officer of Hibernia National Bank 
in New Orleans. H e invited me to join his execu tive management team. Janet, 
my second wife, was tired of practicing law, tired of Manhattan, tired of the 
angst of being the only br eadw inn er, tired of my pie-in-the-sky hopes to suc
ceed at making someth in g out of nothing (thoug h I must say she was very 
tolerant of me during that two -y ear period), and tired of seeing our boys, ages 
five and two, confi ned to a 1500-square-foot apartment near South Harlem. For 
my part, I was ready to get real, not to mention give Janet a much-needed 
break. 

So here we are back in my hometown and just downriver from Janet's, 
Cincinnati. We've bought and renovated a house in the Garden District. Jan et 
has retired, at least for the time being. Our boys are delirious over the space, 
in side and out. And I'm enjoying my work. These feel like golden years, as frag
ile as they are. 



Th omas Hine The Martin Hoffm eister family 

Thoma s and Maren Hood and sons G. Warfield Hobbs IV 

David and Martha Howorth and daughters Jam es B. H udak and happy offspring 

!' ,.,. -.., 



Brian Ibsen 

Peter and Sandra Jacobi and children, 
Lauren, Tim, Nina, and Anna 

David and Pat Johnson and daughters 

Donald and Synthia Joseph at da~ghter Abby's high school graduation T. Radey Johnson 
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DAVID B. HOWORTH 

01960 SW Palatine Hill Ro ad, Portland , OR 97219 
(503) 697-7358 (res.) 
(503) 221- 0607 (ofc.) 

The open-ended invitation to write whatever I choose is too daunting, 
so I trick ed myself by propounding a questionnaire to myself. 

r. First, could you just give us the bare data? What have you done since 1969? I 
married Martha, whom many classmates will rememb er from h er occasional 
weekend visits. We have now been married tw enty -t hr ee years. We have two 
bright and beaut iful daughters, Katherine, born in 1977, and Emily, born in 
r 98 I. On the profes sio nal side, I practiced law in New York for fifteen years 
with Dewey Ballantine, doing commercial litigation . A few years ago Martha 
and I finally came to the conclusion that, for a variety of reasons, New York 
simp ly didn 't suit us any longer, and after a couple of years spent figuring out 
what part of the country we wou ld be happi est in (Martha wanted to return to 
the South; I didn't), we moved to Portland, Oregon. I head up the litigation 
department of the Portland branch office of Foster Pepper & Shefelman, a Seat
tle firm . 

2 . What about you has changed the least since college? My genera lly skeptical 
approach to life. That was probably most pronounced in the religious area dur 
ing college. Back th en, I flirted with the notion, now clearly recognizable as 
nonsense, that political issues might be mor e am ena ble to definite answers. 
Today, I know better and give a wide berth to thos e who don't . 

3. What interests have survived since college? Bridge, though I rarely play 
now. Sleight of hand, although my repertoire has shrunk since college. 

4. Any new interests? Computers, which provide an outlet for what's left 
of my mathematical abilities; I am a reasonably proficient, self-taught program
mer. Anthony Trollope. Daughters. 

5. What did your wife think was the most hilarious bit of self-deception in your 
first draft of this piece? My claim to have grown more tolerant over the last twen
ty-five years. She says I am profoundly less tolerant. Maybe she's right. 

6. Since this is a twenty-fifth reunion class book, please say something appropri
ately sentimental about your college years. Although it's no doubt attributable in part 
to the charitable select ivity of memory, what they say about one's college years 
turns out to be tru e. At that age we are mature enough to be almost indistin
guishable from the adult selves we will tend to remain, and yet unformed 
enough to remain open, willing to expose as nmch of ourselves to others as we 
eve r will. I am natur ally a bit aloof, so the friend ships I formed at Yale may not 
seem particularly strong when measured against the background of human 
friendship generally. But for me they are the stron gest I will ever have. I regret 
that I have not don e a better job of maintaining them. 

RONALD D. HUBBARD,JR. 

No Address Available 
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JAMES B. HUDAK 

r r r Lowell Avenue, Palo Alto, CA 94301 

(415) 325-4060 
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Ten days before graduation from Yale my first child Jim was born at 
Yale-New Hav en Hospital. Ten months ago my fourth child Casey was born at 
Stanford University Hospital. Diapers and bottles are much the same, but Barney 
has replaced Big Bird and California winters are much more pleasant than New 
Haven summers. Th e important things in life are much the same as twenty-five 
years ago, but the context has changed dramatically. 

I now have two adult children, Jim (twenty-four) and Bill (twenty-one), 
and two infants Jacquelin e (twenty-seven months) and Charles "Cas ey" (ten 
months). Jim, reflecting today's economy, started his own printer/broker busi
ness even before graduating and already makes more than I did after ten years 
working for cities . Bill is living with us this summer betwee n quarters at the 
Univ ersity of California, Davis, and is trying to move up to a Category 2 cycling 
designation. Jacqueline and Casey are watching Barney and focused on the basics 
of walking and talking. 

I met my wife Mary in 1987 while doing a strategic plan for D etroit. We 
got married in 1989 and immediat ely had two children just to provide a little 
chaos around the house (Mary com es from a family of eight children). The two 
little ones, and Bill, keep Mary very bu sy, but she still finds time to be very 
active in our church, especially on the Rector Search Committee. If anyone in 
the Class of '69 knows an Episcopal priest looking for a parish in Palo Alto let 
Mary know. 

At work I'm still pursuing th e sixties' dream of making a difference in 
the world. After Yale I got a Master of Public Policy at the Univ ersity of Michi
gan and then spent ten years working in city government. The seventies took 
me from Ann Arbor to Palo Alto to San Francisco and from model cities to 
community policing to the George Moscone assassination. I left government 
shortly after the passage of Proposition 13 and joined Arthur Andersen. The 
eighties were the decade of government consulting. I spent my tim e doing 
strategic pl ans for cities around the world: San Francisco, Chicago, Miami, 
Detroit, Madrid, Petermairitzbur g, culminating in a feasibility study for a City of 
the Futur e in Australia, jointly sponsored by Australi a and Japan. 

·When I returned to the U.S. in 1990, thirty-seven states were in deficit. 
No one in government was spending money on consultants, and I luckily stum
bled into health care. The nineties so far have been th e decade of health care 
consulting-a fortunate coincidence. 

I left Yale twenty -five years ago with small babi es, tryin g to change gov
ernm en t. I now find myself with small babi es, trying to change health care. 

DEANG. HUFFMAN, M.D . 

46 Brighton Road, Springfield, IL 62702 
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• Assistant Professor, Ob/Gyn, Southern Illinois University Medical 
School, Springfield. 

• Two adopted daughters: Mary Rebecca (Becky) Huffman born June 
29, 1987 and Katherine Deanna (Annie) Huffinan born December 9, 1988. 

• One wife, Jo anne Thieme Huffman. 

GEORGE H. HUME 

235 Locust Street, San Francisco, CA 94118 

(415) 922-2569 

Over the twenty-five years since graduation my family has become th e 
most important aspect of my life. I have come to realize that any so-ca lled 
accomplishments pale by compar ison wi th a good marriage and happy children. 
I have been blessed with both. Leslie, whom I met at the beginning of freshman 
year, has ·been a wonderfu l mate, giving support when I needed it and crit icism 
when I deserved it. My children, Parker (sixteen) and Lilah (eight), are terrific 
and have led me to believe that they will be the only lasting thing I will leave 
behind me when I am gone. 

To keep bread on the table, I run a food company whose primary busi
ness is the dehydration of vegeta bles, ranging from onions and garlic to potatoes 
and beans. While at Yale I vowed that I wou ld never join thi s company (wh ich 
my father started), but, for many reasons, I have found the business to be 
rewarding and challenging. 

Like many of us, I worry about the world we are leaving our children. 
The lack of civility in our society troubles me deeply. People increasingly seem 
to tr eat others as objects rather than individu als. While I am not doing enoug h 
to change the direction we are heading, I have tried through involv ement with 
educat ion to make a small contribut ion, first as a trustee of a new private gram 
mar schoo l in San Francisco and also as a trustee of Stanford, where I went to 
graduate school after Yale. 

MILTON W. HUMMEL, JR. 

924 Burnham Court, Glenview, IL 60025 

(708) 724-2463 

REED HUNDT 

6416 Brookside Drive, Chevy Chase, MD 20816 

(301) 913-5919 

My wife Betsy is a clinical psychologist practicing in Rockville, Mary
land, and Chevy Chase. Our children are wonderful: Adam (eleven), Nathaniel 
(eight), and Sara (four). 

One of the grea t and cont inuin g joys _of life has been my continuing 
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friendships and working relationships with Yale friends . For me, Yale has been 
an ongoing and evo lving expe rience -ri ch, meaningful, and always current. 

DEREK U. HUNTINGTON 

ZZZ Carpentry, Inc., 521 West 26th Street, New York, NY 10001 

ALAN HURWITZ, Ed.D. 

r Metacomet Street, Belchertown, MA 01007 

(413) 323- 8247 (res.) 
(413) 323-0931 (ofc.) 

This is a strange and perhaps at the same time a very appropriate time to 
be writing this kind of autobiographical piece. It has been a time of transition 
and some reflection abo ut the co urse and meaning of it all. I would call it 
"midlife crisis" if I cou ld admit really being in that very advanced - sounding part 
of my life. Whatever it is, this reflection is a very real part of day-to-day exis
tence. I spend a large part of my professional life helping leaders · and 
management groups to think more systemica lly and strategically about what they 
do. When I reflect on the lack oflong-range thinking in my own life and life 
decisions, it someti m es seems ironic to me that I make a good portion of my liv
ing helping management teams and organizations to think and act in ways that 
are more focused on lon g-range end results. 

I have recently moved from the Boston area to western Massachusetts to 
share a hou se and a life wit h a wonderfu l woman with whom I have been 
involved for several years. It' s a big move for a forty -six-year -old single guy. We 
live in the country, opposite a very user-friendly lake, and near a large academic 
community. The community includes five colleges, one or two of which were 
targets of weekend road trips so many years ago. Those institutions and their stu
dents look very different now. 

I've had a successful management consulting practice for some years, 
work in g with companies and a range of other organizat ion s, helping them to 
strengthen and refurbish their cu ltur es, stru ctures, and systems. This work some
times takes the form of strateg ic planning, sometimes of development of their 
management team. In some situat io ns we focus directly on changing the culture 
or structure for the long term. I've been able to create a good balance between 
large corporations, government, and nonprofits, and between situations in the 
U.S. and other parts of the world. I recall when I was at Yale not rea lly being 
able to conceive of a job or career that would really fit my desires for creativity, 
independence, variety, and the chance for real impact. I guess I have created it, 
albeit in my own unsystematic way . I have a particular interest in exploring ways 
to apply wha t we know about strengthening organizations and organizational 
systems to resolving some of the seemingly intractable problems of large socia l 
conflicts. I've been doing more in that direction over the past few years. Once a 
political science major, I guess, always a political science major. 

Int ernational activities have been a big part of my life since choosing 
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Spanish many years ago as the easiest way to fulfill the current language requ ire
men t. What a prim.itive and rigid tim e it was! I went from being youth director 
on a cruise ship one sum mer to mo st of a year in South Am erica as a Yale 
exchang e student, to a year in Israel as a Peace Corps-style volunteer, to consult
ing over the last ten years in many countr ies. I have had excit ing opportunities 
to train the top manag ers of the governme nt of Mala wi, to help th ose invo lved 
to review the direction of our AID program in South Africa in the face of many 
changes, to support companies in their efforts to think and act more globally
int ernat ional activit ies have been a big part of my personal and professional life. 
It also seems quit e ironi c, as I look back, for a guy who had been only to N ew 
York (onc e) before college, and whose big foreign trip had before junior yea r 
been spring break in Na ssau , and that by car to Miami. I will never forget Bruce 
Volpe, Nick Price, and me, and Nick's broth er Phil, crashin g in on Arthur Kle
banoff and his broth er at the Fontain ebleau in Miami on the way. I must adm.it 
he hand led it we ll. 

Life has been good to me in many ways, if confusing at tim es. It has 
become a nice balance between having impa ct in some importan t areas and ful
filling a sixties' ideal of kee pin g ind epe nd en t and out of the line of fire (back at 
the lake and the woods); and of stimul ation and peace. I confess, as tim e moves 
on, I find myself com.ing down more and more on the side of peace and woo ds. 

At thi s point in my life I do regret the failure to make som e decisions 
over the years, particularly regarding fam.ily. I kn ow I cou ldn't have tried harder 
to find the girl of my dr eams on those many m.ixer night s at P ierson Colle ge. It 
still seems unfair to cast in ordi nate blam e on the Pi erson social cha ir ma n for 
unfulfilled visions at th is point in life. T ho se little day- to -day decisions can add 
up to major life cho ices before one is even aware it is happening, if one is not 
carefu l, or has troub le think in g abo ut these kind s of issues in bigger chun ks. 
With regard to many aspects of my college experie n ce and the years thereafter, I 
can easily get in to an "if I on ly knew then wha t I think I know now" mode. 
Then of course I try to convey my great learning to a worthy teenage r, who of 
course pays no atten tion (what do I know?), and the cycle begins again for a new 
generation. 

DAVID F. HUTCHEON, M.D. 

102 Millbrook Road, Baltimore, M D 21218 

(410) 235- 3384 

JOHN C .S. HUTCHINSON 

No Address Available 

. RICHARD M . HUTTNER 

56 Deepdale Drive, Middletown, NJ 07748 
(908) 671- 5584 
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BRIAN P. IBSEN 

Cheshire Academy, 10 Main Street, Cheshire, CT 06410 

I'm thinkin g about all the thing s I haven't done that I'd like to be able to 
tell about when our fiftieth r eunion com es around: work: to start my own school 
for the incor rigible children of the incr edibly rich; loves: to live in peace and har
mony with my true love; achievements: to sell something I' ve written; 
disappointments: to realize the Van Gogh canvas I acq uir ed through incr ed ible 
timing, slyness, and luck was in fact a fake; education: to learn poetics; honors: to 
receive an honor ary degree from Yale; offices: to chair a fund drive; awards: to 
receive th e Con gressional Medal of Honor despit e my bad tempe r, inarticulate 
pacifism , and advanced age; publications: to publish an articl e in Scientific Ameri
can; peeves: to have to publicly com plain about paying too many taxes; dreams: to 
be able to fully imagin e what it wo uld be to be eighteen and a freshman at Yale 
as it will be in 2015; memories: to be able to remember what it was to be twenty
two and a senior at Yale in 1969. 

DAVID H. IDOL 

1307 H empshi re Court, Hi gh Point, NC 27260 

(919) 882-4828 

THOMAS J. IGOE, JR. 

2 M ansfield Place, Dari en, CT 06820 

(203) 655-6170 

I 

PETER deGREEFF JACOBI 

19 Oak Drive, Durham, NC 27707 

(919) 493-3322 

As I appro ach the task of my entry in th e Class Book, I mu se on th e 
events of my past days. Having just return ed from a fishing trip in th e North 
Carolina mountains, I attended an Elton John concert with one daughter, went 
to a performance of the Mikado with another, cheered for the first efforts at soc
cer by yet anoth er , ob serv ed a mara thon lacrosse jambore e of my son 's, and 
discussed revisio n of our wills with my wife of twenty years. This about summ a
rizes th e pl ace at which I find myself, althou gh it does not do justi ce to th e 
warm and productive relationship I have enjoyed with my brid e. It seems a long 
way from N ew H aven. 

H avin g finished an American Studies paper on Fior ello La Guardia as a 
senior, ready to start law schoo l, I would not hav e conceived that twenty-five 
years later I would be a ph ysicia n in family practice, cheering du ring off-hours 
with other "Ca mero n Crazies" for hom etown Duke basketball. 

Mu ch of what has happened to me was influ en ced by Sam Chauncey, 
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who help ed me to remain at Yale in 1969-70 as an intern for both himself and 
President Brewster. My office in Woodbridge Hall was a converted coatroom, 
which overlooked the plaza and the now long-gon e, but not unloved, Lipstick 
sculptur e by C laes Old enburg. That year was a cacophony of protests, sit-ins , 
and demonstrations, whic h often led to stepp ing over students camped out on 
the steps, but the major lesson was one which I have never forgotten -th e over 
whelming decency of th e President, the administration, and Yale's faculty during 
what must have been incredibly trying times. 

Some years later, having returned to New Hav en to complete premed 
courses (as an und ergraduat e I had initially zipped out on rocks and stars distribu
tional requirements) after being drafted (low lottery number) and serving as a 
field medic in the Special Force s, I was again impr essed by Yale College as a 
plac e th at would welcome the return of her former students to study for new 
careers. With some occasional propping up by premed advisor Woody Ewell, I 
did matriculate to medica l school and th en to a career that I have relished ever 
since, not having lost much for the detours. 

I have few, if any, disappointments. I enjoy a fair strike by an honest fish 
in co ld , clear water. Of achievements, I continue to be most refreshed by my 
family and sense of contribution to community. I have a more profound sense 
that we are all in this together; that the success of the who le is more important 
than th e achievement of any part. We must understand that our generation, to 
whom so much has been given throughout our lives, has an obligation to wear 
the mantle of our responsibility active ly and with wisdom. My personal goal is to 
live each day as a unity between what I believe and what I do . 

I confess that, except for rare contacts with classmates and the lifeline of 
the local Yale Club, I have had little contact with the University. Perhaps others 
will agree that ther e is an element of denial in seeing on eself with a potbelly in a 
class photograph with a fat twenty-fifth reunion check to Yale. Bµt I have heard 
from oth ers that thos e anxieties pass quick ly enough, mid-life having its advan
tages, and look forward with anticipation to joining classmates next summ er. 

DAVID W. JACOBSON 

2700 Calver t Street, NW, Washington, DC 20008 

CORNELL. JAMES 

9801 SW 159th Street, Miami, FL 33157 

H. BENNETT JERMAN,JR. 

2500 English Meadows Lane, Charlotte, NC 28226 

ROBERT C.JIMERSON, M.D. 

R.D. r, Bo x 1763_, Charlotte, VT 05445 
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The years following graduation for m e m erged into an ex tend ed Yale 
stay. I stretched Yale M ed ical Schoo l out over five years b y adding an Oxford 
rotation, followed by an int ermi ssion for a motorcycle odyssey through Europ e. 
Early groundin g in goa l orientation eve ntu ally ki cked in, as I moved on to an 
int erna l me dicin e int ern ship in Provid ence and then again returned to Yale for 
thr ee years of psychiatry residency . 

The most profound p erso nal developm ent du ring these transition years 
wa s meeting Lorn a in N ew Hav en and subse quentl y launching our ongoin g 
family adventure. Our first of three daughters, Becky (seventeen), was born in 
Yale-N ew H aven Ho spital during the first year of residency. W e had gradually 
migrat ed up the Sound through East Haven and Branford to Guilford, where we 
liked the sailing th e best. Still, after many years around New H aven , exploring 
an alternative became import ant. Finally the impul se clarified, and I negotiat ed a 
modifi ed dropout to Vermont in 1978. 

After init ially hom estea din g at the base of Mount Mansfi eld, we mo ved 
to our current cou ntry home in Charlotte, ju st south of Burlin gton . Early years 
in Vermont were powered by a significant granola crun ch, and with a familiar 
empha sis for counterculture ho ldouts on con nec tion with land and community. 
Ov er the ensuing yea rs I have fenced multipl e pastur es for our shee p , goats, 
hor ses, and the occasional wande ring turk ey. Battles wi th howling coy otes have 
at points add ed a fronti er flavor. While milking th e goats proved ep h eme ral, 
working th e hardwood forest has nouri shed a mo re philo sophic sense of time. 
Re creation passions have includ ed mogul skiing, M ad Riv er Glen's ungroomed 
descents, windsurfing Lake Champlain's capricious waters, basic tennis, and Ben 
& Jerry's festivals and ice cream. Our favorite family excursions have been rafting 
the Grand Canyon , followed closely by a summer in Franc e . 

Meanwhile, 'pur suing psychiatry in Vermont has actually made sense and 
offered signifi cant satisfaction. After first pu rsuin g a primarily psychotherapeutic 
practice in th e crossro ads of New England consciousness that was happenin g in 
Burlington over th e early years here, I have progressively focused mor e of my 
work in communit y mental h ealth. Developing altern atives to ho spitaliz ation, 
mor e int ensive netwo rk s of services for ch ildren and families, and even th e 
qui xo tic quest for prevention are areas of current engagement. I am pr esen tly 
centering these pursuits as medi cal dir ector of a unique cente r in Middlebury. 

And now , having ju st re tur ned from a New England college tour with 
my daught er Becky, a rising high school sen ior , co llege is agai n a remarkably 

' 'immediate pro spect. While my role shif t is obvious in this next college round, 
the college experi ence on som e reflection offers even mor e possibility. 

DAVID C.JOHNSON, M.D. 

5301 Oakland Road, Chevy Chase, MD 208 15 

A quarter century is a very long time. In geo logic terms, ho weve r, it' s 
ju st a nanosecond-so I must be turning into a fossil, because for me the last 
twe nty-fiv e years have ju st gone p-f- f- f-f-t! 

I'm currently pr actic ing orthopaedic surgery in Washington, D.C., but 
that's ju st my day job. At night, I write star-quality, incip ient Academy Award-
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winning screenplays. I can't exactly call myself a screenwriter yet, not until I sell 
one of the damn things (any of my producer classmates out there listening?). If 
you're suppos ed to suffer as a writer, then I'm definitely in trouble because I'm 
having too much of a good time. 

During medical schoo l I met and married my best friend Pat and have 
been having the time of my life sinc e. We have th e "gaps" -she considers my 
opera a bunch of caterwa uling, and I sit at her Bruce Springsteen concerts with 
earplug s while she dances in the aisle. We have two daughters, Emily (the home
body, scholar, and swimmer, born 1980) and Katie (the chance taker, Thespian, 
and danc er, born 1984). They also have the "gaps" and they're best friends . So 
far, life has been goo d and all is well. 

I went back to Yale this year to see the Yale-Harvard-Princeton swim 
ming meet, and to see my old coach, Phil Moriarty. I had expected mu ch to 
have changed, but the only thing that had were the hairs on Phil's head. Every
thing, the sight s, sounds, even the smells, seemed as if pr eserved in amber. It's as 
ifleaving Yale is just an illusion, that after twenty-five years you become part of 
the walnut paneling. Kingman Brewster once said (and I now believe it tru e) 
that you can leave Yale, but Yale never leaves you. And that, I think, is a com
forting thought. 

I wish all the best to my classmates, and I hope to see some of you at our 
tw enty-fifth reunion. 

DAVID H. JOHNSON 

35 East 20th Street, New York, NY 10003 
(212) 477-8187 (res.) 
(212) 833- 8086 (ofc.) 

Twenty-five years ago in the Yale Dramat green room I dreamt of living 
in New York City w ith a nice wife and childr en , working in the theater, and 
reading Variety on the job. 

I now enjoy an approximation of that dream. I live in New York City 
(after a brief un happy attempt at suburban living) with a nice w ife, Kathy, and 
two kids, William (eight) and Thomas (four), and work as the genera l counsel of 
Sony Music (a major worldwide record compa ny) while reading Billboard at my 
desk every week. 

My addiction s to opera, theater, and ballet remain unabated. One of my 
favorite memor ies is working with George Balanchine on a business deal two 
years before he died. 

I'm surprised and disappointed at how seldom I see goo d friends from 
Yale. The demands of work and family are to blame I suppose . 

I've played more rounds (twelve) of golf at Yale in th e past four years 
than I did as an undergraduate (one). If I had it to do over again, I'd have cut 
more classes and played mor e golf 
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ERIC Y. JOHNSON 

P.O. Box 849, Siasconset, MA 02564 

GREGORY JOHNSON 

r 4 Spring Street, Nyack, NY 10960 

(9r4) 358-4275 

RICHARD JOHNSON II 

No Address Available 

T. RADEY JOHNSON 

627 Third Street, Brooklyn, NY r r2r 5 

20! 

Military Service: Avoided service during a war I thought morally wrong, 
without having to pay the pric e of taking a mora l stanc e against it . Taug ht sev
enth grade English in a Boston public schoo l for one year, then got a medical 
deferm ent with a little help from a sympathetic doctor. 

Further Education: Received M.Phil. (the degree no one ever heard of) in 
comparative lit eratur e from Yale in r973. Bog ged down in a dissertation on lit
erary theory, the tempting topic I should have known to avoid, and finally 
abandoned the effort. Attended a six-week New York University program to 
"retread" academics from the humanities for "careers in business." Went on to 
teach myself a fair amount of securities analysis, finance (bec am e a Chartered 
Financial Analyst in r990), statistics, personal comput ing, and mandolin (sur-

. 1) pnse .. 
Love Life: Lived with and eventually married (1973) Jane Platt, the Ben

nington student I met at a freshman -year Pierson mixer. Still marr ied after all 
these years, and happy to be, most of th e time anyway. 

Real Estate: Survived scare tact ics of the Brooklyn landlord who wanted 
to co-op our building. Bought the apartment cheap, renovated it beautifully, and 
sold it soon th ereafte r. Bought a Brooklyn row hou se at the top of the market 
with the gains from the apartment. Still renovating after six years. Do not plan to 
sell, ever. 

Employment: After eleven years of unemployment and underemp loyment, 
went to work as a junior secur ities · analyst at Value Lin e. Learned to say every 
thing you need to know about a stock in fifty-six lines , with occasional puns and 
lots of numbers. Advanced to supervisory roles, th en moved to portfolio man 
agement, in charge of small-cap stock portfolios. Quit after seven years. Spent a 
year-and-a-half at the U.S. investment arm of the Dr esdner Bank. Had fun sur
prising prospects by delivering my pitch in near - perfect German. Join ed 
Rothschild Asset Man agement in 1988 with former Value Line boss. In charge of 
small-cap portfolios and development of quantitative stock selection mod els. The 
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perfect job, given that I still have to work for a living. 
Summary: A convincing examp le of the value of a Yale B.A. in Engl ish. 

TIMOTHY E. JOHNSON 

252 Mather Road, Jen kintown, PA 19046 

BENJAMIN H. JOHNS TON 

P.O. Box 205, Williston, VT 05495 

LOGAN T. JOHNSTON III 

3200 North Central Avenue, Suite 2300, Phoenix, AZ 85012 

( 602) 279-8 500 

Went from reclusive lost soul at Yale to less reclusive, classes-be-damned 
wandering soul at Harv ard Law School. Join ed major Chicago law firm and 
fought through success maze by unconv entional mixe s of talent, luck, and anti
authoritarianism. Now head of own twenty-five - lawyer firm in Phoenix, and 
after twenty years of self-apprenticeship am quite good at what I do. Married 
beautiful, talent ed, hometown girl and have three mysterious but wonderful 
children. Separated for last year. R ecovering alcoholic last two years. Regaining 
the wonder and spiritualism that were submerged since schoo l. R eality seemed 
grim for quite a whi le; now it is an increasing variety of experience to be 
savored with optimism. M ay send on e son to Yale! 

BRUCE N. JONES 

1902 Miracl e Lane, Falls Church, VA 22043 

(703) 848-0759 

DANA C. JONES, JR. 

3109 Lamar Driv e, Lexing ton, KY 40502 

(606) 255-1074 (ofc.) 

Kathy and I have been married tw enty -two years. She continues to be 
.my greatest joy and affection and adventure. We hav e four children. My oldest is 
a Jonathan Edwards rising sophomo re at Yale. Kate had a great first year. Dana, 
Ali, and Pete will follow quickly behind, but to other colleges, I'm sure. I'm the 
Senior Pastor of the Maxwell Str eet Presb yte rian Church in Lexington, Ken
tucky. This is a wonderful place to live. I am in the embrace daily of very special 
people who care well for m e and my family. The work I do has meaning and 
purpose. I am entirely persuaded it is the work I must be doing. We hav e good 
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health, fun every day with each other, and steady opportunities to share love and 
do justice. All of this renders me the most th ankful and humble of Yale '69 
alum s. 

PETER DAVID JORALEMON 

325 East 79th Street, Apartment roA, New York, NY roo2r 

JEAN-PIERRE JORDAN 

24 Wolfpits Road, Bethel, CT 06801 

PROF. THOMAS M . JORDE 

3 57 Hartford Road, Danville, CA 94526 
(5ro) 838-ro21 

My professional career has been more rewarding and successful than I 
co uld possibly have imagined. After Yale undergraduate years I continued my 
stay in New Haven and graduated from Yale Law School in 1972. After clerking 
for Justice William Brennan, Jr. and practicing law for five years, I began my 
teaching career as Professor of Law at University of California, Berkeley (Boalt 
Hall). I specialize in ant itru st and intellectual property . I have written extensively 
in these fields and have recently coauthored three books: Antitrust, Innovation and 
Competitiveness (Oxford Press, l 992); Cases and Materials on Trade Regulation 
(Founda tio n Press, forthcoming 1993); Technology and the Law: An Introduction to 
the Economics of Innovation, the Law of Intellectual Property and Competition Policy 
(Foundation Press, forthcoming 1994). 

Five years ago I cofounded the Law & Econom .ics Consulting Group, 
In c., an economics and finance consulting firm, with offices now in Berkeley, 
Chicago, and Washington, D.C. LECG has permitted me to marry business and 
legal interests and fulfill a fantasy of being president of a thriving, energetic 
enterpr ise. 

On the family front, I am the very proud daddy of Kevin (six) and 
Christopher (four). Children came late in my life 1 and only whe n I remarried, to 
the most wonderful partner in the world, Mary Anne. As I gaze into my sons' 
eyes, or listen to their laughter, or marvel at their daily growth, I wonder how 
on earth I could have contemp lated, as I did during my Yale undergraduate days, 
not having children. I think the Vietnam War and ZPG caused many of us to 
lose focus on what is most important in life. 

DAVID A.JOSEPH, M.D . 

3670 West Mercer Way, Mercer Island, WA 98040 
(206) 236-4116 
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Twenty-five years seem a long tim e .. .life has been good to me. Pam and 
I married soon after grad uation. We now have four chi ldr en, Daniel, Jo rdana, 
Gabriel, and Benjamin. I got my M.D. and Pam got her Ph.D. The children, 
work, and play all are in competition for the limited amount of time. It 's a bal
ancing act that I see most clearly when I can see what Pam does to try to make 
things work out. I play my part, but it is not as easy to observe oneself 

We spent 1969 through 1991 in the north shore area of Chicago. I had 
my psychiatric practice in Evanston, and Pam worked at National-Louis Univer
sity. We then got our middle-age crazies. Instead of divorcing like other couples, 
we moved to Seattle, Washington. I started a new pr actice in the south end of 
Seattle (near Seatac Airport), and Pam got work at Antioch University of Seattle. 

I wen t to our tenth reunion and found very few people I knew. Jonath an 
Edwards was small and only a few of us showed up. Yale was a strange and for
eign place on the tenth reunion. The Yale I knew was not the buildings, it was 
the people whom I had known and grown up with for four incredible years . 
They are all in my heart, and the reality of any reunion cannot match. I think of 
those years often. 

During my years in the pr actice of psychiatry, I worked in various areas 
and with all sorts of people. My patients led me into areas that I never thought I 
wo uld, go when I took "Psych ror." I worked for five years on a unit at Rush 
Presbyterian-St. Luke's Hospital in Chicago that dealt with dissociative disorders 
and multiple personality. I am now firmly convinced that Normal is only a set
ting on a washing machine. Those five years altere d my view of the world 
almost as much as my four years at Yale. I am still dealing with the repercussions 
of both. 

I used to measure my life in terms of four-year intervals. The days and 
years seem to accelerate now, and four years are but the blink of an eye. The 
images and memories of the years at Yale wi ll remain. 

DONALD R. JOSEPH 

408 Madison, Glencoe, IL 60022 

Synthia and I, married the last semester at Yale, recently celebrated our 
twenty-fourth anniversary. T he picture (submitted for publication) is of our old
est daughter Abby at high schoo l graduation, now a sophomore at Emory . Nora 
is a high school senior and James a freshman. After bouncing about w ith a stint 
in the Peace Corps, career decisions, many years of vo lunte er coaching in soccer 
and wrestling programs, I am focusing my energies on two passions-running 
and fishing . Fam ily affairs, running with friends most every day, and playing 
hooky on the Great Lakes or smaller lakes of Northern Wisconsin is about as far 
from the ideals and ambitions of twenty -five years ago as I can imagine! 

I also find it hard to imagine how th e Yale administration can abrup tly 
terminate the wrestling program and summ arily dismiss Bert Waterman after 
more than two decades of dedicated service. 
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JEFFREY JUDD 

No Address Available 

IMRE R. JUHASZ 

406 East Luray Avenue, Alexandria, VA 22301 
(703) 578-3155 

ANDREW R. KACHELE 

85 Kachele Street, Easton, CT 06611 
(203) 268-5540 

PROF. DJELAL KADIR 

608 Shadow Creek Court, Norman, OK 73072 
(405) 447-3094 

205 

"What do you expec t?". she says. "Th e reason you've never recognized 
anyone in the class notes is because those you might recognize are all like you . 
They nev er write either." Ju anita has a point. She has had a point since we met 
freshman year on th e Old Campus when she asked to borrow my libr ary card . I 
think we've gotten officially married along the way, if the clandestine K eys cer
emony th e day after graduation counts as official. We since have been W est 
where I rec eived a doctorate at the Uni vers ity of New Mexico and join ed the 
academic gu ild . Spent eighteen years at Purdue professing comparat ive litera ture, 
writ ing a few books, serv ing in academic dip lomatic missions (the most difficult 
kind) as administrator. Since 1991 we have been at the University of Okla homa 
(wonderful place), where I serve as the Distinguished Prof essor in Literature and 
serve as Ed itor for the country's oldest internationa l literary quarterly, World Lit
erature Today . Ju anita, who rece ntl y comp leted h er doctorate , is also on the 
faculty, in th e Classics Dep ar tm ent. Thi s May (1993), on the twenty-fourth 
anniversary of our cryptic marriage ceremony, our daught er grad uated from 
Reed Co llege in Oregon. "So, why are you finally writing?" she asks. 
"Wou ldn't it be something if someone I coul d recall might also be writing on 
th is occasion?" She is amused, but then she has been amused since fr eshman 
year, this muse. Is anybody really out there? Or does so m ebody make up all 
those names for each alumni magazine issue? 

DAVID R. KAETZ 

No Address Available 
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ANTHONY F. KAISER 

1534 Shenandoah Drive, Boise, ID 83712 

JOSHUA 0. KALTER, M.D. 

Honey Pot Road, Westfield, MA 01085 
(413) 568-1238 

STEVEN KANG 

2705 224th Avenue, NE, Redmond, WA 98053 

NATHANIEL R. KAPLAN, M.D. 

32 Woodstock Drive, Manchester, CT 06040 
(203) 649-1183 

As of April ro, 199 3: occupational physician/internist, employed by 
Manchester Memorial Hospital; Medical Director for J.C. Penney Catalog Divi
sion, Manchester. Wife: nee Donna]. Nahmais, married November 25, 1970 . 
Children: Lowell A., twenty, sophomore at Brown University, majoring in 
computer science; Jennifer 0., seventeen, high school senior, most int erested in 
creative writing and boys, not in that order. 

Best memory ofYa le: meeting Donna at a Trumbull College mixer. 

REID W. KAPLAN 

34 Wood Street, Hamden, CT 06517 

GREGORY P. KARAMPALAS 

No Address Available 

ALLAN N. KARLIN 

41 Wilson Avenu e, Morgantown, WV 26505 
(304) 291-2763 

Allan N. Karlin & Associates , 174 Chancery Row, Morgantown, WV 26505 
(304) 296-8266 

As an attorney in Morgantown, West Virginia, I specialize in represent 
ing emp loyees in discrimination, wrongful discharge, injury, and other claims 
against their emp loyers. I am also involved in personal injury, crimina l, and 
domestic relations cases. Prior to starting my own law practice in 1981, I was an 
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attorney and, later, Director of the North Central West Virginia Legal Aid Soci
ety, where I served from September 1974 through November 1981. Between 
Yale and law school in Berkeley (Boalt Hall, 1974), I was a VISTA volunteer in 
Texarkana, Arkansas. 

In my law practice I spend a substantial amount of tim e in pro bono cas
es and am committed to the principle that high-quality legal representation 
should not be the monopoly of corporate America. Since entering private prac 
tice in I 98 I I have worked to ensure that my law prac~ice is consistent with the 
commitments and ideals that were nurtured in the political struggles of the six
ties. For me, the result has been a satisfying and meaningful career. 

My wife, Millie Cooper Karlin, and I have been married since 1971. We 
hav e two children, Jenna Lee (born 12/ro/79) and Samuel Harris (born 
6/ro/83). While law and my involvement in community and other activities 
have kept me running, there has also been time to share with my family, to 
coach little league, to play softball, to travel, to throw frisbees to our dog Sadie, 
to watch a film or read a book, and to laugh and smile as much as one can on 
this strange and difficult planet. 

MICHAELE. KARNAS IEW ICZ, M.D . 

No Address Available 

JONG . KASTENDIECK, M .D . 

8ror East Dartmouth Avenue, Apartment 19, Denver, CO 8023 r 

(303) 337-4337 

DAVID E. KATZ 

R.R. 2, Box 389, Fairfield, IA 52556 

(515) 472-8502 

You may remember m e as the guy who, in the fall of our sophomore 
year, brought Maharishi Mahe sh Yogi to Woolsey Hall. Much of my Yale career 
and, in fact, much of my life thereafter, has rev olved a.round Transcendental 
Meditation. R ight after graduation I w ent to Rishikesh, India, in the Himalayan 
foothills for several month s of long meditation and study. Th e inner experiences 
were sub lime and intense, impossible to describ e, and yet rema in clearly in 
memory. I came back to travel around the U.S ., lecturing and teaching T.M. at 
various universities, including Yale . In those days the T.M. organization held 
advanced programs for teachers in towns around Lake Lucern e and some 
Medit erranean resorts. At one of thes e on Majorca, I met my wife, Joey. We 
were involved in the creation of Maharishi Internationa l University, an institu
tion developed to explore th e relationship of western academic disciplin es with 
the inner realities experienced in meditation and described in the ancient litera
ture of India. I served for a while as Dean of Planning and Development and 
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participated in gaining accr editation and purcha sing the seventy-b uildin g campu s 
of the form er Parsons College in Fairfie ld , Iow a. 

Quit e a large group of Yalies hav e gravitated to Fairfield, eith er to teach 
or stu dy at the univ ersity , or in mor e rece nt years, to build businesses in the cre
ative entrepr eneurial community th at has grow n up around it . About ten years 
ago Joey and I bought a hous e in th e co untry just outside of town . Sin ce th en , 
w e hav e liv ed a surprisingly conventional life, cons idering our esoteric begin 
nin gs . I hav e start ed an d run several bu sin esses: a who lesale baker y, an 
agricultural biot echno logy company, and, currently, a m ark eting and consulting 
company. 

W e have two boys. Ben j am in (twelve) , at 6'2", is th e star center on hi s 
school's basketball team. Dylan (ten) is a serious natu ralist and has converted his 
room into a rain forest, complete with walk-in glass tropical lizard enclosure. 

I am writing thi s sitting on our deck looking over our gard ens and pond, 
where I practice fl.yeasting. 

J. MICHAEL KEELING 

1726 M Street, NW, Suite 501, Washington, DC 20036 

SEAN F. KELLY, Ph.D. 

4 Coc hit uate Road, Newton Hi ghlands, MA 02161 

(617) 964-2 419 (res.) 
(617) 244- 6396 (ofc.) 

On graduation day I was twe nt y- one years old and conv inc ed that I 
kn ew how I wan ted to spend the rest of m y life . I wanted to marr y Reid, 
becom e a clinical psychologist, have chi ldr en , and liv e near Boston . My co ur se 
wa s laid out, and all I neede d to do in order to live happ ily ever after was to fol
low it. 

Wh en I left New Haven in 1969, R eid still had her senior year at Sm ith 
to com pl ete . I moved to M assac hu set ts, where I worked at a variety of non
career -typ e job s while waiting for Jun e of '70. The Saturday afte r her graduation 
R eid and I were married at St. And rew's in Wellesley. 

College behind us, it was tim e for us to return to schoo l. R eid began 
w ork which led to h er ma ste r' s in socia l work from Smith, while I ente red th e 
clinic al psychology program at Boston Un iversity. Having learned the hard way 
as an undergraduate that the goa l of classes was no t to see ho w many yo u cou ld 
cut, I worked very hard and finished my Ph.D. in und er four years. 

In those years the direction of much of my pro fessio nal future was set. 
My di ssert at io n was about hypnosis and its int eract ion wi th drugs . Since th en, 
most of m y professional writ in g ha s be en in the field of hypnosis . I did my 
internship at Bo sto n's Beth Israel Ho spit al, which deve loped into a staff pos ition 
w ith an appointment at Harv ard Medical School, both of which I still keep. 

Fini sh ing my degree opened the possibility of earn in g more than a 
National Instit ut e of Menta l H ealth fellowship, so Reid and I were at last able to 
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begin a fami ly. In Jun e of 197 5, one year after fini shi ng gradu ate school , our 
daughter, Amy Bond Kelly, was born. In August of 1977 we ha d our son , Ian 
Young Kelly. Two weeks earlier we had moved into our present hom e in New 
ton Highlands. 

We have very much built our life together aro und family. I am chiefly in 
private pr actice, with my offi ce in our house. This allows me to come upstairs 
bet ween patients and be invo lved in whatever is happ enin g and to work with 
R eid. She and I have written two books about clinical hypno sis. (The second, a 
self-h elp book , will be published by Plenum in Sept emb er of '94 .) W e are cur
rently wor kin g on a murder mystery set in a music school, drawing up on Reid's 
continuing study of mu sic. 

Throughout the years we have stayed busy in a variety of mostly loca l 
ways. We have been active on local bo ards such as th e Youth Soccer Leagu e and 
been active Episcopalians (including terms on th e Vestry). Reid sings in the 
choir and studi es piano and music th eory. We garden and raise cats and do gs, 
wo rk on school functions, and genera lly participate in life. 

We have been fortunat e in being able to arrange our lives to spend a lot 
of tim e with Amy and Ian . Throu gh them we have learned to cheer and occa
sionally to coach th eir sport s, even new ones like socce r and lacrosse. Watch ing 
and interacting as they have grow n up has been a joy . 

Within the boundaries of a settled existence, life has its natural course of 
changes. My hair is not only grey but sho rt . My joi nts are even less limber, and I 
can no lon ger beat the kid s at sports, or at least not always . And they are grow
ing, too. After seve n great years at th e Winsor School in Bo ston, Amy wi ll 
graduat e next week. In Septem ber (1993) she will be a freshman at Colgate. Ian 
is finishing his fourth year at the Roxbury Latin Schoo l, and we have ju st had his 
first "applying to college" meet ing. 

I graduat ed full of high hopes and expectations for th e future. I wanted 
to marry Reid, become a psychologist , have two kids and a ni ce life. I did just 
wha t I wa nt ed to do, and it has been mor e wonderfu l than I ever dreamed it 
could be. 

ERIC L. KEMMLER 

25 Holmes Circle, Farmin gton, CT 06032 

(203) 674-1861 

CHRISTOPHER]. KEMP 

645 Bear Trap Way, M on umen t, CO 80132 

Frankly, I' ve never really cons idered myself part of the Yale class of '69, 
since I left Yale in my junior year on a medical leave, never to return. It has only 
been in the past few years, in fact , that I'v e been able to look back on my Yale 
days with some fondness (this two-and-a -h alf-year period of my life was not par
ticularly enjoyab le for many reasons, both internal and external). I am amazed 
that Yale still "k eeps in tou ch" after so many years of almost no response ( or 
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funds) from me. I guess that once you attend Yale, you're "part of the family," 
no matter what! 

In spite of the fact that I left Yale as an anthropology major, my career 
since has been electronics engineering-a field which I continue to love. For the 
past ten to twelve years I have been designing integrated circuits (popular term: 
microchips). Right now I work for Ford Microelectronics in Colorado Springs 
where I design next-generation automotive electronics chips. Fun! 

I've been married to Stephanie Gerrard Kemp for eighteen years and we 
have three sons (eleven, thirteen, and fifteen years of age). We love the scenic 
beauty of Colorado and have set as a goal the climbing of all her 14,000-plu s foot 
mountains (have "bagged" twenty-one of the fifty-four so far). 

Sorry guys - my life has been and is pretty conventional-nothing 
"juicy" or impressive to report. By the way, did you see my Cincinnati (the 
schoo l where I got my B.S. and M.S. degrees) Bearcats in the NCAA tourna
ment? I'm considering them de facto number two in nation since they took 
North Carolina into overtime! 

MICHAEL HILL KENFIELD 

38 Oliver Hazard Perry Road, Portsmouth, RI 02871 

RANDALL H. KENNON 

521 West Rustic Road, Santa Monica, CA 90402 

"But the course is set, temporarily as History hurtles on, for us to grow 
up fast, work hard while we are strong, and then die in a premature lim bo. I 
cannot do anything to stop this," writes one of my favorite authors, M.F.K. 
Fisher, in Sister Age. To echo M.F.K., I am working hard while I am strong, but 
still taking time out to smell the roses now and then. After law school at Univer 
sity of California, Los Angeles, and a number of years in private practice, I have 
settled down as Senior Counsel with Bank of America. I am in the litigation 
department and handle cases that arise from business deals going sour. I find it 
rewarding and challenging and can honestly say that I still enjoy being a lawyer 
even if it isn't as glamorous as portrayed in the movies. 

I live in a quiet canyon next to a year-round stream and I am within 
walking distance of the Pacific Ocean and a stretch of white sand. My wife, 
Kathryn A. Smith, is an architecture historian, who teaches at a local architectur
al school, SCI -A rc . Her specialty is Frank Lloyd Wright, and she recently wrote 
a monograph on his Hollyhock House which was published by Rizzoli Int erna
tional. In 1992 we celebrated our tenth wedding anniversary in our new house, 
which was designed by Charles W . Moore (the former dean ofYa le Schoo l of 
Architecture) and his partner, William Turnbull, Jr. This project, which began 
when we purchased land in 198 3, proceeded in fits and starts through on e of the 
most dizzying financial climates in rec ent times and accelerated with the onset of 
construction in 1987 and, two contractors later, culminated with our move into 
the new house in 1989. During these years my favorite movie was Mr. Blandings 
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Builds His Dream House, which we watched repeatedly. Many of our experiences 
surpassed the movie, and the last time I saw it I thought it was tame. Although 
my wife has sworn off construction, I found the who le experience fascinating 
and wou ld gladly take on another building project if the opportunity presented 
itself. 

Living in the opposite comer of the country, I do not _return to Yale very 
often. In my garage I have cardboard cartons of dog-eared paperbacks and old 
photos that remind me of those days, but my greatest memories are not captured 
in print or pictures. 

IVERJ. KERN 

Wilson, Sonsini, Goodrich & Rosati, Two Palo Alto Square, Palo Alto, CA 94306 

(415) 493-9300 

DAVID SCOTT KETNER 

I 120 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10128 

(212) 369-1873 

Still employed. Work as an investment banker at Oppenheimer & Com
pany in New York City. Married to same wife of twenty-one years, Betty 
Brown from New Haven. Live in The Big Apple and somehow survive. Some
how have raised three great kids. The old est is entering Princeton (!) next fall. 
The middle one is a girl who attends Groton and plays ice hockey (how things 
change!). The youngest is still at home for two more years. Then we'll be empty 
nesters. (That's a frightening thought.) When not working, we like vacation-lots 
of skiing in Vermont and tennis in Florida. I remember Yale with great affection 
and am looking forward to the twenty-fifth reunion. 

CAGLAR KEYDER 

Ceviz Sokak 6, Arnavutkoy, Istanbul, Turkey 
265-8520 

I think we have missed your deadline, but I just found you r letter under 
a heap of papers, read it, and was so horrified at the thought of an empty space 
under the name Caglar Keyder, Class of '69 (Ezra Stiles), that I felt compelled to 
try to remedy this as best I could. Caglar would let it go and all would be lost. It 
wi ll be brief. After he completed his stint at Yale, he went off to do a Ph.D. at 
Berkeley, where he met me, the undersigned. He finished his degree some time 
in the sevent ies and then returned to Turkey to teach ·at Middle East Technical 
University until r 98 3. He then transferred his academic allegiance to State Uni
versity of New York, Binghamton, where he became a socio logist and where he 
resides for half of every year, the other half being spent in Istanbul. Of course, a 
lot more occurred over the years, but I note you don't want a cv. We have pro-
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duced two offspring, boys, Emil (born 1983) and Murat (born 1986), securing 
our admission to that select group of overaged parents. 

If this isn't enough, I am enclos ing a photograph which is guaranteed to 
send you reeling - five Yalies on the Mediterranean, including your esteemed 
classmate in the subtle grey t- shirt (second from left). The oth ers are (from left): 
Sefik Buyukyuksel, '67; Halil Berktay, '68; Sevket Pamuk, '72; and Yesim Arat, 
'78 (seated and marri ed to above mention ed Sevket Pamuk). The little fellow is 
Murat, number two son . This was taken in late May of 1993 on the occasion of 
a sort of reunion. 

Caglar declines the opportunity to "look back" on his time at Yale, or to 
declar e what he generally thinks, but I trust this is bett er than nothing. 
Ed. Note: The above was written by Virginia Brown (Keyder); Caglar's wife. 

JAMES T. KIDD,JR, 

25 Nason Hill Road, Sherborn, MA 01770 

(508) 653- 2017 

WILLIAM B. KIESEWETTER, JR . 

3955 Bigelow Boulevard, Apartment 1rr 2, Pittsburgh, PA 15213 

(412) 683-2930 

THOMAS E. KIMBALL, M.D. 

908 Briarwood Place, Durant, OK 74701 

(405) 920-2017 
1605 North Washington, Durant, OK 74701 

After Yale came medical schoo l; and after medical school there was resi-:
dency in dia gnostic radiology. These activities of perpetual adolescence took 
place in my home town of Oklahoma City. Many good things came of this 
endeavor, the best of which has been my marriag e to Mary. She already had two 
sons, Christopher and Tim . Tog eth er, after resid ency, we made our home in 
Hawaii for three years befor e returning to Oklahoma. 

Now our home is Durant, Oklahoma. It is a distant suburb of Dallas, 
Texas, if you think of it in the right way. You can turn left on Main Street and 
leave your car doors unlock ed- until you take your car to Dallas to be serviced . 

Life is far too busy here, but we can relax in our garden with its rock ter
races, koi ponds, and small waterfall. With th e kids grown, we now get th e joy 
of occasional evenings with our granddaughter, Khrystina, who has just turn ed 
five . She and I play on th e M acintosh , create mast erpi eces with crayons, and 
hunt bugs under rocks. 

Achievement(s): I have amassed the biggest (read: only) collection of 
subtitled foreign films in Durant, Oklahoma (to say nothing of music by Bob 
Marley , th e Grat eful Dead and Leonard Cohen). 
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Goal(s): Wh en Mary and I retire to Hawaii, we would like to be unoffi
cial tour guides for friends and acquaintanc es who show up at our doorstep. 

SAMUEL P. KING,JR. 

r r63 Ka'el eku Street, Honolulu, HI 96825 

JOHN FINDLAY KITZ 

470 Francklyn Street, Halifax B3H rA9, Nova Scotia, Canada 

ARTHUR KLEBANOFF 

ro35 Park Avenue, New York, NY roo28 
Intern ational Management Group, 22 East 71st Street, New York, NY roo2r 

(212) 772-8900 

The greatest surprise twenty -five years later is the importance of spouse, 
children, and home, when the perspective th en was career, career, and career. I 
married Susan Hirschhorn (Connecticut College, 197:r; Co lumbi a, M.B.A. 
1974). My son Alexander was born in 1982 and Jonathan in 1985. For the past 
ten years we have spent usually happy family weekends, th e summer, and holi
days in Litchfield County, Connecticut, in a two hundred-year-o ld house we 
have paid others to fix piece by piece. For fifteen years we have lived and 
worked during the week in Manh attan and enjoyed the contrasts of th e big city 

d h " " an t e country. 
Our Yale years have entered and reentered my life . Professionally, my 

Yale m entor, Bill Lilley, became my client in his CBS years; I was able for a 
short time to help George Chopivsky in th e early days of his own busin ess; and 
William Russell -Sh apiro has, in his latest venture, asked me to help with pub
lishing advice. I was even asked to recruit Joh n Her sey to sign leatherbound 
copies of one of hi s books for Easton Press, a step removed from his years at 
Pierson College and mine. My Yale experience, with its elements of history, pol
itics, and the business board at the Yale Daily News, has been part of my 
subsequent activities in politics, a bit of writing, and the busin ess of being a liter
ary agent . And my modest experience in Yale governance and student 
governance has come in handy in institution al enc ount ers with the Vatican 
Library, Mayo Clinic, and the Library of Congress. 

After graduation I gave up a fellowship to Cambridge to join Pat Moyni
han's staff in Nixon's White House and found myself coordinating White House 
communication with the Yale student -faculty group during the Bob by Seale tri
al. Even though th e federal troops did not shoot up the campus, the experience 
helped me decide to cut short my White House tim e after Kent State and th e 
Cambodia "incursion." Meanwhile, twenty-five years later, I have sold a few of 
Pat Moynihan's books and represent the publishing life of Richard Nixon. 

Anoth er surprise is the gratification of nonprofit work. After ten years' 
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effort for the ArtsConnection, a New York City based organization that is one 
of the finest arts- in-education groups in the country, I enjoyed the opening of a 
fully renovated High School of Performing Arts (home of the movie Fame). In 
August '1993, after about eight years on the Board, the Roger Tory Peterson 
Institute for Natural History will open its Robert Stern-designed building in 
Jamestown, New York, and the Institute will take another step toward its 
national mission as a nature - in- education organization. To the arts and nature, I 
am adding science through a nonprofit organization created by the inventor, 
Dean Kamen. I have also watched proudly as my wife, a professional fund-raiser, 
helped Evelyn Lauder raise $16 million for a breast cancer center at Memorial 
Sloan-Kettering. 

· There are regrets. My political interests have been largely dormant, at 
least in part due to lack of motivation. My plans to enjoy archaeology have been 
limited to a string of great trips. My writing plan_s have been largely limited to 
memos. And my interest in playing the piano somehow stayed behind in New 
Haven. 

Ours was a great time of change at Yale; living and working at the 
process helped me to adapt and develop a certain patience. Our Yale years start
ed me on a continuing curve of cynical optimism. My Harvard law years 
convinced me more than ever of how great an undergraduate institution Yale 
was (and, I hope, still is). To paraphrase JFK, I have a Yale education, but a Har
vard degree. 

With the passage of time, I feel more strongly than ever the intersection 
of events and people from yesterday and today, and the need to mix the events 
and people on my path. Hopefully, that path will cross more often with yours, 
and for those in need of a literary agent, please call. 

MERRITT B. KLEBER 

12134 Morrison Street, Valley Village, CA 91607 

MARC S. KLEIN 

12304 Santa Monica Boulevard, Suite 300, West Los Angeles, CA 90025 

(3 ro) 442-3636 

MARK A. KLUGHEIT 

Dechert, Price & Rhoads, 4000 Bell Atlantic Tower, 1717 Arch Street, 
Philadelphia, PA 19ro3 

(2 l 5) 994-2862 

KENNETH H. KNIGHT 

12416 Westminster Avenue, Los Angeles, CA 90066 

(3 ro) 398-8384 
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WALKER L. KNIGHT 

1524 Siena Avenue, Coral Gables, FL 33146 
(305) 665-1072 

ROBERT C. KNOX 

No Address Available 

JOHN K. KNUDSON 

8015 Dibble Avenue, NW, Seattle, WA 98117 
(206) 782-4896 

THOMAS L. KNUTSEN 

6803 Lexington, Austin, TX 78731 

PETER LORENZ KOERBER 

Lemle, Kelleher, Kohlmeyer et al, Pan American Life Center, 21st Floor, 
New Orleans, LA 70130 

(504) 586-1241 

LANCE M. KONSELMAN 

300 West 23d Street, New York, NY 10011 

STUART R . KORSHAK 

374 Comstock, Los Angeles, CA 90024 

RAYMOND P. KOSINSKI 

382 Thr ee Mile Course, Guilford, CT 06437 

(203) 453-5950 

PETER]. KOVAC 

2623 East Be lleview Place, Milwaukee, WI 5321 r 
(414) 961-0908 
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I 
The Robert C. Jim erson family 



Th e Arthur Klebanoff family 

Scott, Buffy, and Wendy Ketner 
(children of Scott and Betty) 

Caglar Keyder and son Mu rat with Yale friends 

Peter, Marnie, Gretchen, Andy, Katie, and Peter Lacouture Raymond M. Lebov 
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DR. ETHANE. KRA 

26 Swayze Street, West Orange, NJ 07052 

(201) 325-2628 

LAWRENCE E. KREIDER, JR. 

12 Buxton Road, Chatham Township, NJ 07928 

(201) 635-7835 

WILLIAM J. KROCHALIS 

62 Gatewood Drive, Marietta, GA 30068 

(404) 578-6589 

VICTOR E. KRYNICKI 

27 Finish Line Road, Bahama, NC 27503 

PHILIP J. KUEKES 

P.O. Box 1367, Menlo Park, CA 94026 

ROBERT G. KUHBACH 

2 I I 7 s Shaker Boulevard, Cleveland, 0 H 44 ~ 22 

(216) 371-2466 

ANTHONY M. KURLAND,JR. 

ro Veazie Villas, Veazie, ME 04401 

· PETER V. LACOUTURE 

75 Summit Road, Exeter, RI 02822 

Tillinghast Collins & Graham, One Old Stone Square, Providence, RI 02903 

(401) 456-1258 

The request for information for the twenty-fifth reunion class book has 
been sitting on my desk for several months now, and, on the eve of our summer 
vacation, I feel I can put off responding no longer. (I really appreciate the exten
sion from June 15 to July 15.) 

You ask what I've been doing for the past twenty-four-plus years but 
you don't want a cv. (Who writes these instructions?) 
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Family: Marnie and I have four kids. Our oldest, Katie (Yale '89, the first 
legacy of our class to graduate from Yale) is no long er a kid and is about to start 
her third year oflandscape architecture at University of Virginia. Number two, 
Andy, was in a seriou s auto accident the week before Christmas of his senior 
year in hi gh schoo l (1987) and spent two-plus months in a coma and seven 
months in hospitals. He now (still) lives with us, has bad short-term memory, a 
great sense of humor, and works two mornings a week in my office. Peter has 
finished his first year at the University of Vermont. Our youngest, Gretchen, is a 
sophomore at ow new Exeter-West Greenwich Regional High School. 

Home: After spending five years living on the "East Side" of Providence, 
we decided to move to the country and in 1977 bought a 250-year-old farm in 
Exeter, which is thirty minutes southw est of Prov idenc e (and nin ety minutes up 
I-95 from New Haven). We have forty-five acres which we use for large gardens 
(through Marnie's efforts we are now certified organic), cutting wood, walking, 
and enjoyment. We have raised pigs, chickens, goats, bees, and a horse. (Only 
the first two species were eaten on the premises.) 

Work: After graduating from University of Virginia Law School in 1972, 
I accepted an offer from Tillinghast Collins & Graham in Provid ence and 
became a partner in 1978. My work for a number of years has been conce ntr at
ed in energy facility licensing-transmissio n lines, power plants, and a natural gas 
pipeline. In my spare time at work I look for new ways to use computers in my 
work . (Yale taught me to program in 1966 and gave me my first programming 
job.) I have argued many utility cases before the Rhode Island Supreme Court; 
however, my be st argument was while representing parents and students (pro 
bono) in our school district against the schoo l committee which had refused to 
honor the teachers' contract because the voters had cut the budget at the finan
cial town meeting. The Court held that the voters must honor the obligations, 
and if th ey did not do so, the courts could impose a special tax to support the 
schoo ls. The general assembly created a process for reviewing school budgets at 
the time, but the issue has recently become hot again in Rhode Island. 

Offices: (Now this is star ting to sound like a cv. Sorry.) Shortly after we 
moved to Exeter, I was asked to represent the vo lunt eer fire company in the 
financing of a new fire truck. After th e closing I innoc ently offered nonlegal 
assistance to the chief and now find myself the President and Deputy Chief of 
the company. Of all the activities in which I am involved, the fire company 
(Exeter No. 2) shows the most appreciation for volunteer help . Exeter is a rural 
town with few commercial or industrial occupancies, so our work is primarily 
residential and wildland fires ( th e town includes a 1 5 ,ooo acre state park). 

I help ed found and was the secon d Pre sident of the Wood-Pawcatuck 
Watershed Association (the Wood River is our west boundary). I served as vo l~ 
unteer counsel to the ethics committee of the 1986 Rhode Island Constitutional 
Convention (after an unsuccessful run for delegate) and served on the Ex eter 
Home Rule Charter Commission last year. Last fall I was elected Town Modera
tor and have now presided at my first financial town meeting. (The position 
requires a night or two of work per year-just about the right commitment.) 

Other Stu.ff (Loves, losses, disappointments and dreams) I have a great life 
with a nice mix of a sophisticated law practice and a rural home life. Occasional
ly we think that perhaps we are missing somet hin g by living in the country (it is 
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hard on teenagers, especially befor e they drive), but on the whole it is great. 
Andy's accident was a tremendo us loss and will cause continuing challenges to us 
and the other children in the future. 

It is probably foolhardy to inix politics with this document (espec ially 
when no one will read it for eleven months) but I was thrilled to see Bill Clinton 
elected last fall. Now if he can get his administration and the country back on 
track ... 

ARTHUR E. LAFEX 

815 North Mesa, Olathe, KS 66061 

(913) 764-3417 

WILFRED LAM 

2105 Augusta Drive, Springfield, IL 62704 

401 North 4th Street, Springfield, IL 62702 

(217) 793-3208 

After four years in New Haven I left Yale to start medical school at th e 
Univer sity of Penn sylvania in Philadelphia. My main rationale for moving on to 
Philadelphia was that the city at least had a Chinatown, although it was smaller 
than I had imagined . M edical school was grueling primarily because of the eight 
hours of class each day, unlike the few hours daily at Yale. It became clear that I 
would never experience the close collegial atmosphere of Silliman.and Yale Col
lege again. I was particularly shocked to see Yale lose to Penn in football while I 
was in Philadelphia. I don't think Yale football has ever been the same since we 
left. Perhaps the 29- 29 loss at Cambridge our senior year was a harbinger of the 
future. I was glad, ho weve r, to see Yale crews succeed a decade after we left, 
especially after losing to Harvard so many years while I was on the crew (when I 
only got one Harvard shirt in four years). 

I spent nine years at Penn for medical school, medical residency, and car
diology fellows hip. A few Yalies were in my class in med school. I distinctly 
rem ember my quantum mechanics professor returning my last problem set to me 
after starting medical school for some ungodly reason. Frankly, after just a few 
months, I could no longer fathom what I was doing or how to do the problems. 

I met my wife, Esther Tam, in Phi ladelphia, and we married in 1972. 
Subsequently, we were blessed with a daughter, Cynthia (1974) and two sons, 
Andrew (1976) and Philip (1979). Cynthia is currently an undergraduate at Penn. 

I directed the cardiac cath lab at th e University of Illinois in Chicago for 
four years after finishing training. Afterward, we moved to Springfield, Illinois, 
in 1982, and I have been in private practic e as a cardiologist since. My practice 
has been incr easingly busy, especially with the advent of coronary angioplasty. It 
has been a very professionally gratifying period in view of the great strides in car
dio logy seen in the last twenty years . 
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ROBERT P. LAMM 

172 West 79th Street, Apartment 6E, New York, NY roo24 
(212) 874-3959 

CHARL IE LAMSON 

rrr4 39th Avenue East, Seattle, WA 98u2 
(206) 323-3348 
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Since leaving New Haven in June of 1969, I completed a three-year 
Navy career on board a destroyer in the Pacific as we wound down our involve
ment in Vietnam, and I amjust completing a twenty-one - year caree r in Lamson 
Products Company, the jo bbing machine shop business whic h my father started 
in 1945. He committed suicide in 1972, and after many years I have finally come 
to terms with his imp act on my life. For the first time since I left home for Yale, 
I feel like big opportunities and challenges that I am very excited about deve lop
ing are open ing up for me. 

Alberta Wangeman and I were married in June 1970 in New York, and 
we have had a very solid and productive marriage . We share many of the joys 
and pleasures oflife and also its difficulties and challenges. We have two wonder
ful ch ildren. Armene, our daughter, starts as a freshman at Vassar next month 
(August 1993), and our son David starts Roosevelt high schoo l as a fre·shman in 
September. They are both good students, invo lved in many sports and activities, 
have great friends, and love the mountains and wa ter. It has been a great pleasure 
to see them grow up and become independe nt. 

My greatest satisfaction and success in business has been in building and 
developing severa l small manufacturing businesses in the Seattl e area. The most 
successful and far-reaching is Lamson U.S .A., w hich manufactures and distributes 
precision machined fly-fishing reels throughout the wo rld . These reels are used 
on every co ntinent except the Antarctic w here fly-fishing has not yet caught on . 
It is quite a thrill to have a product appreciated by peop le throughout the world 
in an activity which gives as much pleasure as fly-fishing can and does do. 

My current interests are career change and development, world change, 
revolutionary technology, and transcending w isdom . Greetings to all my friends 
and classmates! Come to Seattle; we'd love to have you visit and catch up on our 
lives togethe r. 

TERRY A. LANDERS 

159 Corliss Drive, Moraga, CA 94556 
(5 ro) 376- 9088 (res.) 
(4 I 5) 282-2307 ( ofc.) 

As this is being both w ritten and read at two different chro no logical loci, 
I' ll write this from inside my Temporal Elongation Mercator Projection Univer 
sal Simporter FUG IT both now (May 1993), and a year from now (May 1994). 
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(Perhaps it's a year late, but isn't that what College Deans are for?) 
My portab le da:ta input device sits on the dining room table, surrounded 

by the refugees from the kitchen remodeling and refinishing project that has yet 
to be much of anything. This is the result of the relatively recent relocation to 
and a refinancing of our present residence in a semiremote suburb of San Fran
cisco, the region I left for New Haven nearly twenty-nine years ago now (May 
1994). 

History is about to repeat itself Now (May 1993), my elder daughter is 
tying up the final threads of her high school education and thinking about what 
threads she will need to take to New Haven with her for next fall. It is made 
somewhat more difficult by the fact that the Macy's card I got in 1967 is no 
longer worth much in New Haven. It is made somewhat easier by the hospitali
ty extended to her by Silliman Dean Hugh Flick and three freshwomen this 
(May 1993) spring when difficult choices had to be made. 

We're back in California again, again. We are a fami ly-Pat keeps the 
books and the calendar, the PTA and the garden club, and the dog and the 
roofer, painter, decorator, plumber, electrician, gardener, and carpenter orga
nized. (Many of the above bear an amazing family resemblance to her, a few to 
me.) She's been doing an outstanding job for twenty-three years now (May 
1994), from Cambridge (Massachusetts), to Palo Alto (California), to Houston 
(Texas), to Washington (D.C.), to Moraga (California). 

Heather, our older daughter, organizes junior proms, senior balls, and 
class treasuries; interscholastic debate teams; expeditions to Berkeley (California), 
San Francisco and raves; her closet, and occasionally her, desk and floor. 
Michelle, our younger daughter, is from the same mold-with award-winning 
notebook and desk organization. On the side, she devours books, math tests, 
biology projects, English essays, German skits, and swimming pools with equa l 
gusto. 

My desk is a mess-Yale, Harvard, and Stanford educations combined 
have not he lped me dispose of paper as fast as it arrives. Perhaps if I spent more 
time at it? But life's too short . It's more interesting to tackle the challenges of 
converting new ideas into the new products that build a business-working with 
engineers, bio-tech researchers, marketing, sales and finance; reading science 
(bio- and -fiction), business and physics (and an occasional Steven King or le 
Carre); and trying to read the customer's mind. Moving from academe (grad stu
dent, postdoc, medical school assistant professor) to the bio-tech industry (bench 
scientist, manager, now [May 1993] R&D Director, now [May 1994] ask me) 
has reinforced the value of the liberal arts education a chemistry major received 
at Yale in the late '6os. Now (May 1993 and 1994), if only we could develop a 
liberal science curriculum for the future marketing, advertising, and finance peo
ple I'll be working with for another twenty-plus years ... 

Life: As measured by the column inch, my family is at the center of my 
life. There have· been some losses-my sister years before her time, my father 
before he could introduce his granddaughters to the pleasures of Sierra back 
packing, _my mother-in-law-to-be after I had met her only once. Work: Job 
changes haven't always been at the time of my choos ing, but have always worked 
out to the better in the end. Health: It's amazing what progress has been made, 
and it's rewarding to know my work is contributing to it in some small way. 
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Dreams: Two happy, well - adjusted girls will become independent, productive 
Yale alumnae (though in a nightmare, Mich elle threatens to defect to the H 
school). 

THEODORE C. LANDSMARK 

21 Evergreen Street, Jamaica Plain, MA 02130 

(617) 522-2950 

RICHARDS. LANNAMANN 

51 Forest Avenue, Apartment 15, Old Greenwich, CT 06870 

(203) 637- 9337 

JACK D. LANTZ 

1056 Glen Oaks Boulevard, Pasadena, CA 91105 

(818) 796-9404 (res.) 
(818) 303-5676 (ofc.) 

At the age of forty - six I am impressed at the significant impact my Yale 
experience has had on my life and career. Ea ch spring I am reminded of it s 
potency as I enjoy perfo rming six to eig ht Alumni Schools Committee inte r
views of pro spective Yale candi date s. For me, Yale consisted of many grand 
times and a few bland times, as for all of us. I cannot say ther e were any truly 
bad times (other than the 1968 Harvard game). The four years of exchanging 
ideas and sharing with friends and roommates, music activities, classroom learn 
ing, and extra-university experiences, all combined to help mold me into what I 
am today-perhaps more than I realize .... But th e Yale dictum of educating citi
zens of th e world and all th at is impli ed is as valid an educational goal today as 
twenty-five years ago. 

What have I done? Innumerabl e expe rienc es fill twe nty-five years, but 
the salient ones include being happily married to my wife, Paulett e, for eigh
teen-plus years; being Pr esident and Chief Executive Officer of Unitek 
Equipment, Inc.; using my musical education as leader of the Jack Lantz Big 
Band (unfortunately I cou ld not think of a more creative name); serving as 
Director of Music at our church; and serving in many other board position s and 
appointments. Following Yale I spent eight years in the ammunition business in 
Asia for the U.S. Army. When the ammunition business slowed, I resigned my 
commission and mad e th e transition to civilian life via an M.B.A. at Harvard 
Business School. Since then I have worked for several businesses in Southern 
California leading to my current position at Unitek Equipment, Inc., the leading 
manufacturer of precision resistance welding and reflow soldering equipment for 
electronics assembly. Despite being a product of the sixties, my life and career 
have been in the more traditional mod e. My job takes me (and often Paulette) 
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around the wo rld. Thanks to my U.S. Army expe_riences, I spent sufficient tim e 
in several Asian countries to gain a broad und erstandin g of Asian cultures and 
languages and can now use that in pursuin g busin ess opportuniti es. In at least a 
small way, I am working on broadenin g U.S. bu siness appreciation of, and suc
cess in , int ernational cultu res and trade. 

In summary, life has been good, healthy, happy, and prosperou s. Yale has 
contributed to it, and I look back with fondness to my expe rience s and growth 
at Yale. 

RICHARD R. LARKIN 

The Webb Schools, r 175 West Base Line Road, Claremont, CA 917 11 

(909) 626-3587 

Living happily ever after in sunn y, sunny, sunny South ern California, 
having barely surviv ed the "Massachusetts Miracle" an d a thr ee-year stint at the 
Harvard Art Mu seum s. I am a fund-rai ser by choi ce, deed, and prof essional call
in g. What else can an Eng lish major do? 

I left th e restaurant business in th e early seven ties and j umped job s more 
rapidly than anyone wo uld want, except to acce lerate the learnin g curve : th e 
Yale Alumni Fund, Th e Rob ert Louis Stevenson School, Columbia-Presbyterian 
Medical Center Fund, National Gall ery of Art, Mysti c Seaport Mu seum, the 
aforementioned nonprofit in Cambridge, and now The Webb Schoo ls in Clare
mont. 

I liv e under th e bower s of connubi al bliss with wife Laurie Cameron 
(Conn ecticut College '69; continu es to dance her heart out at Pomon a College, 
teaching modern and choreography) and son Jami e (hi s erstwh ile God Dog 
being our classmate Jam es J. Schweitzer), born in 1980 on my father's birthday, 
April I 3. Both cont inu e to demonstrat e a remarkable toler ance for the persona l 
shor tcomin gs and lack of social grace that someh ow, despite four years of eam~st 
debauche ry, draft ducking and despair, even Yale, Mor se College, Fence Club , 
Mory 's, Wolfs H ead, and, yes, even the God Squad, co uld nev er efface and 
prop erly reform. Ob-La -Di, Ob-La-Da. . 

Discovered Del Marting is wo rkin g a few miles down th ~ road from me; 
H erb Wright a few mo re m.iles away; discovered at lunch last week that a fresh
person from our girls' school - Jennifer Buck-i s th e daughter of our classmat e 
Charles Buck; I wonde r at our ever -in credib le, shrinking plan et. 

Summer of '90 I suffered severe deja vu all over again whe n walking int o 
a bait shop in Hold erness, New H amp shir e. I stared at the left breast of an attrac
tive female 'stran ger and read the "From Moto wn to Meltdo wn" inscription on 
he r faded white T-shirt. Whose date/ mate? I vaguely think I can recall watching 
her run from th e Mors e dining hall senior year after· Mike H ertz won th e sund ae 
eating contest . 

I find that I mi ss my Yale friends mor e and more as I am able to recall 
less and less about th em-except for Bo gaty and Schweitzer. 

H ey B.D.? Is it true that in a reverse parallel uni verse, we won ·that Har
vard Game? Say it' s so. 
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I can't wait for our twenty-fifth! May the goo d Lord bless the C lass of 
1969, our imp endin g reunion, and all the innocent bystanders. 

PHILIP M. LAUGHLIN 

r 80 App le Tre e Road , Winnetka, IL 60093 

(708) 50 1-2915 

GREGORY E. LAWLER 

5216 C hamberlin Avenue, Chevy Chase, MD 20815 

DAVID P. LAWRENCE 

David Lawrence Photography, Inc., 2720 Stemmons Freeway, Suite 1206, 

Dallas, TX 75207 

(214) 637-4686 

LINWOOD G. LAWRENCE III 

PepsiCo, Inc., 1 Pepsi Way, Somers, NY 10589 

Upon the occasion of our five-year class reunion (the only pri or alumn i 
sigh tin g of yo ur heretofore not so faithfu l correspondent), the silv er- tongu ed 
M ac Thompson reported that "Lin Law ren ce had co m e to Ne w Hav en from 
New York w ith his attractive wife, Cheryl, and their hand some young son and 
looks forwar d to being in Charlottesville nex t yea r, w here he will be attending 
law school. " I am pleased to report th at Cheryl is yo ung er and mor e attractive 
(also blonder) than ever, G rant is old er and more han dsome, and we all look 
backward to surviv in g with relative grace and style- and even a mod icu m of 
success- the law school experie nce and my subsequent thr ee years of Wall Street 
and Park Aven ue appr en ticeship with Shearman & Sterling. For the past dozen 
yea rs I have been plyin g my trad e in Westchester County with the law depart
m ent of PepsiCo, Inc., which for man y of those years also harbo r ed the 
m any-ton gued Dick William s. During muc h of the eigh ti es I principally serve d 
th e parent company as mergers and acquisitions counsel in connection with the 
expansion of PepsiCo's beverage and restaurant bu sin esses. In rece nt years my 
pra ctice has been charac terized by a far more diverse array of clien ts and profes
siona l cha llenges as vice pr esiden t and division co uns el to vario us successive 
operating divi sions of Pepsi - Co la Company at an even more bucolic office site. 
I sho re do miss that subway when I'm wingin' past them cows. 

Aft er two decades of gainful em plo ym ent in rad iolo gy and sono graphy, 
Cheryl was kidnapped last year by the local chapt er of th e Junior League to run 
its "nearly new" clothing shop. Althou gh Cheryl's efforts have produced record 
profits to support ma ny worthy eleemosynary commun ity projects, her League 
and oth er vo lunteer activities have diverted her atte ntion from her historical 
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nurturing of the backyard birds and flower s and have supp lanted a household 
profit center at a tim e when Grant has been seeking family funding to pursue a 
(hopefully not oxymoronic) aviation career. Last week Quly 1993) he comp leted 
his first solo flight and will be enroute later this summer to a private pilot's 
license and enrollment in Embry -Ri ddle Aeronautical University (touted recent
ly in the pre ss as "Aviation 's Ivy League," an appellation far mor e palatable than 
th e oft-used "Harvard of Aviation"). Grant assur es us that the school's location 
in Daytona Bea ch adjacent to the speedway and a short drive from the beach
front will offer no distractions. 

In th.e "soft news" department, Cheryl (when on parole from th e 
League) and I have been exploiting our location on the Hudson River through a 
nearby sailing facility whose convenience evokes fond memori es of the Yale 
Corinthian Yacht Club. Unfortunately, the patina ofYCYC "union" dip which 
encrusts my vin tage vinyl rock music collection has visited upon m e and mine a 
compact disc plague that has now evolved well beyond Neil, Lou, Warren, 
Southsid e, and the like to enco mpa ss such afflictions as· Irish harp and environ
mental discs. Mo st troubling is th e spread of th e holiday pestilence that requires 
me each year to play Christmas music continuous ly throughout th e season, com
m encing promptly at 12: 19 p.m . Thanks giving Day imm ed iately after the 
traditional noontim e airing of Alice's R estaurant. In part ial response to my father's 
inevitable Christmas morning que stion ("What would you people give each oth
er if you didn't own a record [sic] player?"), the mu sic inventory comp etes for 
hou sehold space with a growing gallery of eighteenth and nin eteenth cen tury 
prints and maps, thr ee dogs, two cats, and our family photo collection. Although 
bitt erly disappointed that Steve Dunwell did not see fit to includ e in his recently 
published Yale pictorial any of hi s shots of our wedding, Cheryl and I continue 
to fantasize that he will one day appear on our doorstep to organize our pictur es, 
absent which I may be forc ed to consider seriously the photo cd option. Hmm. 

For a balanced perspective on our days at and after Yale, I respectfully 
refer you to my son's enthu siastic announcem ent one afternoon during his early 
adolescence: "Dad, I just heard a song by a great new group-The Doors!" 

Long may yo u run. 

JOEL S. LAWSON III 

888 Parkes Run Lane, Villanova, PA 19085 
(215) 687-1281 

Work: Yup, quite a lot-but I love it! Since I'm Managin g Gener al Part
ner of Ho.ward , Lawson & Company (a pri vate inv estm ent banking firm), I 
spend most of my time helping entr epreneur s. As a result, I meet the most inter
esting , crazy, smart, weird peop le in the business world. Corporate finance for 
th e "upscale middl e market" is where it's at. W e financ e 'em, help them 
"M&A," and advise on nearly every thing .... 

Family: The best! Married eight een years to Mary Ann Benone Lawson , 
also my be st friend. Thre e of the best resulted-Elizabeth (born 1980), Joel 
(1981), and Victoria (1984). Watch out Yale! 

Civic Stu.ff Cochair of Mayor Ed R en dell' s $200 million Productivity 
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Bank here in Philadelphia. We're really trying to "reinvent government" since 
Philly's government was both broke and broken. How do we motivate city 
employees to bring us cost-saving projects to fund when we can't reward them 
financially-and we want to shrink empire s? Okay, Mr. Parkinson, now what? 
Also other city projects, vice chair of the occasional charity fund drive, and ... 
(Hope my Howard, Lawson partners continue to indulge m e!). 

General stuff Okay, now, let's tax and regulate our way to prosp erity in 
the 1990s. Pet peeve-a society of "victims" (No fue culpa mia as a national atti
tude?). Will someone please stand up? 

Happy twenty-fifth! 

QUENTIN A. LAWSON 

2655 41st Street, NW, Apartment ro2, Washington, DC 20007 
(202) 342-0391 

Attorney, Federal Energy Regulatory Commission, Washington, D.C. 

CARL B. LAZARUS 

130 Berkeley Street, West Newton, MA 02165 

I have a wonderful wife, Joyc e, who is a Professor of French and a pub
lished textbook author. We have a son Michael (eleven) and a daughter Suzanne 
(fourteen)-ages as of the reunion. 

I am a vice president at IDX, a moderately large (nine hundred employ
ees) computer software company spec ializing in health care applications. My 
several hats include responsibility for R&D and for providing the network and 
compute r systems that serve our company, as well as running a national data 
comm unications network serving many of our customers. 

I have been active in a standardization body for a computer language 
called "M" and have authored parts of the national standard. 

Joyce and I met while folk dancing and are both still avid international 
folk dancers. (We do dances from around the world, but our favorites are from 
th e Balkans, and we know the dances of all the eth nic groups that are busy 
killing each other.) 

One of my proudest accomplishments is learn ing to play th e piano. I 
started from scra tch as an adult about twelve years ago and can now turn out 
some decent classical works. We are a musical family: my wife and daughter also 
study piano, and my son studies violin . 

We are active in a .sma ll J ewish congregation, and I have served two 
terms as president .of the congregation. I also have led services from time to time. 
(I was not at all active in my you th or at Yale and acqu ired these skills in recent 
years.) 

Our family lov es to travel. The press of work limits th is, but we have 
been abroad several times and have hiked in a number of our national parks. 



Richard Larkin, wife Laurie Cameron, and son 

Frederick and Karen Livingston John R. Lehr and friends 



Karen, Andrew, Amelia, and Robert Levin 

Scott, Louise, and Laura London "bearing their 
normal burdens" (family of Fredric) 

Ken Loveday and Ellen Hoffinan 

The David B.H. Martin, Jr. family 
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RAYMOND M. LEBOV 

P.O. Box 161387, Sacramento, CA 95816 

I had a sixteen-year career as legal counsel in the California Legislature, 
the last twelve as counsel to the Assembly Committee on Judiciary. For the past 
two years I have been an attorney /legislative advocate for the st~te Judicial 
Council. Recently I was named the Director of the Judicial Council/ Adminis
trative Office of the Court's Legislative Office. 

I married Shelley Rouillard in October of 1989. The accompanying pho 
to was taken in Hawaii during our honeymoon (which was delayed for a few 
days because the earthquake closed San Francisco airport). 

WILLIAM S. LEE 

2630 West Sunset Drive, Tampa, FL 33629 

PROF. JOHN R. LEHR 

Hanshin University, 411 Yangsan-dong, Osan, Kyonggido, 447-791 Korea 

When I left Yale I went directly to graduate school at the University of 
Toronto, after a summer of weddings and one excursion with Ken Knight in my 
aunt's car to Perth, Ontario, or rather to a vaguely placed cottage (with no tele
phone) inhabited by Charlie Buck who didn't know we were coming; the 
cottage, it turned out, was on a small island in Rideau Lake, and I had one of the 
great times of my life there-my first earful of loons, my first sight of a bald 
eagle. By the time of my first seminars at University of Toronto, I had my own 
car, which I used to escape Toronto; I generally escaped to New York to visit 
Ken. 

The following year I was conscientiously objectified by the Selective 
Service System, so instead of going to boot camp I stayed with Dave and Roz 
Raish in Boston and looked for a menial hospital job, which was surprisingly dif
ficult to find until I lied about my education. I worked at Peter Bent Brigham 
Hospital for two years in the male medical ward and learned that death is not 
necessarily the worst part of life . Meanwhile, Raish and I were doing a certain 
amount of singing for the same groups: the choir at the Episcopal cathedral . 
(which looked like a bank and smelled like a candy factory) and another group 
full of people who were socially dysfunctional, but very earnest about esoteric 
modern music . 

When the hospital stint came to an end, I moved to New York, lived in 
a basement in the Bronx, and spent the winter and spring of '73 working as a 
free-lance choral singer. Ken Knight was still there, as well as Ralph Penner, 
Geoff Anderson and Bo Riehle. 

In the fall I was back in Toronto studying medieval literature and singing 
for St. Paul's Anglican Church, the Massey College Chapel, the Tallis Choir, 
CBC, and sundry others. Time lengthened out into a routine of study and 
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singing and teaching, punctuated by Whiff reunions. Some times were more 
memorable than others: I remember, for examp le, very moving coaching ses
sions for the part of the Evange list in Bach's St. John Passion with Charles Peaker, 
a patriarch of Canadian music and the charmingest of wise old men; or a humil
iating audition for Peter Pears during which my knees wobbled isorhythmically 
to my terror-stricken rendition of one of his favorite Schubert songs, or the frus
trating time when a visiting choir from the States sang evensong at St. Paul's and 
I took the evening off and thus missed seeing the choir's director, who, it turned 
out, was George Chu! -I' ve been missing George ever since. 

To everybody's surprise, I finished my dissertation on figures of old age 
in medieval English literature on time. As you can imagine, the jokes about how 
I would grow old myself before completing my degree were becoming pretty 
tiresome. I then boarded a westbound train and got off a few days later in 
Edmonton, where I began my first real job at the University of Alberta . I also 
began singing there with a church choir, the Opera Chorus, and another profes
sional group. The true north, however, was what most distinguished Edmonton 
from other memories: the northern lights, ice fog in the North Saskatchewan 
valley, eyelashes stuck together with ice crystals after my morning walk across 
the High-Level Bridge, the overwhelming vastness of the Canadian Rockies. 
There were more human memories as well: one of the great friendships of my 
life began at the university; I discovered how much I liked classrooms and 
despised academic journals; and I found that lecturing and singing were not 
compatible. Th e final triumph of my semicare er as a singer came when I sang 
the role of Doc in The Most Happy Fella' for the Edmonton Opera Company; 
Doc spent most of his time heaving the sonorous bulk of Louis Quilico around 
stage in an ungainly, antique wheelchair, with unending anxiety about losing 
control and rolling Quilico over the edge and onto the cellists in the orchestra. 

In I 98 3, to continue teaching without the fear and loathing of publishing 
frenzy and to nurture th e po ssibility ofl earning something new, I came to Korea 
to teach at Hanshin University. I quickly developed a tolerance for tear gas and 
an ironic detachment from the politically vitalizing self-del usions of the authori
tarian right and the authoritarian left (Hanshin was th e latter). When one can, in 
good consci ence, say nothing but "a plague on both your houses," one risks 
being left out in the cold, one does. Fortunately, I found congenial shelter with 
the family of Cho Jung-soo, whom I lived with for two crucial years. I remem
ber Cho's grandmother, in particular, as one of the most naturally graceful 
people I've known. 

Cho Jung-soo is a high school teacher, and I was going to combine his 
experience with mine in a jeremiad on the Korean educational system (which is 
much like the Japanese system) and deliver a stern warning against looking East, 
Lester Thurow-like, for balms to cure the ills of U.S. education - but I'll skip it. 

I took a break from Korean education in 1991 when I spent a year back 
at Victoria College, University of Toronto, as a visiting scholar at the Northrop 
Frye Centre. It was a relief to be free of exams and grades and a delight to be 
swimming freely in my native element - the English language! Ah! In inadequate 
compensation for these pleasures, I wrote and delivered a paper on the fifteenth 
century poet, Thomas Hoccleve. W.K. Wimsatt, I remember, in an English 25 
lecture on the eighteenth century, said apropos of James Thomson (1700-1748), 
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"I urge you to read Thomson-a much mali-i-igned poet!" My paper on Hoc
cleve, mutatis mutandis, was a lon gish paraphrase of that comment. 

I urge anyone with a wanderl ust to visit Korea, a much maligned coun
try. I sometimes malign it myself, but I do so lovingly. It is really very beautiful, 
and we have an almost -deserved reputation for hospitality. It wou ld be good to 
see old friends, for a change, on this side of the great, calm waters. 

PROF. JOHN J. LEMASTERS 

University of North Carolina, 236 Taylor Hall, Department of Cell Biology 7090, 

Chapel Hill, NC 27599 

(919) 966-3026 

ERICE. LENCK 

167 Canoe Brook Parkway, Summit, NJ 07901 

(908) 277- 3337 

DOUGLAS C. LEONARD 

P.O . Box 76, I 17 Pomfret Road, Brooklyn, CT 06234 

(203) 774-1423 

BRIAN W. LER ICH 

56 Bank Street, St. Albans, VT 05478 

It is a daunt ing and formidable task to commit to writing reflections on 
the first half of one's adult life, espec ially whe n it is to be recorded in print for 
posterity. I sit here, in my camper, on a point ofland in Nova Scotia, looking 
out toward th e water, a cool and windy July day, my dog Tessa (Newfoundland 
and Labrador) by my side. 

The journey has been fitful, a search to find meaning and role in this 
great mystery of existence. It has taken me north and south in search of a more 
rural environment - sout h to Duke University for a master's degree; north to 
Maine and Vermont for employment and lifestyle. 

I have found a niche as a teacher in Vermont Mensa, around which 
many sociaj activities revolve. My jobs have involved mostly educating people in 
areas of my exper tise, teaching children and adu lts. My most faithful companions 
have been my dogs, although there have been friends and lovers, too. 

Having estab lished roots in a community, owner of a rental property, I 
tend the garden, but also need to spread my wings. Travel to places new and old 
beckons several times a year. 

- I have been an investor, homebrewer/winemaker, golfer, gardener, 
walker, and sailor; but always a seeker. Perhaps the call to spiri tua l renewal, 
nascent, wi ll be important in my future. Do the answers lie ahead? 
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DR. CHARLES L. LERMAN 

501 Bishop Hollow Road, Newtown Square, PA 19073 

(215) 356-0763 
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After graduation I went off to Harvard to study more chemistry. Those 
years were not nearly as enjoyab le or as fulfilling as my undergraduate experience 
at Yale, but I did get a Ph.D. I also discovered in myself a strong penchant and 
some talent for teaching undergraduate science, which I then pursued in faculty 
positions at Juniata and Haverford College. 

In 1981, after a productive year of research leave, I decided I wanted a 
more research-intensive career and took a job with !CI Pharmaceuticals, which 
has now bec ome Zeneca. I find that the academic and industrial research envi
ronments both have their satisfactions, disappointm ents, and compromises . Just as 
th ere was a scientist in me who was not completely fulfilled in teaching, there is 
now a teach er in me who is frustrated with his inactivity. And now and then 
there's the occasional stray thought about becoming a therapist or a rabbi ... 

I married Judy in 1971, and some of you met her at our twenti eth 
reunion. I am sorry to report our divorce in 1989. I now have our son Michael 
(born r 981) with me half th e time, and he is really the emotional centerpiece of 
my life at the moment. As I write this, I'm cu rr ently going through the first 
pains of seeing his life become really separate from mine, whi le he's having a ball 
at his first summer away at camp. 

My memories of Yale are sti ll prominent in my thoughts. Despite the 
obvious internal diversity of the student body, it was a p lace where eac h of us 
could easily find a community of relatively like-minded and compatib le people 
with whom to share our growth experiences. At the same time, that very diver
sity guaranteed that we were exposed to a w id er variety of these experiences . 
The years of my life betw ee n ages seventeen and twenty -one had a specia l qual
ity that cannot be repeated, and I feel that I probably cou ld not have made b etter 
use of them than I did here. 

I have a fondness for nostalgia, and particularly enjoy reunions of the 
people who share my positive memori es. I even spent a good deal of my own 
time and energy organizing a reunion of some four hundred people from my 
chi ldho od summer camp! (This may say more about me than all of the above.) 
Sometimes we rea lize too lat e that we should have worked harder to keep old, 
true friends. I have discovered that it may nev:er be too .late. I greatly enjoyed 
our twentieth, expect to enjoy our twenty-fifth, and certainly hope to b e at 
more beyond that. 

ROBERT E. LEVIN 

590 Melody Lane, Highland Park, IL 606 3 5 

(708) 432-3831 (res.) 
(708) 432-9400 (ofc.) 

For the past twenty -fi ve years I've been working with kids as a psychol
ogist and teacher. I did my graduate work at Harvard and the University of 
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Chicago, but I learne d most about myself and what I do at the Bettelheim Orth
ogenic School at the Uni versity of Chicago. My wanderings have taken me far 
and w id e: two years in Chapel Hill; establishing the first child care 
center/preschool at Radcliffe; th ree years in working-class Boston; three years at 
Bev erly Hill s High School; and , finally, Chicago. I have been at the Winnetka 
Public Schools for the last ten years. I also have a private practic e and am an 
Adjunct Profe ssor of Behavioral Science at National-Louis Uni versi ty in 
Evanston. I try to instill in the se kids th e hop e that som ew here out th ere, "eve n 
for them," there is the po ssibility of some thin g better, of someone w ho is good 
to them. It' s to create the hope; whethe r they are rich or poor, black , brown , or 
white. 

My adult life really began whe n I met Karen And erson , some eighteen 
years ago. Karen is a prominent coo kbo ok author and food consultant to major 
food companies _. She is kind, caring, creative, and b eau tiful. And so, we have 
two wonderful kids who take after their mother. Amelia is thirteen, a superb stu
dent, athlete, and vio linist. Andrew is eleven, an honor student, a fine athlete, 
and an absolute morali st. I lose man y arguments . 

I have always appreciated my days at Yale . In m any ways it was a gift . 
Kin gman said that Yale engen der s a "no blesse oblige ." I see it more as a 
"h umane oblige," an imp erat ive to contribute to all. Mostl y, I'm grateful to 
tho se friends whose lives touched mine and continu e to do so. Thank s. 

DONALD M. LEWIS 

53 Kira Drive, Bangor, ME 04401 

(207) 942-8589 
Lewis & Malm Architecture, P.O. Box 1459, Bucksport, ME 04416 

(207) 469- 7440 

I'm still m arri ed after twe nt y-fo ur tumultuou s yea rs to Terri (nee 
Chotiner) and have two kids-Anya (fourt een) and Gabe (twelve). The children 
have led m e into new mi ddl e- age hobbies-gymnastics, ballet, and ho ckey. 
Started playing hockey for the first time at age forty-two in a men's league. I fig
ur e I have four mor e years to pr epare for the Over-Fifty World Championships 
to be held in Tampa in 1997. All ot her participants w ill likely be ove r- the -hill 
former pro s and co llege players w hos e kn ees and ankles are shot. I'll still be a 
fresh newcomer. 

After architecture scho ol at Ma ssachusetts Institut e of Technology, Terri 
an d I moved to Bangor in 1973 for (we thought) a few years of adven ture , 
camping, and canoeing. Most of our back- to-the-land friends have moved on 
from tho se cut-your-own-firewood, draw-your -own-water, grow-yo ur-own 
food days, but twenty yea rs later we are still firmly roo te d in the commun ity, 
althou gh we have metamorphosed into sto lid , mid dle- class scio ns w ith 
microwave and cable TV. 

My architectural firm of ten works statewide and has designed numero us 
schools, health care facilities, etc. T his year I spoke and taught at the Harvard 
Grad ua te School of Design on the topi c of school design. Serves th em right for 
not admitting me as an undergraduate. 
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Terri has had numerous careers as English teacher, librarian, production 
potter, and now is getting another degree in social work to further her work in 
women's shelters . 

I'm also continuing my interest since high school in poetry, philosophy, 
religion. Continue to write and have published poetry in a few small magazines. 
Am also learning about archetypes, soul, and gender in Jungian study groups. 

My other successes are too numerous to mention, and my tragedies too 
horrible to tell here. But I'd enjoy sharing them with past friends visiting Maine. 

TERRY R. LIGHT, M.D. 

7r4 Columbian Avenue, Oak Park, IL 60302 
(708) 848-6838 

A quarter century ago i struggled to decide between . life as a private 
practice eye surgeon (my late father's profession) or as an urban studies academic 
(a very sixties concept). I chose medicine. A senior medical student rotation on 
the orthopaedic surgery service at Yale-New Haven Hospital under Wayne 
Southwick, M.D. (Branford College Acting Master) led to an internship, resi
dency, and full-time faculty appointment in orthopaedic surgery at Yale. When I 
read in the faculty bulletin that the Urban Studies major and department had 
been abol ished, I knew I'd made a wise choice . 

My wife Holly and I met at the Yale-New Haven Hospital, where she 
worked as a physical therapist. Our first date, July 4, r976, was marked by fire
works that continue and have led to two beautiful daughters, Rebecca (born in 
1989) and Jennie (born in 1989). Holly is an avid equestrian who competes in 
dressage and eventing. 

We moved to my native Chicago in r980. I now hold the Dr. William 
M. Scholl Professorship and am Chairman of the Department of Orthopaedic 
Surgery at Loyola Medical School. My practice is limited to surgery of the hand 
with an emphasis on children's hand problems. I cherish the opportunity to 
interact with medical students and residents-and try to broaden their education 
by playing music of the sixties during surgery. 

My interest in architecture, nurtured by Vincent Scully, has been satisfied 
by involvement in the Frank Lloyd Wright Home and Studio Foundation, a 
National Trust property near our home in Oak Park. I've served as a volunteer 
tour guide, a board member, and foundation president. 

My disappointment over the abrupt elimination of the Yale Wrestling 
Team was heightened by the insensitive manner in wh ich Coach Waterman 
(hired in 1967) was dismissed, the assets of the alumni association frozen, and 
concerned alumni dealt with by form letters. Let us hope that the new university 
administration demonstrates greater sensitivity in effecting future change. 

EUGENE LINDEN 

600 West I uth Street, Apartment 4E1, New York, NY 10025 
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As a writer for more than two decades, I would like to look back and see 
the traces of inevitability or design. Instead, I see a series of accidents and fragile 
encouragements that at crucial moments kept me going when I might just as eas
ily have turn ed towards some other, presumably more lucrative career. At one 
point in 1971, for instance, I vowed to get a real job ifI did not get a check for 
an article within th e following six weeks. 

The Los Angeles Times came through with a commission, and not long 
thereafter I assembled a shaky package of gran ts, loans, and commissions that got 
me to Vietnam. There I wrote an investigative article about fragging and other 
symptoms of the demoralization of our fighting forces which Saturday Review 
published as a cover story in January 1972. I took on this project in part be cause 
I needed to know whether my opposition to the war was we ll-founded-I left 
for Vietnam only a few weeks after receiving an honorable discharge from the 
Navy by rea son of conscientious objection. The trip had its ironi es: In Quang 
Nai Province I was asked whether I wanted an M-16 for self-defense. I declined 
the well-intentioned offer on the logic that I had not argued successfully against 
shooting Vietnamese as a soldi er only to find myself gunning them down as a 
journalist. 

If there is cont inuit y in my career it is that I continue to exp lor e id eas 
and interests developed while at Yale. My work in Vietnam sparked a few letter s 
and calls from publishers. Inst ead of writing a book about Vietnam, however, I 
chose to explor e the impli cations of experiments attempting to teach language to 
apes, following an inte rest in concepts of human nature that I first began think
ing about as an undergraduate. In fact the series of books I wrote during my 
twenties and early thirties-Apes, A1en and Language, The Alms Race, Affiuence & 
Discontent-all grew out of the seeds of ideas planted in the late 1960s. 

I have continued to explore th e same broad questions throughout my 
writing career: How do we fit in the natural order; what drives consum er soci
eties? In the mid-198os I wrote Silent Partners, which exam ined the ways in 
which confl icting attitudes towards anim al and human nature buffeted the lives 
of cap tive apes in years following the language experiments. While working on 
books I also wro te articles and comm entary for a wide variety of publications 
including the Atlantic, the National Geographic, the Wall Street Journal, and the 
New York Times. 

My struggle continues at Time which I joined in 1987 with the responsi
bility to report and write stores on the environment, nature, and science. Time 
has given me the opportunity to write for a mass audie nce-it's amazing how 
many "authentic" messiahs I hear from, readers eager to share messages received 
directly from God. Time also has the resources th at ena ble me to report and 
write global stories about the fate of the world's megacities, for instance, or the 
impo verishment of the world's knowledge base as tribes abandon their ways. 

If the re is any other leitmotif to my career sinc e Yale, it is that I am just 
as clueless about managing my career as I was back then. As I write this brief 
biography, I am also beginning research on a new book qffering my thoughts 
about what life will be like in th e middle of the next century. My entire writing 
career has been an appren ticeship to write this book, but I feel much as I did 
w hen I first left Yale: haphazardly prepared to deal with daunting subject matter, 
but still hopeful that I might offer useful insights into who we are and where we 
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are goin g. If anything has changed it is that as the fathe r of an eleven -year-old 
daught er, Gillian, I feel an urg en t need to und erstand the w orld she w ill inh eri t. 

ANDREW J. LIVAK 

620 Amaran th Bo ulevard, Mill Valley, CA 94941 
(415) 380-8140 (res.) 
(415) 749-4570 (ofc.) 

I'm married to Crispin. We have a thr ee-y ear-old grandda ughter named 
Chlo e. W e recently moved to Mill Valley. For the past four years I've worked at 
San Franci sco Art Institute as th e Facility Op erations Man ager. It' s never boring. 
We spend as much tim e as poss ib le at our cot tage at Stinson Beach . I don't 
remember th e name of my freshm an Eng lish lit class, but I still rememb er ho w 
to recite Beowulf in Middl e English. 

FREDERICK C. LIVINGSTON 

282 Kent Street, Brookline, MA 02146 

(617) 738- 1673 

As Yogi said, " It 's deja vu all over again ." As a member of the Yale Class 
of 196 8, as well as 1969 , I ju st attended my first tw enty-fifth reunion , at which I 
reread my contribution to th e Class Book. I ho pe I can avoid totally repeating 
myself. 

I hav e spent virtually my whole life in Souther n New Eng land and find 
mo st every thing that is important to me here. Five years ago I was able to con
vinc e a confirm ed Chicagoan (transp lante d to New York ) to join me here and 
beco me my wife. Karen and I live in Brooklin e with our sons , Kirb y, who w ill 
be three in Octob er 1993, andjack, who w ill be one in j anuary 1994. J ack is my 
sixth child (four from a previous marria ge) with his oldest siblin g being twenty 
four. I hav e truly enjoy ed bein g a father and hopefu lly, if "pr acti ce makes 
perfect," I will continue to get bet ter at it. I some time s wonder if anyo ne in the 
class can match the twenty-three-and -a-h alf-year age range of my ch ildr en. 

My job and avocations also have a New Eng land slant. For th irteen years 
I'v e had a terrific job with a grea t company, Continental Cablevision. I am the 
Senior Vice Presid ent of M arketing at the corpo rate headquarters in Bo ston, and 
the j ob suits me w ell. I enjo y sailing and the salt water, wh ich I try to get my fill 
of in R hode Island , where I grew up, and Main e. And I like being close to Yale 
and its football team . 

A whi le back I saw a quot e attributed to Lloyd R ichards, former D ean of 
the Yale School of D rama. "W hen I look in the mirror, the person I see surpris
es me at tim es, because th e person inside m e is much younger." That pretty 
muc h says it for me. Being the father of young chi ldren, involved in a "you ng " 
indu stry, par ticipatin g on the Yale C lub of Boston alumni softball team, etc ., are 
thin gs mo st peo ple do in their twenties and th irt ies. I hop e and expec t to b e 
doing th em in my fifties. 
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Speaking of Yale alumni softball-as I write this, we have just played this 
year's (r993) game against Harvard. Bottom of the seventh, one run down, two 
out, two on, and I got the game-winning hit. It certainly doesn't make up for 
29-29, but every little bit helps "ease the pain." 

RICHARD H.B. LIVINGSTON 

17 Hampton Lane, New Canaan, CT 06840 
(203) 966-9831 

STEPHEN M. LOEWENBERG 

292 Clinton Road, Brookline, MA 02146 

(617) 566-721 I 

DAVID H. LOHMAN 

7528 SE 29th Avenue, Portland, OR 97202 

FREDRIC S. LONDON 

159 Old Church Road, Greenwich, CT 06830 

Life has been a great pleasure for me since Yale, perhaps as great a plea
sure as was Yale. Louise, my wife of seventeen years (eighteen by reunion time), 
is as much fun to be with as when we met and helps to make me socially accept 
able. Our chi ldr en, Scott (ten) and Laura (five), have provided on ly those 
problems necessary to make parenthood interesting. Other family members have 
included four Shetland sheepdogs, two of whom are current members. 

My wo rk is as genera l counsel to a large, publicly traded shipowner, 
which is full of talented, ethical, and friendly persons. Hiding my law degree and 
pretending I am a businessman helps me coexist with them as well as outside 
organizations. I have carefully avo id ed being a litigator, preferring instead to 
work with persons wh ile they are happy. 

Our Yale connections remain: Louise and I married at Dwight Chapel, 
our first Sheltie was named Boola, we have had season tickets at the Bowl forev 
er, and I am currently Vice President of the Yale Club of New York City (please 
join!), where I get to play squash with the likes of Charlie Stevenson and John 
Beinecke. Finally, I have been able to maintain contact with a number of class
mates, who continue as the best friends I have ever had. 

My wish is that the next twenty-five years be almost as good as the last 
twenty -five! 
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STEPHEN J. LORD 

No Address Available 

MARK A. LORELL 

Rand Corporation-5E, 1700 Main Street, Santa Monica , CA 90407 

(3 IO) 393-041 l 

KENNETH S. LOVEDAY, Ph.D. 

127 Fuller Street , Apartment 3, Brookline, MA 02146 

(617) 734-43 14 
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I have two specific pictures from my years at Yale-one of the Freshman 
golf team in 1966 in which I seem somewhat out of place with a crewcut and a 
shy grin. The second is of the senior golf team, 1969, in which I seem somewhat 
cocky and have long er hair and a mustache ( one of the few for our class in that 
year). Why I seem cocky is beyond me since I was only the substitute on the 
team! Those two pictures have always represented to ine the value of my Yale 
education-to gain confidence, whatever the occasion. 

My career has taken a number of twists, which in retrospect seem logica l, 
but weren't at the time. The logical trend was from the abstract to the practical. 
I entered Yale studying physics and mathematics, earned a Ph.D. in microbiolo
gy from Massachusetts Institute of Technology, and have worked in applied 
biological research and toxicology ever since. I recently received certification as 
a toxicologist which seems a long way from someone who lov ed mathematics 
and never studied biology in college. However, sin ce I wanted to be a scientist 
ever sinc e I was eight years old, I guess the actual field never mattered that 
much. 

By the end of our junior year I was seriously reconsidering my potential 
career in physics. Although psychologists might call it the standard studen t iden
tity crisis, the reasons were several and very specific. Willie Lam and Chris Floyd 
stand out-they were beyond me in both love and knowledge of physics. Also, 
my personality demanded shorter-t erm goals than research in physics cou ld pro 
vide, and I absorbed all the talk about "relevance" which permeated our college 
years. Disclaimer-this brief comment about relevance is th e only reference I 
will make to the tensions that racked our college years (civil rights and the Viet
nam War), not from lack of importanc e, but because they were too important 
and permeated everything . 

What to do? My sister was in graduate school at Yale in microbiology 
and persuaded me to give it a try. Bacteria grow in a day, so experiments can be 
performed constantly-this solved the short-term personality problem. Even 
after receiving my Ph.D. in 1976, relevance was still a problem, as most of my 
training was directed towards basic biological research; I was ahead of my time 
since the biote chnolo gy revolution had not yet started . 

I then moved up the evo lution ary ladd er, from bacteria to humans, and 
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researched problems in human genetics for my postdoctoral years. By this time 
the biotechnology revolution was full-blown, and I was torn between another 
postdoc to learn cloning and becom e a genetic engineer or get my first job . I 
was overwhelmed with a desire to pay real income taxes befor e I turned thirty, 
so I started working in toxicology in contract research. I am currently in a con
sulting company, and my time is focused almost exclusively providing services to 
companies for developm ent of pharmaceuticals. 

Too squeamish to give blood in college and with no real interest in med
ical school, I now find myself fascinated by m edicine and the chall enges of 
developing new pharmaceuticals. My roommates, Dan Moore and Frank Dema
ree, forced me to try to give blood during our freshman year, but I became 
woozy and fainted after the pinprick. The second time, they alerted the nurse to 
me, and I was rushed from the pinprick station to the donation coach before I 
could faint. 

A football fanatic while at Yal e, I was a member of Football rnA and 
remember the thrill of watching the trashing ofDartmount in 1967 (56-15?) 
again on the screen. I also stayed up late one August night to watch Brian Dowl
ing finally play in an exhibition game with the Minneapolis Vikings (1972?). I 
think I have the best story for the 29-29 tie in 1968. As organizer for my room
mates, at one time I had eighteen tickets to the Game in my hand (you figure 
out the scalping value for the Yale Club in New York in 1968 dollars!). After 
handing them all out , my ticket was stolen th e morning of the game while I 
played soccer for Calhoun against Kirkland Hou se. Thanks to Gary Fauth and 
the Yale Marching Band, I was able to carry coats and instrument cases as the 
band entered Harvard Stadium; I discharged my obligations to the band mem 
ber s and finally took my seat in time for the kickoff 

I met Ellen Hoffinan during my graduate school days, and we have been 
"married" in the sixties sense for twenty years. The official wedding will take 
place in 2001 (naturally) in Lake Tahoe -we are still discussing the relevance of 
an Elvis impersonator. Lake Tahoe was chosen for its natural beauty and skiing 
(we lov e California) and the chance to play casino poker and earn the entry fee 
for the World Series of Pok er (a dream of both of ours). 

For some reason, at Yale, I was part of a group which disparaged Califor 
nia-I think we were trying to beat on Mark Lorell who constantly talked about 
University of Southern California and University of California, Los Angel es. 
Ha-the joke is on us, California is beautiful. Ellen and I constantly play "what 
if'-what if we had gone to California when we had chances. However , we 
love Boston, so vacations in California seem the next best thing. 

MICHAEL A. LOVETT 

2172 Straddella Road, Los Angeles, CA 90077 

PETER M.K. LOWNDS 

No Address Available 
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PAUL F. LOZIER 

40 Dellwood Drive, Madison, NJ 07940 

(201) 765- 9876 

DAVID A. LUPHER 

819 North Washington, Tacoma, WA 98406 

(206) 752-9757 

RICHARD E. LUSSEN 

P.O. Box 134, 18 Hotel Road, Northfield, MA 01360 

(413) 498-2087 
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I am not at all surprised to -discover that I have been out of Yale for 
almost twenty - five years now, although at the same time I find many of the 
memories and attitudes still crisply etched in a deteriorating forty - five-year-old 
consciousness. In these past twenty-five years I have adopted an unexpectedly 
conventional approach to my life. Having rejected the standard material assump
tions of a job in the business world for a teaching lifestyle, I find myself seeking 
the standard material rewards. A little joke on myself, I'm sure . 

I have developed little in the way ·of fortune or wisdom, although as I get 
older I am beginning to get a better idea about what it is that I have not accom
plished. I have much to learn about spiritual matters, for example. The religion I 
so thoroughly rejected back in college interests me now, not in its old Episcopal 
form, but in a mishmash of Native American, Quaker, Unitarian, and Buddhist 
impulses. I go to church, I meditate, and I spend a lot of time in the woods as I 
rriove slowly toward some kind of resolution. 

I am also looking for a new professional direction as I move into the next 
twenty years of my life. Teaching has been an enjoyable way for me to keep my 
head in the sand, yet it has given me a sense that I have served some sort of larg
er purpose on the globe. As of this writing, I have taught for twenty - one years, 
interrupted only by a three-year tour of duty in the advertising business as an 
account executive in New York. My next career will have something to do with 
geography, a long-lost love that is eclectic enough for my very strong generalist 
tendencies . I hope to use an upcoming sabbatical as a springboard for this 
endeavor; I want this next part of my life to serve the planet in the most useful 
way I can think of 

I look pretty much the same as _I did a while back-I'm still 6'3'' tall and 
I still weigh about two hundred pounds. I run, bike, play basketball, and kayak 
to keep in shape; I read, root for the Red Sox and the Indians (two noble exer
cises in futility), fish, garden, hunt a little, and travel as much as I can; I still make 
my yearly pilgrimage to Tim Briney's Kentucky Derby Party for the spiritual 
refreshment that only a Calcutta can provide. 

My daughter Katharine goes to Yale, which makes me prouder than I 
would have thought and much more inclined to give money if I had any to 

' 
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give. She is a third- generat ion Daven porter and jo ck looking towards medicine 
at thi s poin t . My son Andr ew is twelve, en terin g junior high w ith a passion for 
baseball, geogra phy, and reading. I have endur ed a divorce and a banal but tax
ing child supp or t difficulty from whic h I am only now recovering after five years 
of court- sanctioned thi every. 

I am remarri ed to a woman of great imagination and personal energy, 
w ho has been an inspirat ion and a catalyst for movement away from the stasis of 
my early adulthood. Laurel and I live together in N orthfield , Massachu setts, wi th 
the you ngest thr ee of our comb ined five children. 

W hil e not so innocent as I was back in Jun e of 1969, I still look at the 
world with an optimism that has wearied somewhat but that rema ins at the co re 
of my being. I look forward to th e next phase of my professional life with hope 
and ent hu siasm , and I look forward to seeing and b eing inspir ed by my class
mates at th e twenty-fifth. 

GARY M. LUTIN 

160 East 88th Street, Apar tment 4A, New Yor k, NY 10128 
(212) 410-6249 

ROBERT F. LYONS 

Tallbacken I, S-44338 Lerum, Sweden 

DR. STEPHEN S. MACINTYRE 

No Addr ess Available 

RICHARD E. MacKAY, M.D . 

Peace Corps-Nairobi, Unit 64107, APO, AE 09831 

JOHN E. MACKEY 

34 Picardy Lane , St. Louis, MO 63 124 

Look back with great affection on our years at Yale. Som e regrets that 
th e last coup le of years were riddled with con flict and confusio n , but all in all, 
they we re "Bright Co llege Years." 

H appily/l uckily marri ed to Jan and have three growi ng kids-Alex (sev
ent een), Johnn y (twelve), and Jami e (nin e). We are settled into St. Loui s after a 
tour throu gh Philadelphia in th e late seve nti es. Yale has riot been par t of our 
lives except through some contact w ith Phil and Dottie Laughlin in Ch icago. 
Phil and I are very poor correspo nd ents, so updates come at Christmas tim e. 

Fami ly work, friends, tennis, wannab e go lfer, sid ebars of reading, art, 
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sailing, skiing, volunteering on school boards, etc., fill hours amply. Too much 
to do. Too little time. Ever heard that before? 

WILLIAM A. MACKOFF 

235 Garth Road, Apartment C5A, Scarsdale, NY rn583 
(914) 472-0555 

J. PATRICK MacQUEEN 

32 Valley Street, Keene, NH 0343 I 
(603) 357-3243 

B. PATRICK MADDEN 

450 Humphrey Street, New Haven, CT 065 II 

(203) 624-6648 

RICHARD W. MAGNUS, Ph.D. 

39 South Winston Road, Lake Forest, IL 60045 
(708) 295-2769 

After graduation I stayed at Yale and received a Ph.D. in anthropology. 
After several years living in Nicaragua doing archaeological research, I returned 
to Chicago to a family export business. I have been there ever since. As time has 
passed, I have been able to appreciate the valu e of a Yale education and the 
advantage it has given me. Yale taught me to think logically and to act accord 
ingly, something very lacking in today's world. I look forward to continuing in 
business and spending more time in Europe as the years go by. 

PAUL F. MALAMUD . 

1616 18th Street, NW, Apartment 814, Washington, DC 20009 

After leaving Yale, I moved to New York where I worked, variously, as 
a typist at The New Yorker magazine, a research assistant on PBS's "Dick Cavett 
Show," and in various other ··1:1onexecutive, nonestablishmentarian positions 
while feverishly writing poetry ' a~d attempting to finish a dissertation in the Eng 
lish department of Co lu mbia -\Jniversity. I got my Ph.D ., but ended up going 
into the foreign service rather than a university. In 1980 I served, briefly, in 
India, where I came down with enough tropical diseases to necessitate a prema
ture departure. Since then I've been working as a writer with the U.S. 
Information Agency in Washin gton, D.C., penning paeans to democracy for for
eign audiences while drinking clean water. Having won the cold war, I'm not 
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sure what I'm going to do for an encore, but still enjoy trying to be creative. I 
have two talent ed nephews who may break the mold and become scientists. I 
was very lucky at Yale-and I've never regretted for a minut e my 
English/French major. Long liv e the humanities. And the tim e at the Dramat 
was wonderful. Thank you, teachers and friends. 

STEVEN A. MALSIN 

No Address Available 

HAROLD R. MANCUSI-UNGARO, JR., M.D. 

6212 Sheridan Oaks, Beaumont, TX 77706 

(409) 866-5110 
296 5 Harrison, Suite 315, Beaumont, TX 77702 

(409) 899- 1277 

Beaumont, Texas, 1993. New Jersey by birth; Texas by choice . Finally 
settled down, maybe: New Haven 1965-76 , Los Angeles 1976-77, Detroit 1977-
79, Galveston 1979-82, Houston 1982-86, Denver 1986- 88, Albuquerque 
1988-90, Beaumont 1990-present. Happy (quite content, actually), doing what I 
set out to do (sort of), arriving by a circuitous route b eyond my imagination 
Jun e 9, 1969. My life's ambition, even before college, was to be a doctor, like 
my father (Class of' 40), as had twelve generations before him . Yale School of 
Medicine followed Yale College and inspired a career in academic medicine, 
specifically in plastic surgery. I stayed that course for about twenty years; and, in 
the process, married my college swee theart (Caro l Caruso, 1970); sired two chil
dren (Harold Themistocles, 1979, and Marianna, 1982), divorced, left the ex 
behind in Texas, and married again (Susan Brittain Jackson, 1988). By 1990 I had 
achieved my academic goal: Associate Professor and Chief, Division of Plastic 
Surgery, The University of New Mexico. I was in charge of a teaching program 
preparing others to follow their inspirations. As in the song, the question begged, 
"Is that all there is?" So, here I am back in Texas, in private practice, doing 
"bread-and-butter" (some "stea k-and champagne") general plastic surgery, and 
enjoying it . Patients come to me because of who I am-not where I am or 
whom I may represent . I am proud . of what I have accomp lished, reflective of 
where I have failed, content with what I have done, and glad I do w hat I am 
· doing . I should wish the same for my two ch ildr en : a goal and a dir ection , suc
cess with few failures, th eir own circuitous route to life's ambi tion. 

Twenty - five years after graduation, another song resounds, "Bright Col
lege Years .. .. " Time do es, ind eed, quickly fly. 

DAVID A.-MANNIS 
' I 

1 Gold Street, Apartment :23F, Hartford, CT 06103 
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DAVID B .H. MARTIN, JR. 

318 Mansion Drive, Alexandria, VA 22302 

Work: 1969-73, U.S. Navy-fro m English major to Chief Engineer on a 
1945 destroyer-you figure; 1976- 80, private law practice (litigation) with two 
firm s in Washington, D.C.; 1980-85, Securities an d Ex chan ge Commission 
(1984- 85, Special Counsel to the Chairman); 1985-prese n t, Partner, Hogan & 
Hart son, Washington, D.C. (corporate and securiti es). 

Loves: Martha Bacon, seemi ngly forever but certainly since our wedding 
on Jun e 21, 1969 ; Charlotte since 1975;Jessica since 1978; and Benjamin sinc e 
1981; and many more . 

Losses, D isappointments, Peeves, etc.: Harvard -Ya le, 1968; my hair ; a front 
tooth; some beloved pets; compu ters, telev ision, call wait in g, car phon es, and 
faxes. The rest are eith er too significant or insignifica nt to cover here . 

Achievements: Stayin' alive. 
Education: Law degree from University of Virginia in 1976 (Manag in g 

Editor, Uni vers ity of Virgin ia Law Review). 
H onors, Offices, Awards, Publications, etc.: What a bor e. 
Dreams and Memories: I still dream of trave ling many more places, skiin g 

in New Zealand, figuri ng o ut how to use our co mpute r and VCR, teaching 
school, writing som ethin g clever, ironing out my backhand , and taking up gol( 
I still remember Bingham Hall, Fres hm an Commons, and the wonder an d 
excitement of our first days on campus. So too, burgers from the Butt ery, Eno ch 
White's, Dewey Faulkn er 's generous han dling of my senior thesis on Beaumont 
and Fletcher, Kingman Brewster visiting a postgame party in our 1905-06 suite 
in Silliman, and many friend s and hour s in th e Silliman dinin g hall and Ingalls 
Rink. 

Fun and Games: Martha, singing w ith th e Washington Revels, some local 
politics, tenni s, a Kenyan camp ing safari, skiing, Squam Lake (New H ampsh ire), 
and my childr en 's assemblies, recitals, and athletic event s. 

Whatever you want to tell: For those whom I don 't see at reunion , particu
larly any of my roommates, thi s sends very best w ishes and hop es that we can get 
together soon. For those w hom I visit with, it was great gett ing together again . 
For everyone else, I can't b elieve you had nothing better to do than read this, 
but thank you . 

DONALD H. MARTIN II 

25 Th e Landing, Atlanta, GA 30350 

WALTER A. MARTING 

rro55 Vincent Lane, Reno, NV 895rr 

(702) 852- 1627 

After Yale I joined the Navy and spent almost four years w ith Seal Team 
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Two in Little Creek, Virginia. Working with the Seals was a great experience. I 
learne d early on how much can be accomplished by a group if everyone in the 
group shares motivation and objectives. 

At the end of my tour with the Seals I considered a full-time Navy 
career, but instead ended up at Harvard Business School. There I roomed with 
Dick Livingston ('69) and Mik e Bouscaren ('69). Harvard was unique beca use, 
among other things, it was the first tim e since the fourth grade that I had been in 
class with women. 

After Harvard I went to work in an underground molybdenum min e in 
Colorado owned by AMAX, Inc . I lived in Vail at the time and would often see 
classmat es during th eir skiing trips, notably H al Valeche. My time underground 
event ually led to time in Greenwich, Connecticut, AMAX's head quarters
where I met and marri ed my ex-wife Nina Wemyss. 

AMAX transferred me to Paris (after I had just built a hou se in Green
wich) and we had two really educational yea rs in France, where I ended up as 
Vice President of Finance, Europe in 1984. 

The desire to move outside of the corporate walls and run my own com
pany b eca m e stronger in 1984. At the end of that year I left AMAX to run a 
small gold mining company in Reno, Nevada. That step led to a divorce, a 
stretching of my financial resources and some enlig ht enment . In Reno, I met my 
fiance, Marja Reichardt. Tog ether we purchased a ranch outside Reno and that 
is where · I have set tled. After selling the go ld properties, I began commuting to 
Los Angeles to work with an investment banking firm, L.J. Kaufman and Com
pany, on some joint ven tur e capital projects. That led to my association with 
Hughes Aircraft Company-Los Angeles, for whom I am now a full-time consul
tant. I commute to Reno on weekends. 

DAVID JAMES MATHIES,JR. 

II Newtown Turnpike, Weston, CT 06883 

(203) 454-0856 

I'v e learne d that certain steps taken in life can lead down unexpect edly 
long paths. While work ing as an inves tm ent portfolio m an ager in 1977, I was 
given th e "opportunity'' to act as an investment adviser to a major bank in Sau
di Arabia. This secondment was to last two years, after which I was to return to 
the United States and re sum e my career. 

There were major changes in th e script. Sixteen years later I'm still 
involved with a Middle East institution. The two-year stint in Jeddah, Saudi 
Arabia, stretched to four years. Thi s was followed by two years in Bahrain, 
where I faced the challenge of starting up a new ly-form ed bank. 

For the last five years I' ve been back in Connecticut, running th e U.S. 
office of the Bahraini bank I helped start in the early eighties. As one of my for
mer roommates, Steve Ellis, once told me, "there is a thin line between terror 
anp excitement." Sitting in Bahrain in December of 1990 pro vided at least a 
whiff of the terror. Mostly, it has been fun. 
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RICHARD F. MATTAS 

1585 Stonebridg e Trail, Wh eaton, IL 60 187 

(708) 690- 0736 
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After leaving Yale I went directly into graduate schoo l at the University 
of Illinois to ·study metallurgical engineering. During this time I married Laurie 
and dragged her to the midwestern cornfields from Connecticut. Wh ile she 
began a teaching career, I worked in the lab to complete my Ph.D. I was in the 
process of becoming a professional student when she convinced me that it was 
time to get a real job that had a real salary. 

My job search ended with Argonne National Laboratory near Chicago, 
where my work involved the study of radiation damage in materials that might 
be used in advanced nuclear reactors. Fairly early in my professiona l career I was 
introduced to the possibility of developing fusion power as a long-term energy 
source, and I have been involved in this area ever since. (For the uninitiated, 
fusion is what powers the sun.) In the 1970s there was hope that we would 
qui ckly design and construct a first test reactor, but the problem has proved 
more difficult than imagined (partly because of the funding needed), and in r 99 3 
we are still planning the first test reactor. The difference now is that the ,reactor 
project is international, with Europe, Russia, and Japan as full partners. On paper 
it sounds like a good idea to spread the costs over several countries, but coordi
nating such a project is extremely difficult wit h differences in culture and 
politics, not to mention time zones. Communications is a major problem, and I 
have been travelling much more than I wou ld like to meetings at many different 
locat ions. On the positive side, I have had the opportunity to travel to Europe, 
Russia, Japan, and China over the years to see firsthand the changes that are tak
ing place. I also had the dubious distinct ion of being in China during the student 
demonstration in Tianaman Square. In a way I felt like I was back in the sixties, 
but the outcome in China was more devastating then our own experience. 

Closer to home, Laurie and I still reside in the Chicago area. Laurie, after 
run ning her own travel business for several years , is back to teaching, but now 
the subjects include travel and geography rather than Spanish and French . In the 
spare time we have, we are at our vacation home near Galena, Illinois. Galena 
has a coup le of items of interest: It was the onetime home of U.S. Grant; it had 
lead mines that in the r Soos brought prosperity to th e tow n ; and it is loca ted in 
the only area of Illinois that is not flat. When I can, I devote time to ·photogra
phy, oil painting, and fishing , none . of which I'm parti cularly good at doing. 

JOHN W. MAUCK 

Mauck, Bellande, Baker et al, 19 South LaSalle, Suite 1203, Chicago, IL 60603 

(312) 782-8188 

DREW STEPHEN MAY 

No Address Available 
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JAMES M. MAY, M.D. 

44 Concord Park East, Nashville, TN 37205 

(615) 297-4566 

SCOTT MAY, M.D. 

2519 Perdido Lane, Los Angeles, CA 90077 

(310) 474-5570 (ofc.) 

Sporadic effort at blending the better aspects of the sixties (being in the 
moment, ecological consciousness, qua lity alon g with quantity, compassion 
link ed to bottom-line considerat ion ) with hard-core realities of adult life folded 
int o a partial grasp of holistic think ing (Buddhist in essence) rather than the typi
cal dualistic split common to Western European life/thoug ht. 

Many inward (psychotherapy, groups) and outward (Nepa l, Sierras, 
Rockies) journeys have led to a pretty good synthesis of life/work/pleasure. The 
main manifestations have been as child psychiatrist, modest reformer of medical 
education aµd childr en's television, and a strong advoca te of int egrating yin 
(feminine) and yang (masculine) life force in politics, medicine, relationship, 
media, and windsurfing. There is someth ing brewing but still in the ether about 
working with Native Americans, developing rites of passage for this society wi th 
few viable rituals or elders, having and raising children, and possibly a leap into 
writing, film and/ or painting . , 

On the recollection front: I spent five add iti onal yea rs in New Haven 
teaching second grade, and I remain in touch with some of those kids who are 
now parents of their own. Later, I took patients from Yale Psychiatric Institute 
on hikes (I still know some delicious hidden hikes in Connecticut), and I occa
sionally hear about their psychological growth. The evolution into medicine and 
psychiatry partly flowed from my old an.tiwar/ antidraft efforts utilizing voluntary 
control over physiologic functionings of the body and moved into biofeedback 
research and eventually into psychoneuro immunology. 

W ho knows what is next? 

DANIEL J. MAYER 

575 South Court Street, Med ina, OH 44256 

JOHN R. MAZER 

556 Lakeshore Road, Chapin, SC 29036 
(404) 262- 3765 

BRUCE A. MAZO 

6604 Sally Lane, Minneapolis , MN 55439 
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Due credit should go to one of my roommates and friends-Dick 
Olsen-for bringing to my attention what I consider an extremely appropriate 
quot e: "The une xamined life is not worth living." Thanks, Dick! 

I'm also reminded of that bad joke by Mark Twain about the person 
who, at the age of fifteen, felt his father was an idiot, but, at the age of twenty
five, was amazed at how much his father had learned in ten years. 

Although the opposite was tru e in my persona l case, it is clear to me that 
we do get more conservative as we get older. However, from a strongly liberal 
base (at least where human values are concerned), and just as strong a pro business 
base (I haven't totally deserted my M.B.A.), I am still proud, as I write this in 
August of 1993, to have voted for th e "boomer" Yale (albeit Law) alumnus as 
President. 

That's just a long introduction to say that I find that mo st of the values I 
was taught-both at Yale and before -a re becoming more important in my life, 
as opposed to less. 

I certainly flirted with, and in some cases strongly embraced, some of the 
nontraditional ideas that bombarded us in the sixties and seventies. And I would 
certainly like to think that th e "tell it like it is" value of intolerance to hypocrisy 
is still with me - perhaps even more so! 

And, although I get le ss sure of thing s in general as tim e goes on, I'm 
pretty sure that being a parent of a te enage girl and boy ha s made me embrace 
the traditional values of int egr ity and hon esty, hard work, thrift, the golden rule, 
courtesy, good mann ers, and even faith more than ever. That pleasantly ·brings to 
mind another incited quotation (we get to get away with murder , here!)-Hillel, 
I believ e--w ho, when asked to explain Judaism while standing on one foot, said: 
"That which is hateful to you, do not do unto your neighbor. The rest is com
mentary-go and study!" 

One of my cli en ts quoted his mother, saying, "Man plans and God 
laughs." Since I am now in the "planning" business, that clearly was not meant 
positively, but I tak e it as such, becaus e it has been an exce llent description of 
my life up until this point. 

In 1989, after tw enty years in a somewhat traditional career path, I made 
a pretty dramatic career change. Little did I know that in order to be successful 
(which is still to be determin ed!), I would also have to undergo a personality 
transplant. 

That could sound like bragging, except that Pat, my wife of tw enty
three-plus years (That's bragging!), who is undeniably my harsh est critic, feels 
that the changes were significant and positive. 

I have enclosed a pictur e of our recent vacation. Perhaps that seems to be 
extremely prosaic, but this picture repre sents, frankly, my proudest "accomplish
m ent," even though I do feel that I am honoring the "no vitae, please" request. 
I love my family, they lov e me, we were able to drive from Minne sota to the 
Grand Canyon and points nearby over a two-we ek period without killing each 
other and actually had a great tim e. The accomplishment, just to be explicit, is 
the relationship - not the trip. 

I am happi er and more hopeful than I have ever be en, and I hope you 
are th e same! 



Richard and Laurie Mattas 

Thomas K. McCaughey and daughters John F. McQuade III 

TomMcNamee 



homas E. McEwan 

)anie l, Diane, Sarah, Michael, and Shayna Medved 
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PAULS. McAULIFFE 

96 Lawrence Court, Ridgewood , NJ 07450 

(201) 445-9552 

JOSEPH S. McCARTY 

P.O. Box 403, Woolwich, ME 04579 
(207) 371-21 IO 

Am eng aged to be married to Cindy Johnson on July I 7, I 99 3. Have 
two children, Jasper (sixteen) and Amber (fourteen), from a formerly successful 
marriage that ended almost a decad e ago. Cindy has three daughters of her own, 
so there are often lots of kids around competing for space with the two dogs and 
two cats. We all enjoy playing baseball/softball and basketball, ski occasionally, 
and have just acquired a cruising sailboat (50- 50 partnership with a Yale room
mat e) for family exploring alon g the Maine coast . 

All of my work history is yacht industry related, a case of avocation 
turned vocation. In 1971, with various partners (including a Yale '68 best friend), 
we found and purcha sed "Alice," a wooden, Maine-built 40-foot sloop about 
·our age. Intending to sail her around the world, we found Haiti to be about far 
enough. While owning "Alice" for nearly a decade, I worked for several boat
yards and became a boat builder/repairer craftsman of some note. I thirik I took 
a lot of pleasure in not "using" my Yale degree to earn my keep. 

. By the tim e I reached thirty, two babies and a mortgage had driven me 
into a three year stint as a yacht captain, followed by an equal stint managing a 
yacht yard in the Chesapeake. And for the last eight years I've been managing a 
yacht yard/marina/restaurant/yacht sales busin ess at Robinhood, Maine. 

And I did finally make some use of my American Studies Yale B.A. I was 
twice elected to serve on th e Town Council and spearheaded the rewriting of 
the Town's Compr ehensive Plan. 

THOMAS K. McCAUGHEY 

77 Forest Street, P.O. Box 1556, New Canaan, CT 06840 

(203) 972-321 I 

Twenty-five year career in banking in New York: four years at Chase 
Manhattan; eighteen years at Salomon Brothers where I was a Managing Direc
tor; now at Donaldson, Lufkin & Jenrette. 

Divorc ed after twenty years of marriage. Have three beautiful daughters 
who are fifteen, thirteen, and ten yea rs old. 

Keep fit doing triathlons, bike races, and playing ice hock ey. Have devel
oped a passion for the opera over the past decade. 
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WILKES McCLAVE III 

I 54 Guard Hill Road, Mount Kisco, NY 10549 

W. CHARLES McCORMACK 

8019 Greenwich Woods Drive, McLean, VA 22ro2 

(703) 847-2044 

JONATHAN C. McCORMICK 

38 Bay State Avenue, Apartment 2, Somervi lle, MA 02144 

(617) 776-5923 

TIMOTHY L. McDANIEL 

No Address Available 

JOHN C. McDEVIT 

I 14 7 Mansion Avenue , Collingswood, NJ 08 ro8 
( 609) 8 5 8-6769 

THOMAS E. McEWAN 

r5ror Seneca Road, Germantown, MD 20874 
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Owner/ o p erat o r Valley Mill Camp, summer day camp. Third pl ace in 
hairba ll falls race on Potomac at age forty-six. 

JAMES C. McGUIRE 

203 Glenwood Avenue, New London, CT 06320 

(203) 443-6477 

DR. WILLIAM]. McKENNA 

23 Fitzjohn's Road, London NW3, England 

KEVIN F. McKEOWN 

848-E 16th Street, Santa Monica, CA 90403 
(3 ro) 393-3639 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

C. SCOTT McLANAHAN, M.D. 

Charlotte Neurosurgical Associates, IOIO Edgehill Road, North, Charlotte, NC 28207 

(704) 376-1605 

PAULE. McLAUGHLIN 

No Address Available 

WALTER W. McMONIES, JR. 

Bogle & Gates, 222 SW Columbia Street, Suite r400, Portland, OR 972or 

Partner, Bogle & Gates, Attorneys (transaction lawyer) . Married in 1981 
to Nancy "Ned" Duhnkrack, an environmental lawyer turned law professor. 
Have two girls, Ellie (six) and Maddie (two). Own five historic brick apartment 
buildings and am very involved in historic preservation. Started Portland's Cas
cade Run-Off in 1978 and am still an active runner and bicyclist. 

GEORGE C. McNAMEE 

First Albany Corporation, 41 State Street, Box 52, Albany, NY 12207 

(5 I 8) 44 7-8 500 

The summer after college I went to Woodstock. I don't remember see
ing any of-you there. 

After Woodstock I went right to Wall Street and thence to the family 
business and eventua lly a battlefield promotion. Boss's son to Chief Executive 
Officer. So, for seventeen years, I've been running a small business, First Albany, 
a regional investment bank. My work allows me to dabble in things I like-mar
kets, software, technology, public policy, even ski areas. I always thought I'd 
have a family eventually, and in the meantime it's been easy staying busy. 

Along the way, I coauthored a book on the Chicago conspiracy trial, 
worked on a few political campaigns, bought another old Lotus, become a 
Killington ski instructor, chaired a commission on reforming the State's debt, 
and bought a new pair of roller blades . 

· In the summer of '90, after an exhaustive nationwide search, spanning 
three decades, I met Kathleen Lasch. We were married in February of '92. The 
big news: I'ni finally going to be a father. Our first child is due this fall (1993). 

So now I'm reviewing my list of Boards with family leave in mind: 
Albany Medical Center, Home Shopping Network, Maplnfo, National Stock 
Clearing Corp., and New York State Science and Technology Foundation. 
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TOMMcNAMEE 

West Boulder Ranch, P.O. Box 65, McLeod, MT 59052 

(406) 222-8161 
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My first job I lose before I've even started it. Staring out into an air shaft 
from a twelve-dollar room at the Biltmore, I wait day after day for my new boss 
to return my call so I can take up the glamorous Manhattan life of Yale Man, 
professional lyricist, rock and roll talent scout, and apprentice record producer 
for Columbia Records, till at last the guy's secretary calls and says, Well, hmm, 
there's been a problem. 

My roommate Rick Platt's dad, Frank, a lawyer (and ultimately one of 
the best friends I've ever had), has said please call when I'm settled. I'm as thor
oughly unsettled as I've ever been, but I call anyhow. Frank says meet him on 
the 5: 15 club car to Greenwich. By six-thirty we have martinis and a plan in 
hand . Two days later, never having raised his voice, he's got me reinstated. 

Next thing (1970), I get married. Childhood sweetheart, inevitable as 
springtime. 

I produce my first and only record, a polytonal polyrhythmic Dadaist 
caterwaul, one of the worst-selling albums in Columbia's history-for which I 
am fired (1971). I write poems and publish a few. I go back to work for Colum
bia, now reduced to writing ad copy. Afternoons, I shut my office door, smoke 
half a dozen cheap cigars, and write, my own stuff 

Years pass. I write a play-a musical (my composer-partner a kid fresh 
out of Harvard) - and quit my job in assurance of Broadway bucks and glory 
(1976). Our producer is arrested, convicted, and imprisoned for fraud relating to 
a previous production. I'm writing long strange stories that nobody will publish . 

Writing slows . Depression sets in. I watch a lot of Johnny Carson and 
smoke too much pot. Frank Platt has taught me fly-fishing, and that has led me 
back into Arcadia-from which I'd been cast out ages back when my childhood 
Tennessee woods were clear-cut on behalf of residential subdivision-and I have 
rediscovered nature and begun to learn ecology and written a thing or two 
about animals, and a couple of the pieces have been published and even admired. 

One piece (1982) grows into a book proposal about grizzly bears, and 
that becomes a book, The Grizzly Bear (Knopf, 1984). 

My bride, meanwhile, after her boss quit to run the Reagan campaign's 
advertising, has become the youngest female ad agency president ever and is 
hauling home money in boxcars, so I remain free to root around Yellowstone 
amid bear scat, glaciers, and silence while she rides to power breakfasts in limou
sines and grows accustomed to Armani, the Concorde, and the company of 
mogu ls. 

Can you see what's coming? I couldn't. 
Conservation, especially of the grizzly's last great redoubts, becomes my 

heart's love. I publish another book, of conservation philosophy, Nature First: 
Keeping Our Wild Places and Wild Creatures Wild (Roberts Rinehart, 1987). I join 
the board of an innovative and tough -minded startup conservation group called 
the Greater Yellowstone Coalition, and in time I become its president. Two 
partners and I buy a ranch on the edge of the Absaroka-Beartooth wilderness 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

(1989), and from now on it's all I can do to yank myselfloose and come back to 
New York. 

I have immersed myself in questions of changes in the land and how they 
affect history, culture, and the identity of individuals. The pangs oflonging and 
loss which wild landscapes have reawakened in me become the birth-pangs of a 
natural -historical novel, A Story of Deep Delight (Viking, 1990). SDD is my too
late thanks to my mentor, Robert Penn Warren, who was the main reason I had 
come to Yale and who taught me the stubbornness I have needed to keep writ 
ing against so much discouragement, and the book is dedicated to the woman 
who gave me the long time and the patient support I needed to write it; but by 
the time it's published Warren is dead, and my bride, though still in the house, 
is, in her mind, already elsewhere. 

Darkness comes, and in due time divorce. Then a slow dawning. A half
done novel struggles back to life. A book on the return of the Yellowstone wolf, 
and more largely on the restoration of damage to nature, takes shape, and finds a 
publisher. I discover (always slow to see what's most obvious) that a not-too-old 
guy, undiseased and of the faithful sort, is rather quickly scented in the burgeon
ing single-female community. The New York house is sold. I get a Montana 
driver's license, resident fishing license, and organ -donor card . 

I used to think that adulthood was a steady state. 

JOHN F. McQUADE III, M.D. 

45 I I Gloucester Drive, New Bern, NC 28 562 
(919) 633-0860 (res.) 

(919) 636-6222 (ofc.) 

For most of us it is exceedingly hard to believe that twenty-five years 
hav e elapsed since graduating from Yale. I have been remiss in communicating 
through the class notes, but wanted to wait until enough time had transpired to 
make an entry just the least bit interesting . This upcoming reunion seems to be 
an appropriate occasion for me to bring my classmat es up-to-date on what has 
been going on in the McQuad e family. 

After leaving Yale College I entered and graduated from Yale Medical 
Schoo l and decided to enter the field of internal medicine. With mix ed feelings 
of nostalgia for leaving New Haven and excitement about continuing my educa
tion elsewhere, I mov ed to the University of North Carolina, Chap el Hill, 
where I completed my internship and residency in internal medicine and, subse
quently, a s_ardiology fellowship. After much refl ection, I decided in 1978 to 
leave the world of academia and enter private practice in rura l North Carolina. 
Though I still very much miss the intellectual excitement of the univers ity, these 
past fifteen years of practice in New Bern, North Carolina, have been rewarding 
beyond my wildest expectations. It has been most gratifying to have had th e 
privilege and responsibility of caring for so many fine people in this area and to 
have known that in a very measurable way I have positively influenced their 
lives. This is what our days at Yale were preparing us for; and it is rewarding to 
see how all that studying, the formal and informal seminars, and my close associ-
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ations with a great faculty and good friends have come to fruition. 
Perhaps the best mov e that I made while at Yale Med was to marry a 

local girl, Diane Roch e, from West Hav en, who at that time was an emergency 
room nurse at Yale - New Hav en Hospital. We have been bles sed wi th a truly 
wonderful marriage, now about to celebrate our twenty-second anniv ersary. 
Diane and I have thr ee daughters, ages thirteen, seventeen, and twenty. Our old
est is now a sophomore at the University of North Carolina. And, no, we did 
not encourage her to go there just to get basketball tickets. 

Ou tside of medicine, I have nurtured severa l inter ests . These includ e a 
twelve-y ear love affair with black and white large - format photography. Also, I 
have satisfied a childhood ambition of becoming an amateur radio operator and 
enjoy conversing with other s the world over. Finally, and as a holdover from my 
college years, I continue to maintain a driving interest in molecular biology and 
immuno logy-thanks to my association wit h Dr. Byron Wak sman, whom many 
of you will remember as a fellow of Branford College. 

The years at Yale are still fresh ly fixed in my memory. As time proceeds 
I realize mor e than eve r how vita l this experi ence was. Only at an in stitution 
such as this can one have an opportunity to be with individua ls who have 
achieved the height of excellence in their vario us fields of study. T heir inte llec
tual zest and enth usiasm were infectious for me and engendered an enduring 
love oflearning which I con tin ue to nurture . This gift, along with the love of 
my wife and daughters, is truly the sourc e of my happin ess. 

MIC HAE L MEDVED 

1224 Ashland Avenue, Santa Monica, CA 90405 

(3ro) 392-1351 

The best I can offer her e is stream of consciousness, not some carefu lly 
structured pr esentation. In this con text, my family comes first in my thoughts. In 
1985 I was fortunate enough to marry Dian e, a Ph.D. in psychology (frorp Uni
versity of California, Los Angeles) and the author of three books, including the 
recent bestsell er The Case Against Divorce. We've been blessed with three chil
dren, two girls and a boy, born in 1986, 1989, and 1992, respectively. Diane and 
I are both act ive in our synagogu e, Pacific J ew ish Center, which I cofounded fif
teen years ago, and we are proud to follow Jew ish tradi tion concerning Sabbath 
observance, dietary laws , and other aspects of daily life. 

In terms of my career, I boun ced around considerab ly betwe en 1969 and 
1976. I attended Yale Law Schoo l in '69 and '70, j ust long enough to say I 
rubbed shou lders with Bill and Hillary. I left law schoo l for a series of jobs as a 
speech wri ter for a num ber of professional politicians-all very libera l D emocrat s. 
My polit ics have changed; of course; I wo uld now describ e myse lf as a "rag ing 
moderate," but I'll confess I'm registered GOP. 

In 1976 my first book, What R eally Happened to the Class of '65?, hit the 
bestseller lists; it's been followed by six other books, including vo lum es about the 
Whit e House staff (The Shadow Presidents, 1979), the psychiatric prob lems of 
medica l professionals (Hospital, 1983), bad mov ies (The Golden Turkey Awards, 
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1980), and other significant topics. My most recent book, H ollywood vs. Am erica, 
appeared in Nov embe r 1992, generated en ormou s publicity and, according to 
some accounts, made me "th e man Holl ywoo d loves to hat e." Nonetheless, I 
continu e to cohost th e TV mo vie review show "Sneak Previews," which now 
airs on 209 stations on PBS. I've been host ing "Sneak " (with Jeffrey Lyons) since 
1985. Then in M arch of 1993, I was appointed the new movie critic for the New 
York Post. I'm responsible for two review s and one politica l piece each week
which . I should be doin g now instead of indulgin g these ramblings. 

MARK A. MELAMED, M .D. 

108 East 86th Street, New York, NY 10028 
(212) 996-3 148 

It is difficult to beli eve that a quarter cent ury separa tes us from our 
Bright (or Not So Bright) Co llege Years. I still feel closer in spirit to the twenty
on e-year-old Yale undergr aduate I once was than to the fifty-year-old man I will 
soon become. 

Th e interv en in g twenty-five years have been placid and enjo yabl e, if 
somewhat un eventfu l. I practice medicine, do a little teaching, and generally try 
to enjoy life h ere in th e sadly declining metropolis of New York Cit y. I am a 
rece nt en listee in th e world of marriage and parenthood, which to gether have 
lent a mu ch- neede d sense of stability and purpo se to my life. I do feel slightly 
out of step with mo st of my con tempor aries and classmates who are contemplat
ing the cost of co llege tuitio n wh ile I am mor e conce rn ed with the price of 
Pamp ers. 

Yale itself has left relatively little impre ssion on my life (probably mor e 
my fault than Yale's). Th e best th ing abut a Yale edu cation , as far as I can see, is 
being able to go throu gh life saying you went there. It almo st justifi es spending 
four years in New Ha ven. But as for college being the "Best Years of Your 
Life," I don't think so. I'd say I am in those right now. 

SAMUELE . MENAGED 

209 Robe rts Road, Ardmore, PA 19003 

What a long , strange trip it' s been! And fun! Since graduation from Yale 
I went to New York Uni versity Law School, graduated in 1972 , but decided to 
defer th e pra ctice until I saw mor e of the world. Spent some tim e in India and 
point s east, met my Brit ish wife-t o-be , Pamela, in Bomba y, and eventually cam e 
b ack to tr y to practice law . Did so in Boston, Miami, th en in Phil adelphia . 
Criminal law, ent ertainm ent law, and corpor ate law. Eventually I found it much 
mor e interesting to be th e "client" rath er than the lawye r so in 1985, with th e 
help of som e friends (including John Beinecke) , I started Th e R enfrew Center, 
th e cou ntr y's first residential facilities for th e treatment of wome n with eatin g 
disorde rs. The past eight years have been very fulfilling since I feel like I've real
ly made a differe nce in many people's lives . To day's changing health care 
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environment continues to challenge me to maintain quality yet be cost-effective. 
Along the way I've become a father to four wonderful children ranging 

in age from fifteen to two. I find fatherhood enormously satisfying and never 
cease to wonder at my children's development and accomplishments. 

I have many fond memories of my days at Yale and think of those times 
as really eye-opening ones for an Orthodox Jew from Brooklyn. I made some 
good, lifelong friends and am thankful for that. They were years devoid of much 
responsibility, when anything seemed possible. How unlike the real world, as I 
later discovered. 

I remember the sixties as wonderful, exciting times for me. I think some 
positive changes have occurred in this country-in the culture, and in society
as a result of those years, and I am unapologetic for being nostalgic . 

At this opportunity for reflection, I am thankful for a wonderful twenty 
five years and great memories of Yale. 

CALVIN M. MEW 

895 West End Avenue, Apartment 6B, New York, NY 10025 

(2r2) 666-0333 
Bozell, Inc., 40 West 23d Street, New York, NY rooro 

(212) 727-5000 

I have had two lives (or careers) since leaving New Haven. I think it 
would have been unlikely to have had either if I had not attended Yale. Yale 
opened up many new worlds for me, a provincial from northern California. 

The first life was ecclesiastical and scholarly. I attended Union Theologi 
cal Seminary in New York. A Rockefeller Fellowship took me to Union, and 
the Seminary was an alternative to the draft. I planned to stay only one year. At 
Union I was surprised by how compelling the study of religion could be. (No 
doubt at this time of my life I had a lot of questions and I was looking for some 
answers.) 

I graduated from Union and entered the Ph.D. program in religion at 
Columbia University and also prepared for ordination (Presbyterian Church). 

I subsequently taught for five years at Union Seminary and Hunter Col 
lege of the City University of New York. Teaching was for the most part an 
adventure, intellectually stimulating and emotionally rewarding. However, my 
commitment to being a professional scholar weakened over time. The prospects 
of getting a "tenure track" job at a "good" school were not great. The demand 
for New Testament professors (subspecialty, the Gospel of St. Luke) was and is 
not high. 

It was time to make a change. Because my wife and I wanted to stay in 
New York, I decided to enter a business field that was well represented in Man
hattan, advertising. When I made this decision I knew nothing about advertising 
and no one in advertising, but it seemed to be a more logical choice for some
one with my background than, for example, investment banking. 

Second life. Advertising. 
Very surprisingly, it was not difficu lt to get a job. I wrote a letter to a fel-
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low who was featured in an article in the New York Times. 
I joined the advertising agency that was responsible for Chrysler Corpo

ration's marketing, advertising, public relations, and other corporate 
communications. Chrysler at that time was in the midst of major financial diffi
culties . It was quite a change from the ivory tower of the university to joining a 
business group that was fully committed to saving the ninth largest company in 
America. 

It was fun. I did a range of things, copywriting, marketing planning, con
sumer research, strategic planning. Most of the time I thought about a basic 
problem: how to get consumers to consider buying a car from a company that 
they thought was going out of business. Since then, with the exceptions of new 
business work and consulting on some of the agency's other accounts, I have 
worked primarily on the Chrysler business. I've had one sabbatical d~ring which 
I attended the Program for Management Development at Harvard Business 
School. 

In the last fourteen years the agency has gone through two dramatic 
business cycles with Chrysler. Today Chrysler is enjoying strong sales, and 
prospects for the future are good. The advertising agency has been rewarded for 
its work for our largest client and there has been some "trickle-down" to me. I 
am currently Executive Vice President, Managing Director of the agency and 
am responsible for all of our work for Chrysler outside of North America (about 
fifty countries). 

I continue to enjoy my work . 
But I do think regularly about what I am doing in business and ask 

myself what is it that I really want to do ( or should do) with the rest of my life. I 
expect that I will have another vocation. 

I can readily recall how influenced I was by the prophetic and pastoral 
preaching of Bill Coffin (and others) at Battell Chapel. Another teacher was 
Davie Napier, former Master of Calhoun College, with whom I spent a year as 
an assistant chaplain at Stanford University. The experiences and thoughts from 
my time at Union Seminary are stored in my mind, and they will come out and 
will need to be manifest more vigorously in my life someday. I keep in tenuous 
touch with these interests as Vice Chairman of the Board of Directors of Union 
Seminary, but I will do more of this "something else" in the future. 

Personal notes. 
I have been married since 1975 to Paula Saint-Amour. She is a remark 

able woman who has given me much more than I have given in return. 
My health seems good . I ran a New York City Marathon in 1978 and 

will try to do it again in 1998. 

JOHN P. MEYER 

II8 Riverside Driv e, Apartment 5D, New York, NY roo24 
(212) 799-3875 
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HARVEY M. MEYERSON 

No Address Available 

ENS. DANIEL MILLAR , U.S.N. 

No Address Available 

MORDECAI F. MILLER 

24 Great Bay Drive, Somers Point, NJ 08244 

TERRENCE C. MILLER 

169 Oak Court, Menlo Park, CA 94025 

(415) 336- 2666 (ofc.) 
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In 1969 I got married and graduated from Yale. In 1977 I got married 
again and finished anot her Yale degree (Ph.D.) . (I'm not coming back to schoo l 
to find out if we have a real pattern here.) Both second career (computer sci
ence) and second marriage are still doing we ll. Much else has chan ged: location : 
Connecticut to California; religion: Episcopal to pagan. 

WENTWORTH MILLER 

501 Valhalla Drive, Sewickley, PA 15143 
(412) 741-5701 (res.) 
(412) 741- 1900 (ofc.) 

Summer '93 in the upscale river town of Sewickley, Pennsylvania (see 
family photo submitted for this publication). I, the one of distinguished pate, am 
in the company of those I trust we have all come to place before the vain ambi 
tions harbored once upon a time, you know where . From left to right are 
Gillian (twelve), Went III (twenty-one), a junior at Princeton (!?!?), Leigh (ten), 
and Joy, still as crazy about her Yalie as she was back in Silliman days (ha, ha). 

After what in retrospect was a period of proximity to the future famous 
and infamous ( classmate of Hillary; touch football teammate of Clarence; house
mate of a friend of the hu sband of Zoe; almo st the date of Lani), a m ercifu lly 
brief (six-year) career in law evolved into a near decade-and-a-half now of con
ducting the Legal Essay Exam Writing Seminar (win with LEEWS!) in some 
thirty citi es around the country. In short , I was able to return to the academic 
calendar-you know, seasona l work, long vacations - and so far have gotten 
away with it. To all of you who are, are married to, or may know law school 
deans and professors, I want to announce the discovery of the bridge between 
the theoretica l and largely incomprehensible teaching that goes on in law school 
and the goal-oriented practicalities oflawyering. Have seminar, will travel! 
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After twelve years of bustling, hustling, stimulating, but too often vexing 
and sometimes dangerous life in Brooklyn and New York, four years ago we 
escaped to the relative quiet, sanity, and civility (okay, I admit the neighbors are 
kind of boring) of suburban western Pennsylvania. 

No pithy thoughts or reflections. The wisdom I've accumulated thus far 
(more or less all that is needed to keep family, state, and nation on an even 
keel-take more from the rest of the world than they take from you, but be nice 
about it! Do ya hear me, Bill?) is pretty much contained in the foregoing. Here's 
to still kicking twenty-five years later! On to the next twenty-five! Don't trust 
anyone under forty! 

STEPHEN JAMES MILLNER 

160 Lincoln Avenue, Yardley, PA 19067 
(215) 321-9377 

I began my post-Yale life as a professional sculptor and handyman. I 
rejected the "establishment'; and embraced the counterculture "back-to-the
earth" values. I took up residence in northern New Hampshire and absorbed 
five carefree years working and playing. I emerged from this reality with a real
ization that the "establishment" was necessary and was potentially even 
beneficial. I got married (Leanne Poffenberger,July 3, 1973), went to law school 
Q.D. 1978, University of Maine; LL.M. 1983, Wayne State University), and 
entered the real world. Although I could get great jobs and do great work, I 
could not relate to the people who inhabited the corporate and legal establish
ment. 

In 1990 I found my niche-I provide estate planning consultation ser
vices to nonlawyer financial and estate planners, and draft documents (wills, 
trusts, business agreements) for their clients. My clients and professional associ
ates, like me, are individualists and solo practitioners. 

My family ended up in Yardley, Pennsylvania, where I have been serving 
on the Borough Council since 1989 (Vice President in 1993). Leanne and I have 
brought two children, Anna (September 16, 1984) and Philip (May 23, 1989), 
into our family, and they are the primary source of joy in our lives. 

I still try to get to a Grateful Dead concert every couple of years. The 
spirit of the sixties endures. 

What I wish I had learned at Yale: 1) the vital importance of goal-setting, 
and how to do it; 2) the need to maintain balance among the various parts of 
one's life: spiritual, family, occupation, recreation, community service. I think 
that some intensive career counseling should be done, taking into consideration 
personality type, aptitudes, and social orientation (like Johnson-O'Connor 
Foundation) . 

Every couple of years I have an insight or realization that makes me 
think that I have finally grown up. It makes me wonder how I ever managed in 
my prior state of "un-conscious" living . I imagine that in ten years I will look 
back at 1994 the same way. 

I want to thank my classmates who have stood by me during the past 
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tw enty-five years-particularly Bruc e Bolnick and Doreen, Pan Van der Laan, 
and Dave Lawrence. I apologize to those of my classmat es and others whom I 
hurt or offended in my "un-conscious" college days. 

Hobbies: psychedel ic era poster art; stunt kite competition; photography. 
I recently came across the paper banner that was taped to the U-Haul 

trailer th e day I became a resident of Durfee Hall: Yale '42, '68, '69. I hope that 
my Anna and Philip will continue the tradition. My father, Bernard N. Millner, 
M .D. (Calhoun '42), rec en tly attended his fiftieth reunio n. His experience was 
very positive, as I expect my twenty-fifth to be. 

JONATHAN Q. MILLS 

5 Angus Lane, Gre enwich, CT 068 3 r 

Chronogram: 
Yalie Bachelor Hong Kong motorcycle English Teacher; Dylan guitars 

Whiffenpoofs Penner and Tardino, Chinese Woman, oriental mask, GI's, 
Angkor , foreign antiwar demonstrations, inhaling, on Hong Kong TV, cinema, 
Botswana, Sedgewick, and home. 

Maine woods lumb erjac k, Oregon tre e planter, the Cascades, country 
guitars, New Mexico and home. 

N ew York, teacher, Umberto's Clam House, La Puglia, H enning, NYU, 
and Mary Jo marriage Greenwich - bound. St. Lawrence summers, work reality 
test, junior highs, daughter '76, working wife, business school, Hartford Nation
al Bank ten years in no time. Son '78, coaching, swimmers, building hous e, 
making a home, age forty, deat h of dad, and Uncle Jim, loss of job-i s this a 
breakdown?-friends with AIDS (surprise!), counting ble ssings, a consultant, 
20th reunion, perfect daught er, son with a fastball, back to banking, the Adoles
cent, Dylan (he's back?), the Band, guitars and kids. Skiing in Maine, reasons to 
be together , the threats - sex, drugs, guns (!). We have met the enemy and he is 
us. The valuable: AYA, child psych es, perfect daughter, loving wife, talented son, 
all on track, counting blessings balanc ed on the head of a pin precarious and pre
cious; and immutable: ill moth er, in-laws, dutie s, respons ibilitie s, working for 
tuition. Twenty-six-and-a-half yea rs of writer's block; the life of the mind, the 
age of the body, wringing what joy you can. 

RONALD E. MILLS 

200 Maple Avenue, Durham, CT 06422 

(203) 349-0255 

ALAN DAVID MILSTONE 

88 Hall Street, New Haven, CT 06512 



Samuel E. Menaged and children 

Anna and Aaron Mohrman 
(H enry' s children) 

The Wentworth Miller family 

Henry J. Mohmun, Jr . 

Stephen J. Milln er 

Tom Morgan (holding 
pancake message) 



Juan and Susie Montermoso Paul M oore III 

The Daniel Moore family Cleveland Morris 
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CARNEY W. MIMMS III 

r 12 Essex Avenue, Glenridge, NJ 07028 
(201) 429-2762 

DAVID L. MINEHART 

1053 Walker Avenue, Oakland, CA 94610 
(510) 834-5695 

JAMES V. MINOR III 

27 Pelham Lane, Wilton, CT 06897 

LAWRENCE S. MIRKIN 

178 Sherwood Avenue, Toronto M4P 2A8, Ontario, Canada 

(416) 484-6037 

KENNETH R. MISCHN ER 

297 Jefferson Road, Princeton, NJ 08540 

Working in New York as international cou nsel to ASARCO Incorporat 
ed. After Yale, went to law schoo l at the University of Chicago and worked for 
five years at a large Chicago firm. I always loved New York and Greenwich Vil
lage, so I relished th e seven years spent there, during w hi ch I met and married 
J enn y. There have been some ironic surprises since! I now live in Princeton, 
having vowed earl ier never to return to the area of my boarding school, w her e 
we wound up having our we dding. Never thought I would have ch ildr en and 
am th e delighted father of Lindsey, Sarah, and Kaitlin (ages three, four, and sev
en). Family and friends continue to be wha t makes it all worthw hil e. 

EDWARD F. MITCHELL III 

Fabriss, Burgess & Ring, 44 Montgomery Street, Suite 4130, San Francisco, CA 94104 
(415) 982-6393 

CHRISTOPHER S. MOFFI TT 

8rr Church Street, Alexandr ia, VA 22314 
(703) 683-0685 
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HENRY J. MOHRMAN, JR . 

45 Hillvale Driv e, St. Louis, MO 63105 

Work: tax lawyer, business lawyer, gene ral partn er in an investment com
pany, horseman, and restor er of old home s. 

Loves: Mary Beth, same girl as in college days; our two wonderful chil
dren, Aaron (eighteen) and Anna (fifteen); our sixty - year old house; our 
beautiful registered Paint mare, Little Money, and her colt, Dakota Many Col
ors; all the horsemen and hors ewom en with whom I ride and th eir talented 
animals. 

Losses: many dear family memb ers and friends, plus a few legal contests. 
Achievements: a solid winning record with the Int ernal Revenue Service; 

maintaining a top quality law practice as a solo practition er; br eeding, training, 
riding, and showing champion Paint hor ses. 

Disappointments: the many articles th at I plann ed to write, but which I 
never finished. 

Education: B.A., Yale; J.D., Univ ersity of Chicago; postgraduate work in 
tax, accounting, mathematics, and law and economics. 

Memories: an excellent education in the humanities, a lasting benefit in 
my life. 

PATRICK G. MOLTENO 

8 Goldbourne Road, 7700 Kenilworth, Cape, South Africa 

DR. JUAN P. MONTERMOSO 

715 Jur a Way, Sunnyvale, CA 94087 
(408) 749-963 3 

In Jun e of 1969, each of us, I suspect, harbored thoughts of fame and for
tune. Littl e did I realize that on the Old Campus, a Life magazine photographer 
would capture some of the new est Yale alumni from Berkel ey College at com
mencement. So in the Jun e 20th issue of Life, there was a pictur e of me, standing 
with classmat es Vinnie Pitts and Bob Shevlin, und er the bann er proclaiming 
"We Won't Go!" Not even a month as an Old Blue and I was already "famou s!" 

As for th e "fortune" part , that is still in proc ess. Between a master's 
degr ee in computer science and a doctor ate in bu siness (both from the "H" 
school in Massachusetts) , I was lucky enou gh to meet and win the heart of a Fil
ipina named Susie Ramos. W e hav e been bl essed with both a son, Juan , Jr. 
(''Jingo"), who is a member of the Yale class of 1994, and a daught er, Kara, who 
will be graduating from high school in 199 5. After calling Cambridge, M assa
chusetts and then Qu ezon City , Philippines "home, sweet home," we finall y 
settled in Sunnyvale , California, where we have lived for th e last thirt een years. 

Though my interests expanded whi le I was at Yale, I hav e remain ed a 
"t echnoid" at heart. Th e personal computer revolution could not hav e come too 
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soon for m e! I work in int ernat ional marketing for a PC compan y, I have a PC 
at my desk, and I carry around a palmtop PC when I travel. I deskto p publish a 
newsletter for th e Filipino-Am erican Association at my parish, I create PC-bas ed 
slide pr esentation s for professional society seminar s I teach, and I even keep my 
checkbook on a PC. (Good thin g Susie doesn' t trade me in for an upgrad e!) 

Even as the search for "fortune" cont inu es, I have managed to "stop and 
sm ell the flow ers once in a while." In 197 8 I co mpl eted my one_ and only 
marathon in four hours and thirt y-two minutes. (The good new s is that I fin 
ished; the bad news is that I was beaten out by a guy in a wheelchair !) Periodi c 
business trave l has allowed me to sampl e beaches from Bali to Brazil, to sip cof
fee in Sydney and in Switzerland . 

For the past four years I have also been a Yale Alumni Schoo ls Commit 
tee int erviewer here in th e Silicon Valley of California. It has been m eanin gful 
for many reasons. App licant s invariably show a lot of in terest in Yale College. I 
per sonally enjoy talking about my alma mat er. And, mo st importantl y, I feel like 
I am helpin g to shape Yale for the next millennium. 

Looking back after a quarter cent ury , I still treasure tho se und ergraduate 
years. As the last class at an all-male undergraduate Yale, we forced Mother Eli 'to 
come to terms with coeducation. We learn ed to think for ourse lves and chal
lenged the conven tional wisdom. And we fostered lasting bonds with each other. 
It should be fun rem iniscing about the near and distant past. And , as one of th e 
younger (if not youngest) members of the class of '69, I will be looking forward 
to seeing many of my classmates at the fiftieth reunion in 2019! 

GREGORY E. MONTES 

No Address Available 

PETE R P. MONTFORT III 

568 Danbury Road, New Milford , CT 06776 

(203) 757-37 75 

WILLIAM R. MOON 

304 Windsor Avenue, Wayne, PA 19087 

(215) 293-1610 

DANIEL C. MOORE , M.D. 

29 Huntington Stree t, New Haven, CT 06511 

I have had three different relations hip s to Yale. When I was an under
graduate, N ew H aven barely ex isted beyo nd Chapel Street and th e Green. 
When I returned from Boston University M edical School to a Yale psychiatric 
residency, my life was on the other side of the O ak Street Connector, w here th e 
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medical school provided a much more expanded view of New Haven life. 
After I left the full-time faculty for a private practice of psychiatry, spe

cializing in eating disorders, I began to feel more like a resident of New Haven. 
I live in a turn-of-the century house only three blocks from the Divinity School 
with my wife Karen, a clinical social worker, and my two sons, Ari and 
Nathaniel, who are eight and four respectively. Now I see Yale from the per
spective of children, neighborhood, schools and friendships. At times I have 
"townie" feelings and wonder why Yale is not doing more for New Haven, a 
town that badly needs the leadership and knowledge that Yale could offer. 

As a Yalie, I have hopes that Rick Levin, our new president and a long 
time resident of New Haven, will find a way to bring the two closer together to 
solve the pressing problems that both have in coinmon. 

PROF. GENE M. MOORE 

Van Breestraat 190/II, 1071 ZZ Amsterdam, Netherlands 

From Yale to Berlin and Paris, a second false start at Yale, a year in Lon
don, graduate school in Texas and New York, six years in Virginia, and the last 
nine years in Amsterdam like a perpetual summer holiday complete with rain 
and necessary repairs . I'm paid to teach what I would read for free: Conrad and 
Henry James, Faulkner and Ford Madox Ford, still chasing questions set adrift in 
seminars with Kuehn and Thorburn a quarter century ago. Two bright, multilin 
gual daughters and a wife who's a better man than I am. The moral of the story? 
This much at least: a) things happen by chance; and b) chance is never wholly 
accidental. 

JOHN J.C. MOORE,JR., M.D. 

No Address Available 

PROF. MARK H. MOORE 

3 31 Waverley Street , Belmont, MA 02178 

I was sitting on the outskirts of the crowd of excited parents and friends 
jammed into the Old Campus for the Class Day exercises. My oldest daughter, 
Phoebe, was graduating with the Class of 1993. Jodie Foster was scheduled to 
speak . Initially, I was only mildly interested in what she had to say. What could I 
learn from a young movie actress? As she began to talk, however, and to rouse · 
my daughter and her classmates to careers that used their individual talents and 
passions in the cause of social justice, I was drawn back to the heady days of the 
late sixties when we, too, were galvanized by the challenge, and the dream, of 
making a more just society. 

Towards the end of her talk, Ms. Foster introduced an arresting image. 
"The challenge," she said, "was to load up all of one's talent and commitment in 
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the tip of an arrow, an d fire that arrow as str aight and as hard as one could at 
som ething that wa s worth doing." T hat' s a high stan dard to meet. Mo st of us , 
looking back, see that our arro w has wobbled in flight, or landed well befor e it 
hit the target- th e vic tim of crossw inds , or lack of talent, or, most damningly, a 
lapsed commitment, or blurr ed focus. 

Yet, I felt, sitting there on the Old Campus, and thinkin g about th e path 
th at my arrow had flow n , that I had tried to stay true to the aim first taken at 
Yale and that I had b ee n very lu cky in th e way that fate had chosen to use m e . I 
had been lucky in work and love . 

At Yale it became clear what kind of work I loved to do: design solution s 
to public sector probl ems . I also loved to talk, to write, and to teach. Mu ch to 
my great good fortune, th e yea r th at I gra du ated from Yale was th e year that 
Ha rvar d 's Kenn edy School of Governm ent establish ed its Public Policy J?rogram. 
I join ed th e Kenn edy School as a student, got my Ph.D., and join ed the faculty. 

Bein g a Kennedy School faculty m em b er in th e seve nti es and eighti es 
was "no t ju st a job , but an adventure." (Th e quot e is from a button prepared in 
1987 to commemorate Graham Allison's re tir emen t as Dean of the Kenned y 
School.) The challen ge was to build a new kind of professional school that could 
en hanc e th e quality of government we all enjoy ed. T h e result , so far , is admit
tedly far from perfect. We have made many mistakes. Yet, we have succeed ed in 
building the premier p rof essional sch ool of government in th e United States. I 
am proud of the instituti o n (th ough I find I can't help but k eep attacking it for 
various failures) and of my rol e in shapin g it. Ind eed, I don't know what I would 
hav e been if not a Kennedy School prof essor. It is hard to im agin e anyth ing that 
could hav e match ed my interests, aspirations , and talents more perfec tly. 

My friends will recall that I married my prep schoo l girlfri en d, Martha 
Church, at th e end of m y junior year at Yale. We hav e since had three childr en 
together: Phoebe, twenty-one (Yale Class of '93); Tob y, eightee n (Yale Class of 
'96); and Gaylen, fourteen. I say "toget h er," but in all honesty, the "toget h er
ness" has been Marth a's wo rk. Martha made our family the ce ntral focus of her 
exce ption al talent, ener gy, and jud gmen t. (In th is respect, I think I am th e last 
lu cky man in Am eri ca .) As part of th is work sh e h as patiently and skillfull y 
tau ght m e ho w to be a good hu sband and father. The rewa rds are deeply satisfy
in g; I am safely swa ddl ed in clo se family tie s, shield ed from lon elin ess arid 
despair. 

Shortly after Phoebe's recent graduation from Yale , Marth a and I cele
brat ed our tw enty - fifth anniversary. And Martha did ano th er ext raord inary 
thin g. She gave me a n ew M azda Mi ata ! It is hard to exp lain how much thi s 
m eant to me . It was at once a sign that M artha recogniz ed and app recia ted the 
fact that I had worked hard for a long tim e, and made important sacrifices for the 
family; and a buoyant invitation not only to spen d the n ext twe nt y-fi ve yea rs 
together, but also to have fun doing it! So, I'm trave lling down the road-great 
goo d fortune in the past, wi ld optimism about the future, and a steady partn er at 
my side. The color of the car? Why blu e, of course! 
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PAUL MOORE III 

1701 Tacoma Avenue, Berkeley, CA 94707 

(510) 524-5329 

Well! When I grad uated from Yale, I had tuberculosis-not diagnosed 
until the following spring when I was hospitalized for five months. I came out of 
that experience a different guy-sudden ly I was interested in questions of life 
and death. My intensive study of cross-cultural views of psychology, religion, 
and meditation continues to this day, and I can actually say it was fortunate that 
I was so ill in 1969. I never recovered my full energies, so I have to pick and 
choose what I do, but I now enjoy working as a clinical psychologist, an eigh
teen -y ear marriage (!), thr ee w ild sons (one named Eli), daily meditation, and 
weekly in-your-face basketball. 

Education: M.A. in creat ive writing, Ph.D. in clinical psychology. 
Disappointments: easily my grea test disappointment was spending ten 

years writing three novels and never finding a publisher. I realize many writers 
have this experience, but it was a bitter pill. I longed for the days when I could 
publish whatever I wanted in the Yale Daily News. 

As part of our gene ration , I'm disappointed we haven't made more 
progress in resolving problems of race conflict and poverty. I'm pleased we sup
ported movements to demilitarize America. 

At Yale I found out I loved to write for the News, and I still write articles 
and reports. I enjoyed knowing so many bright and bizarre friends. If I did it 
over, I wouldn't put so much pressure on myself and, instead, wo uld play more 
tennis and basketball. Also, how did we survive without the ladies? What a stu
pid concept! 

My work is clinical psychology with chi ldren and adults-I'm quite sat
isfied wi th it , although in general, I think work is overrated. I've found I have a 
way w ith children - surprising myself 

I've enjoyed traveling (research and pleasure) to Africa, India , and down
town Berkeley, where there's a greater variety of foreign immigrants and local 
weirdos than anywhere I've been. 

I love my wife and children most of the time. 
I think the Class of 1969 was the most spectacular class ever to appear on 

the face of the earth. But I'm not sorry I never learned those idiotic Yale songs. 

THOMAS R. MOORE, M.D. 

Division of Perinatal Medicine, Code 843 3, 200 West Arbor Drive, 
San Diego, CA 92103 

(619) 543-5400 

Pluses: tenured at University of California, San Diego; published a text
book; made Captain in the Navy; eldest daughter grad uated from Yale College 
'93; still very happily marrjed to Peggy; three children still at home. 

Minuses: work-centered lifestyle; not sailing enough; not running 
eno ugh. 
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Concerns: our environmenta l legacy; our "values" legacy. 
Best memories: th e 1905-06 gang; study breaks in the Silliman "Butt"; 

Cleopatra and the Seizures; Tang Cup practices. 

JESSE A. MOORMAN III 

No Address Available 

KENYON M. MORGAN 

8700 Oakmont Drive, Oklahoma City, OK 73 I 3 I 

(405) 478-4127 

THOMAS C. MORGAN 

I I Westminster Way, Westborough, MA or 58 r 

I've been wrestling with this for weeks-not wanting to miss this oppor
tunity to communicate something through this book, but not really comfortable 
with the witty things I could think of Frequently I've reflected on the fact that 
I've never read anything any other Yale graduate has written in his (or her
there have been some) twenty-fifth reunion books. Faced with the deadline, 
clarity arrived: what a great scheme to sell these books! I can only hop e that the 
chief purveyors of guilt about not contributing, Brian Dowling and Tom 
McNamee, have worked out a cut for themselves-thus showing what they've 
learned in twenty-five years. 

I can't say for sure if it was Yale or just age, but I think that during the 
last twenty-five years I' ve seen some light shed and some truth revealed. The 
virtue and curse of being at Yale was to understand one's own abilities and situa
tion, and gain a view of the possi biliti es. Often the result is a lingering 
dissatisfaction, and lifelong prods for "driven men" such as we to accomp lish 
much, but be satisfied by littl e. 

So in the spirit of light and truth, I try to recognize and describe what 
life has so far provided me. It' s best summed up as "great good fortune." 

First and foremost, during thi s part of my life I've enjoyed a marriage 
with Donn a Nyiri, in whom I have immense faith and trust. We've worked hard 
at the task of raising our three childr en, Dale, Meredith and Glen; and we're 
cautiou sly optimistic about their futures. We hope they have children ju st lik e 
them. 

At this writing we've been in Westborough, Massachusetts, for n early 
sixteen years and have become quite act ive in the local Congregational Church 
and in school activities. We continue close friendshi ps with some of those we've 
met from Yale days, Army service, my time teaching in the New Ha ven schools, 
and through our life in Westborough-with them all, the years melt away. 

During most of the time since graduating I'v e worked for Data General, 
a small and pugnacious computer manufacturer. By and large my roles have 
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invol ved helping others be successfu l using the company's product s. Along th e 
way, wi th Do nna's support, I com pleted an M .B.A. at Babson College. 

Well, a qui ck close. Bri an/ To m : put me down to help with the fiftieth 
reunion book. If nothing else , count on me for anoth er page-I'm go ing to try 
to be around. 

CLEVELAND M. MORRIS 

1903 West Street, Wilmington, DE 19802 

(302) 658- 3528 (res.) 

(302) 594-1104 (ofc .) 

Following our gradua tion I attended graduate schoo l in Eng land at th e 
University of Manchester and the Bristol Old Vic Theatre School, receiving 
diplomas in stage directing. M y first job, on return ing to the U.S., was as Visit
ing Artist in R esidence at th e University of Missouri/Kansas City. 

Findin g that I wou ld far rather pursue a more hazardous career in th e 
prof essional theatre than lan guish in th e cushier berth of academia, I moved to 
New York in r972 and followed a convoluted, usually uph ill path in "the busi
ness." Thi s course invol ved som e stage managing, producing, and dir ect ing, as 
well as wor k at WNYC-TV and in magazine journ alism . I cont inued teaching, 
which helped foo t many a rent bill and provided a grow in g level of satisfaction 
too. 

In 1978 I set out to pur sue my brightest dream: founding my own 
regional theatre compa ny. This brou ght me back- w ith more pointed irony 
than I can expr ess, but for a var ie ty of irr efutab ly pra ctical reasons-to my 
hometown of Wilmington, Delaware. The D elaware Theatre Company is going 
strong, preparing to launch its fifteenth season, and has brou ght m e more fulfill
ment than I ever imagined. 

Being Artistic Dir ector of even a relatively small company is a complete
ly absorbin g job. Hour s unoccupied by its respons ibiliti es are spent in a variety of 
community service activit ies. Current and recent boar d m em bership s includ e: 
Delaware Humanities Forum, Town and Cou nt ry Co ncerts, Arts Curriculum 
Steering Committee for the State of Delaware, Preservation D elaw are, and 
Delaware Theatre Association. Additiona lly, I host a week ly interv iew program 
on WILM News Radio; serve frequently as a narra tor for the Delaware Sym
phon y and other musical ensemb les throughout the state; and write occasional 
Opinion pieces for the local newspaper. 

I have received a mo dest number of awards, includin g Philadelphia Dra
ma Critics Awa rd (twice) and was recen tly named "M ost Influ ential Art s Leader 
in the State" in Delaware Today magazine's "Best of Delaware - r993" issue. 

I am increasingly interested in returnin g to the creat ive we llsprin g that 
got me started in this way oflif e in the first place . A six-month sabb atical in r99r 
restored my flagging confide nce that I might be able to do so. I now believe that 
even in the middle years new beginnings are possible . It is simply harder to come 
by the courage to make them happen. 

Althou gh I have returned to New Ha ven only tw ice sinc e 1969, my four 
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years at Yale College have travelled with me everyw here . I am constantly grate
ful for the resources Yale provid ed me. 

FREDERICK W. MORRIS 

4854 Russell Avenue South, Minneapolis, MN 55410 
(612) 926-7549 (res.) 

(612) 335-1530 (ofc.) 

My wife is Connie Noterman. We have two boys: Zachary will be seven 
on August 29th (1993) and Andy was five on March 7th. My family is my love 
and the leveling force in my life. I work as a lawy er, but regard so many other 
jobs as more useful and socially beneficial. While I don't hat e trying lawsuits or 
being a lawyer, I would not hope for eith er Zac h or Andy to do it. The longer I 
do it, the more certain I am that it is a bullshit game. Fortunat ely for me, I have 
been well adapted to it. The only serious question left is how long I will do it. 

I didn't marry until I was thirty-eight. I just never met anyone before 
Connie with whom I felt I wanted to spend the rest of my life. I had many 
lov es, but none I wanted to age with. Connie is probably the most evenly bal
anced person I've ever met. And I lov e the fact that she does not have an 
Eastern, privately educated background. 

Th e "guys" are my good friends, although small ones. I cannot imagin e 
that th ey one day will be grown. It has been so sweet and comfo rting to have 
them as little guys who can climb around on me without risk of breaking one of 
my ribs. 

I came to Minnesota in 1975 simply because I liked it. I knew no one 
here. I lo ve the outdoors and hav e annually canoed in th e BWCA along the 
Canadian bord er. We built a log cabin on a lake in the woods not far from the 
BWCA, and I find great peace and comfort there. I saw my first timber wolf a 
few weeks ago, after nearly twenty years of canoeing and packing in the woods. 
It was one of the biggest thrills of my life. It was all the more special because 
Connie, Zach, and Andy saw it as well. Give me a canoe, a fishing pole, and six 
cold beers, and I am as close to my version of heaven as I am likely to get. 

I appreciate Yale as I get more distance from it. Until only a few years 
ago I had no Yale logo hats, sweatshirts, etc. , because it seemed too much to 
wear that stuff Now I have a baseball cap I wear out while running. I look back 
with great fondness on my football experience at Yale and have affection for the 
members of our teams in 1967 and 1968. I was too shy, in a way, to get to know 
any of th em very well while I was there. Yale was pretty intimidating for a kid 
from a small Indiana town who had not been East of Dayton , Ohio, before 
1965. I now look back with respect and emotion at Yale. It was a crucible of 
great change for me. 

Anyway , I plan to be there next year for the reunion. 
P.S. The . most important single year of my life, and the one about which 

I feel th e most proud, was my year as a VISTA volunt eer in I 969-70 in the inner 
city in Kansas City, Missouri. 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

KIMBALL H . MORSMAN 

820 Potts Lane, Bryn Mawr, PA 19010 

(215) 527- 1444 

PROF. GARY SAUL MORSON 

215 Adler Driv e, Libertyville, IL 60048 
(708) 362-2172 

Personal: married (for second time, Jane) happily, to a woman with 
whom I read novels aloud in good old nin eteent h century style; hav e a thr ee
year-old daughter, Emily, who loves words and delights her parents. 

Professional: named to an endowed chair, and hav e published several 
books on Russian lit era ture and the th eory ofliterature. Have profited and .suf
fered from being the intellectual taboo br eake r; now challenging the governing 
theories and the tide of politically correct conformism on campus. 

Wishes: to hear from my old Yale friends, whom I miss. 

STEPHEN L. MOSKO 

40544 San Fran cisqu ito Canyon Road, Green Valley, CA 91350 

DR. STEPHAN J. MOTOWIDLO 

2140 NW 7th Lane, Gainesville, FL 32603 

MICHAELE . MUELLER 

1605 Roger Court, El Cerrito, CA 94530 
(510) 233-09 22 

E. ERIC MUIRHEAD , JR. 

3423 Woodbriar Drive, Hou ston , TX 77068 

STEVEN H. MULLEN 

l l l I 8 Franklin Avenue, Cu lver City, CA 90230 
(3 ro) 204-5690 

Married attorney Nancy L. Gulish of Worcester, Massachusetts, February 
4, r978, in Beve rly Hills; son Maxwell Conrad (in honor of Joseph Conrad) 
born November r8, 1985; son "unnamed" as of thi s writing, expected Novem
ber r2, 1993. Wrote and directed feature film with coproducer/alumnus Nick 
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Paindiris, June 1971; wrote severa l paperbacks under a variety of pseudonyms. 
Currently building a copywriting/ editing service into full-fledged P.R. firm here 
in West Los Angeles, while seeking new opportunities in books and movies. 

LEE C. MUNDELL 

Hunter, Maclean, Exley & Dunn, P.C., P.O. Box 9848, Savannah, GA 31412 

(912) 236-0261 

In response to your request for information ... 
I have given up my nomad heritage and have become a perma nent resi

dent of Savannah, Georgia. My first real life job training was with the U.S. Air 
Force, which allowed me to take an all expenses paid ex ten ded tour of the 
country and skies of Vietnam. 

Upon grateful return to the U.S. of A., I com pleted an M.B.A. and then 
went to law school at the University of Georgia in Athens. There I met my love
ly classmate and bride, Melissa. After marriag e and graduation we moved to 
Savannah where I practiced law with forty-something other lawyers (primarily 
medical malpractice defense and other forms of defensive law), while Melissa does 
th e same for the Unit ed States in the U.S. Attorney's Office. Living and working 
in Savannah's historic district brings with it a one-mile commute to the office. 

Five years ago we were joined by the twins, Sarah and Carter, whose 
arrival definitely altered our view of life and made us highly profici ent in Sesame 
Street-speak and Barney lore. I am now learning T-Ball, ballet, Tae Kwon Do, 
and all sorts of things I never even dreamt of. For adult amusement, we are still 
involv ed in th e histori c preservation effort in Savannah and other (more usual) 
battles against time. 

The m essage I take from all this is that nothing turns out the way you 
expect it to and, in large part, that is the fun of it. 

DAVID T. MURRAY , M.D. 

836 Prudential Drive, Suite 1402, Jacksonville, FL 32207 

(904) 396-0450 

BRUCE T. MYERS 

32 Orion Club Drive, Ashton, MD 20861 

DAVID J. MYLENBUSCH 

726 Co lwyn Terrace, Deerfield, IL 60015 

(708) 945 - 8753 
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E . BURRNASH 

950 Scott Street, Oakland, CA 94610 

JOHN ERIC NELSON 

203 r Turtle Pond Drive, Reston, VA 22091 

(703) 476-9 877 
2000 L Stree t, Suite 702, Washington , DC 20036 

(202) 296-2739 

Current work: Managing Dir ector of the Washington, D. C ., office for th e 
Pearlman Group , a Los Angeles-based marketing communications firm specializ
ing in "cause -relat ed marketing," servi ng large compa nies like G.M., Chevrolet, 
Pepsico, Di scovery Channel, Seagram's, etc.; partner in the Washington, D.C., 
Enterprise Strategy Group, a comp any developm ent firm serving new compan ies 
and established ones creat ing new vent ures. 

Loves: marri ed twenty years to Kim Ballard (Wellesley '69) whom man y 
Jon ath an Edwards friends will rem ember, a m ezzo sop ran o in the Washington 
Opera; daughter Bergen (seventee n) and son Eric (thir teen) . 

Education: master's in history/p sych from University of Michigan ('74). 
Offices: elected to citizen councils in Muir Beach, California, and Reston, 

Virginia. 
Unusual: ten years a member of San Franci sco Zen Center includin g two 

years in Tassajara Zen mon astery with wife and you ng daughter. 
Playful: play tenni s and more recently squash almost every morning. 
Honors: self-pro claim ed Pr esident of th e "Grant Hill Fan Club" based on 

·· his play in R es ton and my admira tion of his parents Calvin and Jan et (a Welles
ley bud dy of my wife). 

Dreams: to win some 45 , 50, 60, 70, 80 and 90 age gro up tennis and/ or 
squash tournaments over the next half- cent ury ; to invest in and prom ote a new 
kind of decathlon for the aging country club athlete (swim , go lf, tennis, run , lift, 
thro w, etc .); to raise a venture fund for new comp anies featuring environm ent 
serv ic es/pro du cts an d sole propri etors hips/ community-owned bu sinesses that 
help empo we r low income po pula tions; to prom ote a inulticulturally tolerant, 
freedom loving world society that learns how to live within its means financ ial
ly, environm enta lly, and psychologically in a sustainab le polit ical/l egal 
framework; to build brid ges among compan ies, commu nit ies, cultur es; to exte nd 
awareness in myself and of the won ders of th e universe; to help crea te commu 
ni ty-ba sed production/residential centers featuring share d equi ty, beautiful 
sur roundings, lo ts of mu sic, fun, meditation and spor ts- a plac e to grow old 
with others and die wit h dignity and peace and lots of money to pass on. 

KEITH D. NELSON 

2490 Exton Road, H atboro, PA 19040 

(215) 674-8683 
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Biopoem At 2 5 

Science teacher, 
Marriage featured, 
Lutheran preacher, 
We called Virginia home . 

Husband, father, 
Looking forward, 
Moving Northward, 
More of life to come . 

Production venture, 
Patent pending, 
Sales and travel, 
Plans unravel, 
Found a partner, 
Built a business, 
That was it for then. 

Had some profits, 
Added partners, 
Sold the business, 
Now I could return. 

Studies featured, 
Psychology creature, 
Back to teacher, 
Onward, Ph.D. 

Father, mother, 
Daughter, older, 
Looking forward, 
Growing closer, 
That's the life for us. 

SCOTT M. NELSON, M.D. 

8281 Windham Drive, Mentor, OH 44060 

(216) 974-8616 

Rolling Stone Begins to Gather Moss: I recently tallied up all my various 
home addresses since college and counted sixteen. The current one has been 
home, however, for seven years, and will likely remain home for seventeen 
more. So friends, please write the address in ink this time. The journey has 
included medical school in Cincinnati, residencies in Indianapolis and Denver, 
and four years in the Indian Health Service in Arizona. Then a brief detour 
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throu gh Portland, Main e, to my present (and boyhood) hom e in M entor , Ohio. 
I may have once feare d being stifled by a return, but have in fact found 

the experience lib erating. Almost-forgotten con nections with people from my 
past becom e reborn . On e can view one's roots w ith an outsider's pe rspective . 

Standard American Family, Without Apologies: Jean and I met in Denve r in 
1978, married in 1983, and no w have a son Patrick (seven) and a daught er Susan 
(six). J ean is an accountant who accepted a promotion to homemaker a few years 
back. Th e kids are warm, fun-loving, unique creatures who keep us good com
pany. Perhaps the greatest bl essing of all is that they actually get along with each 
other. We continually give thanks for this and hop e it lasts. So far, so good! My 
wife and parents have also deve loped a stron g frie nd ship , anoth er bl essin g to 
count. 

The Mission, Part II: Somewhere back as a bri ght, overly self- conscio us 
kid, I developed the notion th at I had a Mission in life that would have a major 
effect on th e world. As tim e has gone by, this Mi ssion has been progressively 
scaled back to reality, a welcome transition. It was such a burden and so abstract. 
My goal now is to learn about life piece by piece, and to do some small , but tan
gible wo rthwhil e thing s along the way . No midlife crisis appears to be imminent. 

Brag Sheet: A swee t wife and two lovable childr en are not to be taken for 
granted. Joining twelve other doctor s and erec ting a large medical office building 
has been an educat ion in business and real estate, w hich hop efully w ill remain 
painless. Simply having friends and neighb ors as pa tient s in my ENT practice, 
and being on occasion abl e to do something sign ificant for th em, mak es it all 
make sense. 

Boola Boola: Yale, to m e, was sort of a giganti c hot tub, bubbling with 
opposing ideas-a n exci tin g place, liberating, in th at one could balance oneself 
betwee n co mpe ting arguments without being swep t away by any . Yalies have 
always been an intense lot, go in g very far in very man y diff erent directions. I 
loved my tim e at Yale and find th e reunions almost as amazing . 

VALENT INE JORDAN NESBIT II 

3304 Picwood Road, Tampa, FL 33618 

(813) 931-0537 

Three ch ildr en, two gran dchildr en. Owner wi th w ife, El eanor, of A 
Choice Nanny, a nanny re fer ral agency. Love to travel. Best trip-K enya. We 
hop e to go to Tanzania in the next few years. This year, May 1993, Vancouver, 
Victoria, and British Colu mbia . 

Enj oy theater. M y wife and I are vo lunt eer ushers at the Tampa Bay Per
forming Arts Center. Best show-Les Mis. 

RONALD A. NETTER 

108 Huntington Stree t, New Ha ven, CT 065II 
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MARK W. NEWHOUSE 

· Newark Star-Ledger, Star Ledger Plaza, Newark, NJ 07101 

For the past twenty-fiv e years I'v e been mainly occupied with raising a 
family and working hard in my business . 

I marri ed Lorry Whitehead, whom I met in New Haven as a senior, in 
1974. We have two children: Jesse (seventeen), a senior at Morristown-Beard, 
and Charlotte (fifteen), who is a tenth-grad er at Andover. 

We lived in New York City for a while and then moved to Short Hills 
and then Summit in New Jersey, where we live now. 

Since graduating from Yale I've worked in my family's newspaper busi
ness at various newspapers, from Staten Island to Pascagoula, Mississippi, to 
Portland, Oregon, and in various positions 'from reporter and pressman on up . 

I'm now based at The Star-Ledger in Newark, New Jersey, with responsi 
bilities in several other states. It's a family business-an anachronism in a 
corporate world-and that makes it very rewarding. Newspapering is frantic, 
chaotic, and full of feedback. I wouldn't trade it for anything. 

When I'm not working, you'll probably find me fly-fishing, traveling, 
skiing, or listening to music. I'm also presently Vice Pr esident of Far Brook 
School in Short Hills, New Jersey, and President of the New York City Opera. 

STEPHAN F. NEWHOUSE 

74 Whittredge Road, Summit, NJ 07901 

(908) 522-0429 

Managing Dir ecto r of Morgan Stanley & Company, Inc. in New York 
City, currently responsible for new issue bond business in noninv estment grade 
sector and emerging countries. 

Married to Judith Wynn Newhouse in 1970. Three sons: Jamie (seven
teen); Chris (fourteen); and Steve (eleven). 

HOWARD HERMAN NEWMAN 

80 Central Park West, Apartment 12F, New York, NY 10023 

(212) 496-1910 

SCOTT D. NEWMAN 

21 Kipp Street, Chappaqua, NY 10514 

(914) 946-7651 
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WILLIAM A. NEWMAN 

30 East 85th Street, Apartment 4B, New York, NY 10028 
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I am eagerly looking forward to the second half of my life. During the 
first half I was blessed with two wonderful children: my daughter, Romy, who 
enters Yale as a freshman in September 199 3; and my son, Ted, who is in the 
sixth grade at St. Bernard's School in New York City. Although my father died 
in the summer of 1991, my mother is hale and hearty, and we are the closest 9[ 

friends. 
The first half of my life also afforded me considerable career satisfaction . 

Since leaving Yale and completing law schoo l at Ann Arbor, I have worked at 
three New York law firms. I served my apprenticeship with the venerable firm 
of Debevoise & Plimpton for three years and then moved on to the entrepre
neurial setting of Richards & O'Neil. Nine lawyers at the start, the firm had 
grown to twelve when I became a partner in 1979 and to nin ety on my depar
ture in 1990. For three years I have been a partner at Blumenthal & Lynn e. We 
are a small firm (five lawyers in New York and five in Los Angeles). Most of my 
work involves the financing of motion pictur es or lon g-form television pro
gramming, as well as those companies that produce and distribute these forms of 
entertainment, and includes merger and acquisition work in that industry. My 
clients includ e both New Line Cin ema Corporation and Miramax Film Corpo
ration . Th ese organizations are filled w ith enthusiastic, int elligent, and 
demanding people, making my work dynamic and challenging. I also get to see 
a dozen movies a month, which provides steady satisfaction for a lifelong passion. 

Recently I have spent a fair amount of time in Southern California. New 
York remains attractive, and Los Angeles has its allure as we ll. Both cities have 
people filled w ith energy and intelligence, but the somewhat slower pac e, the 
climate, the natura l setting, and the raw newness of Los Angeles captivate me. I 
would not be surprised were I to move there. 

I look to even greater satisfact ion in the years ahead with personal rela
tionships with my family and friends and am hopeful that I will also realize some 
career achievements. The accomp lishments I want are those that can stay with 
me wherever and whatever happens. I would prefer to stay away from those that 
can be spent or squandered or that evaporate as surely as most things seem to do. 

WING-CHIU NG 

No Address Available 

ROY I. NIEDERMAYER 

Shawn, Mann & Ni ederma yer, 1850 M Street, NW, Washington, DC 20036 
(202) 778-0680 



Mark and Martha Moore ·and children The Lee C. Mundell family, "a typical work day in Savannah" 

Fred Morris, Connie Noterman, and sons Andy and Zachary Mark W. Newhouse 



Melissa, Keith, and Polly Nelson 

Scott and Jean Nelson 

John G. O'Leary 

Patrick Nelson (Scott's son) Susan Ne lson (Scott's daughter) 

John ]. O'Leary, Patricia Cepeda, and daughters Alejandra and Gabriela 
'-.. 
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CLAES M. NILSSON, M.D. 

4A Kirkland Place, Cambr idge, MA 02138 

(617) 491-7037 

JAMES STANFORD NIPPES 

Heidelberg & Woodliff, P.O. Box 23040,Jackson, MS 39225 
(601) 968-8436 · 

BRADLEY NITKIN 

r 55 Pecksland Road, Greenwich, CT 0683 l 
(203) 661-7203 

From the day we arrived at Yale and heard Kingman Brewster tell us we 
were selected as a thousand fut.ure leaders, I always assumed that my Yale educa
tion would direct me into public servi ce. I studied political science, involved 
myself in public service, and assumed that afte r graduation I would spend my 
career in diploma tic or governmen tal service . After graduation I joined the staffs 
of Congressman Ogden Reid and then mayor John Lindsay to try to experience 
government from the top down and spent a year working with VISTA in Los 
Angeles to see th e world from the bottom up. Then I went to law schoo l with 
th e assumption that the law was the best vehicle to change and improve the 
world. 

To my surpr ise law school led me to a job with a major New York City 
law firm. After practicing law for about five years, I broke away with four other 
yo ung associates and formed my own law firm, whe re I practiced real estate and 
tax law as a senio r partner. During this time my wife, who had her own career 
in real estate, and I began to acquire and develop commerc ial real estate for our 
own accoun t in New York and Connecticut. About five years ago, when the 
first of our two ch ildren was born, my wife left the foll-time real estate business 
to devote her full time to raising our two children, and I left th e practice of law 
to devote my full time to the development and management of our real estate. I 
work hard, my business has thrived, and I get great satisfaction from controlling 
my own business. 

My greatest happin ess, however, comes closest to hom e. I am happily 
married and am very involved in raising our two yo un g children, Sophie (six) 
and Andrew (five). Instead oflooking outward to find happin ess through chang 
in g the world, I feel today that my greatest satisfaction comes from the time I 
spend with my family when we share common experiences and feelings. 

Although I no longer aspire to a career in government or politics, I have 
found a role in helping others through my involvement with the United Jewish 
Appeal. I have been very involved over the years with its National Young Lead
ership Cabinet and now serve as Chairman of the Greenwich Jewish Federation. 
I have made numerous trips to Israel and to the Soviet Union on behalf of UJA 
and have shared wonderful times, exper iences and feelings with other UJA lead-
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ers and the peop le we have served. 

ELIOT NORMAN 

10702 Baypines Lane, Richmond, VA 2323 3 

(804) 741-4 210 
Thompson & M cMu llan, 100 Shoc koe Slip , Richmond, VA 23219 

(804) 649-75 45 
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Going back to Yale '69 goes back a long ways. I started off really yo un g 
at seventee n, did the PoliSci Seminar thing Freshman year; played a lot of piano, 
and hun g out with Hazelton and Newhouse sophomor e year; spent my junior 
year in Pari s rooming w ith Steve Dauer; came back with Annette sen ior year; 
duck ed my draft notice by teach ing schoo l; did Boston College Law School after 
every oth er law schoo l rejected me; went to Washington, D .C., to be a trust
buster for Ju stice, th en the U.S. Attorney's Office in Virginia; and here I am, 
forty-five, and typing the se notes. Over the years I have treasured the friendship 
of the few classmates with whom I have kept in tou ch , parti cularly Har ry ·wise, 
Marc Klein, and Dick Tucker. And I have felt some pride in readin g about the 
many others who have done some significant thin gs or found some happiness or 
both. 

It 's int eresting that the questionnaire puts "work" ahead of "loves" and 
puts "loves" in plural; meaning "work" is always just "wo rk " althou gh still No. 
I , but " loves" has a rainbow of meanings and personae eve n if it rates No. 2. 

Then it goes on to "achi eve ment s," the softer word "disappoint ments" instead 
of failu res, "e du cat ion , honors, offices, awards" but then says "no curriculum 
vitae please." But my thanks to Brian and Tom for making a big effort in gett ing 
our asses in gea r for thi s yearbook. Most of us, includ ing m e, barely make the 
effort to reconnect and hardly contr ibut e $$$ w hile w istfully reading Doones
bury to see how much the characters still look like the people we kn ew. And 
true to form I wi ll have to find the fax num ber to get these notes in on tim e, 
being typed on the night of Jul y 12th. 

On the who le, the Stones' " I Can't Get No Satisfaction," while one of 
the stron g songs of our sixties, look s only playful now, nothing lyric-wise nex t to 
what our teenagers listen to, and hardly threatening or an anthem for some thin g. 
I heard it on the radio last n ight driving home from sailing on Chesapeake Bay 
in Virginia and Jagger sound s so young and inno cent. More importa nt , from th e 
folks from '69 I have run into, I think we got satisfaction, espec ially in the last 
five years or so. 

For me, "love" ahead of "work" became the defining thin g, althou gh it 
took a long time for me to let No. 2 pull ahead of No. I in my head. My tru e 
love of college days, Annette, whom I met in Naples on my twe ntie th birthd ay 
and w ho came over from Belgium to help coedua te Yale sen ior year, is still tak
ing care of me as I go through forty-five years plus. With Annette I got to spend 
a coup le of crazy summers canal ba rging through France, got ado pt ed by her 
French-speaking family, and spend a lot of tim e schemin g ho w to get over there 
for our golden years. I needed the backdrop of a waterfa ll on a beach in Greece 
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to get this beautiful person to fall in love with me. Amazingly, she still loves me 
as we share the ups and downs. 

Of course while I was chasing the goals of "work" Annette largely raised 
my other loves, Corine (seventeen) and Valerie (nineteen) . Valerie is a modern 
dancer at Connecticut College, and Corine is great company and all-around fun 
while finishing up high school. They give me a lot of "love ya" and very little 
grief 

Another love is piano, which I am playing more than ever due to getting 
asked to play for the choir at the Unitarian Church. All of which has led to a lot 
of Schubert and Rachmaninoff of late and listening to Corine play my old 
pieces. 

For the last dozen years or so I have practiced law with a compatible 
bunch of guys in a town which has not gotten too big to not know each other 
and where we try to take interesting cases. The result is a sixteen-person firm 
where the work atmosphere is collegial, there is a sense of justice in what we do, 
but the money is just okay. I only knock myself for trying to do too much, too 
long, working too hard and weekends like I was running scared (of what??), par
ticularly in the thirty-something years. Friends claim the girls and Annette have 
caused me to slow down and mellow, as hard as that can be to believe for those 
who knew me back in New Haven . Lately, I have gotten halfway out oflitiga 
tion and into immigration work, where I have met some fascinating people 
while encouraging foreign businesses to relocate to Virginia. 

About ten years ago Annette and I wrote in to the Yale Alumni Magazine 
inviting any acquaintances to come by, get reacquainted, or share a new adven
ture together. That invite still is out there and we would love to see any 
classmate passing through Virginia. 

PROF. VICTOR D. NORMAN 

Saudalen 18, N-5085 Morvik, Norway 

FRANK M.· NORTHAM II 

5930 Wilton Road, Alexandria, VA 223 IO 

On a very pleasant Sunday afternoon I would much rather read a good 
book and listen to good music (it could be baroque, classical, jazz, or sixties rock 
and roll-they are all good to me) than write some autobiographical or soul
searching sketch for our class secretaries and taskmasters. But they claim that the 
class directory will not be complete without a short dissertation concerning my 
life and times. 

I would prefer settling down by the fireplace with a bottle of wine and 
engaging in one of those bull sessions that we so much enjoyed at Yale. That's 
the atmosphere for sharing life experiences. Since I cannot do that with you all 
right now, here is a little bit of background for when next we get together. 

As many of you did, I chose law school as the entryw~y to a fulfilling 
career and, after a brief interruption ( courtesy of Uncle Sam), I found that the 
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law was my forte. I moved to Washington, D .C ., in 1974 and have been in pri
vate practice there ever since. Two divorces interfered with my total enjoyment 
oflife, but I am now content with my dog, my friends, my work, and the con 
stant stimulus that life "inside the Beltway" provides . "Content" is the key term. 
I do not have the fame or riches of Edward Bennett Wi lliams, F. Lee Bailey, or 
Alan Dershowitz, but I enjoy what I do and I have the leisure time to pursue 
"life after work." 

Speaking of which, I want to get back to that good book and good 
music and to luxuriate in this fine Sunday afternoon. But, the next time you are 
in the Washington area, stop by-I can always forego a good book for good 
conversat ion. 

J. HUGHES NORTON III 

Internationa l Management Group, 1 Erieview Plaza, Suite 1300, Cleveland, OH 44114 
(216) 522-1200 

RAYMOND S. NUNN 

Old Post Road, Route 121, Pound Ridge, NY 10576 
(914) 763-6615 

REV . WILLIAM D . OBALIL 

1307 Berkenshire Lane, Elk Grove Village, IL 60007 
(708) 364- 1009 

ARMEN M. ODABASHIAN 

No Address Available 

ODUNAYO OLAGUNDOYE 

Plot 271, Ajose-Adeogun Street, Victoria Island Ext ensio n, Lagos, Nigeria 

JOHN G. O'LEARY 

31A Grove Street, Chestnut Hill , MA 02167 
(617) 739-9772 

We ll, I haven't quite gotten around to raising a family yet (I think .I was 
engaged once though). I figure at my age I shouldn't rush into these things. 

What have I been up to? After leaving academia for Hollywood twenty
five years ago, I spent the seventies playing in a variety of bands, or solo, doing 
concerts and club dates with folks like Joni Mitchell, Muddy Waters , Eric Clap-
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ton, and the Grateful Dead. But it was all too much for one Irish Catholic kid to 
handle, and after a series of metanoic experiences (precipitated by megadoses of 
TM, est, yoga, and macrobiotics), I retreated from the worldly concerns of my 
peers and , in the spirit of "doing my own thing," pursued a perhaps less practical 
lifestyle appropriate to the times. Yes, that's right: I became a corporate trainer 
and consultant. I've spent much of the last eight years coaching executives and 
senior managers of Fortune r oo companies to shift their epistemological para
digm, operate from transcendent values, and thereby pummel their competitors. 
(Recently I have resumed my musical activity on weekends, with the wild fanta
sy of putting out an album of original tunes on my own label.) 

I probably should mention that I ran for Governor of Connecticut in 
r978 (I lost) and for U.S. President in 1984 (I lost) as a neo-independent candi
date in a shameless ploy to advance my artistic projects. But I did manage to 
appear on over fifty TV and radio interviews and release a book about my cam
paign experiences, The Running Game, which has sold in triple digits already. 

My happiest memories of Yale? They all seem related to music: hearing 
"Rubber Soul" at ear-bleeding volume from every third window on the Old 
Campus; dancing with Annelyse to the Chiffons' in-person rendition of "He's 
So Fine" (or was it "My Sweet Lord"!); opening the show for Cream at 
Woolsey Hall with my band, the Morning; singing at the folk -rock masses at 
Thomas More Chapel ("Say the Word and you'll be free"); studying recreation
al pharmaceuticals in darkened Silliman rooms to the tune of "White Rabbit." 

My biggest challenge? Overcoming procrastination. I've been meaning 
to come back and finish that last year and get my philosophy B.A. Well, maybe 
after raising the family. 

JOHN J. O'LEARY, JR. 

r25 Chadwick Street, Portland, ME 04ro2 

(207) 773-8054 

Looking back over twenty-five years, one clear, moonlit night on Little 
Diamond Island, three days have shone most brightly and have most shaped my 
life since Yale. 

On August 20, r 977, under a blue Maine sky filled with the sounds of 
Dvorak's New World, Patricia Cepeda, Yale '77, of Barranquilla, Colombia, said 
"Yes" when Uncle Sid Lovett, Yale 'r3, asked if she would marry me. On Feb
ruary 2, 1981; on a wet winter evening when I was scheduled to preside over 
the Portland City Council, Alejandra Cepeda O'Leary was born. On September 
24, 1984, with just the slightest hint of autumn in the air, the three of us cele
brated the birth of Gabriela Joyce O'Leary. 

Uncle Sid blessed us that summer morning with a prayer for family. It is 
a blessing I have counted every day of our lives together. 

Patricia and I have climbed Macchu Picchu and Delphi. We have 
trekked with Jandra and Gabita through the rain forests of Costa Rica, the 
Mayan ruins of the Yucatan, and all the places Pablo Neruda called home in 
Chile. We have shared ski slopes from Sunday River to Snowmass, we have 
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caught Bart Giamatti's beloved game (his image as a sophomore-year guide 
through Homer's ancient games as vivid as ever) from Fenway to Candlestick, 
and we made a clearing into the woods and built our summer cottage on Casco 
Bay. 

We have watched with joy as our daughters have shot hoops, scored 
goals, snared foul balls, or otherwise danced, skated, or sung their way through 
their magic years. We have li stened with satisfaction and sheer nostalgia as 
Eleanor Rigby joined Bach on yout hful violins. 

We have grieved with each other at the loss of a vital brother and caring 
uncle to cancer, as we each had done on our own when our fathers died in the 
same October week in 1972. 

And, throughout our lives together, we have realized and appreciated 
that Yale had something, something at the core, to do with it all. It is a feeling 
you know when playing with your own children on a tire swing in the Branford 
College courtyard at a class reunion or when hearing them break into Cole 
Porter verses with a classmate's kids on their first visit to your home. You find it 
in th e warmth and depth of friendships formed lon g ago and renewed easily and 
happily , no matter how many days or months or years have intervened. In the 
end, I suppose, it is the keener sense of the possibilities of the human spirit Yale 
leaves with you, whatever your subsequent endeavors in life. 

But for me the heart of the matter, lookin g back, is that Yale is w h ere 
Patricia and I first met. From the vantage point of forty-something, I see that but 
for Paul Mellon's debt to his alma mater , I wou ld not ha ve been privileged to 
spend two years at Cambridge after leaving Davenport in 1969. If not for the 
years that followed at Yale Law School, I know my perspective on private prac
tice, and my understanding of the law's integrity and broader public purpos es, 
would not hav e been the same. Still, it is those three singular days, with their 
roots in New Haven , that have made all the difference. 

JOHN M. OLEYER 

27 Birch Road, West Hartford, CT 06119 

(203) 523-8449 

DICK OLSEN 

15 5 I Penny Road, Topanga, CA 90290 

(3 ro) 455-ro23 
University of Sou thern California, Los Angeles, CA 90089 

(213) 740-1216 

Adam: hand some, intelligent son, sophomore at University of Southern 
California, plays trumpet in the band, majoring in biological sciences, great kid. 

Amber: beautiful, intelligent daughter, junior in high school, plays flute 
and piccolo, softball star, great kid. 

Work: Director of Foundation Relations, University of Southern Califor
nia, helping faculty find money for their ideas, stimulating and rewarding. 
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Home: large, secluded house in the hills of Topanga Canyon, rural and 
peaceful. 

Many memories, few regrets. 

J. POTTER ORR III 

6232 Caribou Court, Cincinnati, OH 45243 

(513) 271-6318 

THOMAS V. ORUM 

2018 West Los Reales Road, Tucson, AZ 85746 

Married to Nancy Ferguson; no children. 
Work as a research technician, Department of Plant Pathology, Universi 

ty of Arizona. 
Interested in garden in g, Sonoran Desert Ecology, and a broad range of 

issues related to conservation. 

RICHARD E. OSGOOD,JR. 

No Address Available 

PROF. RUSSELL K. OSGOOD 

7 Essex Court, Ithaca, NY 14850 

(607) 257-0045 

I am the Dean and a Professor at Cornell Law Schoo l. I teach taxation, 
legal history, and jurisprudence. I am married to Paula whom I dated in college 
and have four ch ildren: Mary (Tufts '93); Josiah (Yale '96); Micah (fifteen); and 
Iain (twelve). 

DR. A. LEE OSTERMAN;JR. 

1444 Old Gulph Road, Villanova, PA 19085 

(215) 527-0904 

Since my leaving Yale the bright college years have become brighter 
family years. Three daughters-Meredith (twelve), Alexis (ten), and Zoe 
(four)-keep Elissa and me young despite "time's winged chariot." 

Professionally, the life of an academic hand surgeon stays hectic as I jug
gle patient care, teaching responsibilities, and research activities across a busy 
travel schedule. After a meeting in Australia last year, found time to hike the 
Milford Trek in Southern New Zealand. I would recommend this to anyone 
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who feels middle -aged, jaded, or the effects of a twenty-fifth reunion. 

RICHARD A.F. OTTO 

3815 Northrop Place, Bowie, MD 20716 

REV. J. DOUGLAS OUSLEY 

Church of the Incarnation, 209 Madison Avenue, New York, NY roor6 

I have been married for twenty-two years to the same person, with two 
sons to show for it. I was ordained an Episcopal Priest in 1973; I have worked 
thirteen years in New York City and seven years in the mission fields of Paris 
and Rome. My feeling upon looking back to Yale and the succeeding years is 
gratitude. 

I am presently working at the Church of the Incarnation at 3 5th and 
Madison Avenue. Stop by and see me. 

WILLIAM G. OWENS 

89 Waddell Street, NE, Atlanta, GA 30307 

(404) 523-0794 

HOWARD OZER, M.D. 

103 Wild Turkey Trail, Chapel Hill, NC 275r6 

(9r9) 929-8056 

FELICE PACE 

4326 Hurds Gulch Road, Fort Jones, CA 96032 

(9r6) 468-5256 

Upon graduation I set off to save the world . First stop was Trenton High 
Schoo l, an inner-city school complete with race riots, guards on the doors, and a 
lot of kids in need of direction. At Trenton High I hooked up with the final 
years of a Ford Foundation funded project to bring Outward Bound to an urban 
school. Along with two other fellows, I founded Project USE, a nonprofit orga
nization which today continues to provide adventure-based outdoor education 
to schools, programs, families, and young people throughout the Northeast. 
During this time I also picked up an M.A. in teaching from Montclair State 
University in New Jersey. 

Outward Bound provided an outlet for my athletic interests as well as an 
opportunity to serve people. It also introduced me, a city boy, to the outdoors. 
In the early seventies I joined the back-to-the-land movement, helping to found 
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a rural commune on a farm in Oxford, Connecticut. At this time I was working 
for Yale School of Psychology, providing alcohol and drug abuse treatment, pre
vention and education training to community teams from throughout New 
England. 

The East, however, was feeling too crowded. Late in 1974 I moved to 
San Francisco as a base from which to search for a rural home on the West 
Coast. I spent the summer of '75 in Alaska, reaching the summit of Denali 
(Mount McKinley) on July 3d, and remaining to work at a camp "in the bush." 
When I returned to San Francisco, I bought an old Chevy pickup, loaded my 
gear in back, and headed out to find a home. I had already narrowed the search 
to South Central Oregon/North Central California. A friend had a relief map of 
California on his wall . He pointed to a green valley surrounded by mountains. I 
said I'd check it out. I did and I've lived here, in the Scott River Valley, ever 
since. 

It was not easy making a home in a totally new place . Many new skills 
were required, like the carpentry I needed to learn to complete a small cabin on 
land where I became caretaker. At first I worked as a substitute teacher and then 
landed my first job as a counsellor with a program for native Americans. I went 
on to become an associate in a native American consulting firm providing train
ing and technical assistance to tribes throughout California. I specialized in 
housing, education, drug abuse, and alternative energy program development 
and funding . 

During this time I met my wife and partner Diana while on a visit to San 
Francisco. She moved up in 1977 and in 1978 we were married . We bought a 
home in the Scott Valley. In 1979-80 we took a year off to travel, intending to 
go around the world. We got as far as Crete where we came down with viral 
hepatitis. After a month in a Greek hospital, we were still too weak to travel. 
Fortunately we had access to a friend's house on the island of Skiathos. We spent 
five months in Greece, recovering and exploring, and then returned to the 
U.S.A. via Morocco. 

Upon returning we helped found Marble Mountain Audubon Society 
(MMA), the first environmental group in an area where logging dominated the 
economy and "environmentalist" was a bad word. Diana went to work as a spe
cial education teacher and I coordinating drug and alcohol prevention programs 
for Siskiyou County. I started an adventure-based outdoor program for troubled 
teenagers. Diana and I began a family. Jacob is now twelve and Miranda Rose 
nine. We joined a land cooperative and built our "dream home" with solar 
power, a wood-fired sauna in the basement that provides central heat, two cats, 
a dog, and lots of nature all around. 

By the late 19 8os Diana had returned to work and I was deep into house 
husbanding. My environmental volunteer work was also expanding significantly. 
Management of federal forests, from the beginning the major focus of my envi
ronmental concerns, was becoming a national issue. In that year I joined with 
other activists to found the Klamath Forest Alliance. In 1990 I became KFA's first 
employee; today I work full time for KFA, overseeing a small staff of four part
time employees. In 1991 MMA and KFA won a landmark decision in the Ninth 
Circuit Court of Appeals which for the first time required consideration of bio
logical diversity and biological corridors in management decisions affecting 
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national forests. Intensive study of the biological significance of the Klamath 
Mountains (Southwest Oregon and Northwest California) resulted in publica
tion of several articles and studies in books and periodicals .. Late in 1988 I helped 
found the Ancient Forest Alliance and have continued to work through that 
organization for protection of ancient forests in the Northwest and California. 
Recently that work was recognized by President Clinton when I was invited to 
be a panelist at the Forest Conference in Portland, Oregon. The work has pro
vided an opportunity to put to use the economics training I ,received at Yale. 
Analysis of the economic problems resulting from overdependence on timber 
cutting and processing has led to formulation of policies and programs to diver
sify rural economies in the Northwest and California. Recently I have also 
become deeply involved in the issue of Pacific salmon, including the status of 
wild stocks, watershed rehabilitation, water use and reallocation, etc. 

What drew me to far Northern California (I live thirty miles south of the 
Oregon border) was the mountains. Since coming, I've made many trips into 
the nearby Marble Mountain, Trinity Alps, Russian, Siskiyou, and Red Buttes 
Wilderness Areas. For the past ten years I've ski camped in the mountains each 
spring. Telemark, backcountry skiing has become a major passion. Each summer 
my son Jacob and I backpack together and we take a week-long family moun
tain trip too. Hiking, climbing, fishing, nature study, and photography (especially 
flowers) are among our mountain activities. Down at home we're involved in 
the typical activities of the modern American family-soccer, little league, dance 
school activities, movies, etc. For the past five years I've coached soccer in the 
fall. At home we like to read books, garden, go for walks, and watch birds. 

After my sophomore year I became disillusioned not only with the gov
ernment (the War) but also with Yale. In my senior year I was an organizer of 
"Yale ?", a conference to look at the institution. Some of my criticisms were 
confirmed by my post-Yale experiences. For example, when I set out to teach 
inner-city kids, I quickly found that, despite having received the "best education 
available," I did not understand learning or teaching. Over the years I've gained 
a more balanced perspective. I now recognize the pluses and minuses of my Yale 
education-the skills I developed and those which were lacking. Somewhere 
along the line I recognized that I had not formed any lasting friendships while at 
Yale. In the past I "blamed" the institution for that too, but I now see that I bear 
some responsibility in that area as well. At this point I would like to "connect" 
to some of my classmates. I'd welcome calls, letters, and visits. 

One last thing. When I left the East Coast, I changed my name to Felice 
(pronounced fe-lee-che). It is the Italian form of "Felix." I also stopped using 
my middle initial. 

BILL PALMER 

690 Pin e Oaks Road, Colorado Springs, CO 80926 

(719) 471-1650 (ofc.) 

One of the great things about Yale is spending four years with an incred
ibly talented and interesting group of fellow students. This is a thought I often 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

share with Yale applicants when I interview each year. The good news is that I 
still beli eve it to be very true and accurate. Our lives in Colorado are very full 
and satisfying, but I miss the old friends!· 

After a sho rt stay in the U.S. Army, I finished Denver University Law 
School in 197 5. I have practiced law as an assistant district attorney, a city prose
cutor, general practitioner (domestic relations [divorce]), insurance defense 
litigator, municipal judge, and city attorney for the City of Fountain, Colorado. 
Although not exactly "in love" with a legal career, it has allowed us the oppor 
tunity to enjoy Colorado. We live on eight acres in the country, go skiing, play 
squash, sail our boat, and have managed to take our chi ldren for a three-week 
Chevy Chase "sabbatical" to Europe. 

I am trying to relearn a littl e about playing golf, and our dream is to 
spend a year traveling around the world in 1997/ 98. 

My eldest daughter, Heather, was elected homecoming queen, and she is 
headed to the University of Puget Sound next fall. Her younger sister, Liz, is an 
honor studen t who just can 't decide which sport she really want to concentrate 
on. 

My wonderful better-half, Tammy, is enjoying substantial success leasing 
hospital beds for Support Systems International. Her children include two grand
ch ildren; an artist who is actually on contract and selling work through a gallery 
in Los Angeles; a professional snowboarder on cont ract with Kemper; and a 
senior at Fort Collins who recently received national press coverage for his 
painting of some cartoon characters in a compromising posture. 

We wish you all well, and hope you are healthy and happy! 

STEWART L. PALMER 

1798 Hanover Road, Yorktown Heights, NY 10598 

(914) 245-8168 

RICHARD J. PANEBIANCO, M.D. 

Hampton Medical Center, 238 Old Town Road, Southampton, NY 11968 

(516) 548-9911 

GERARD A. PAQUIN 

Northampton Bicycle, 319 Pleasant Street, Northampton, MA 01060 

After much shilly-shallying around, life has become a family with two 
girls aged six and eight years, a bicycle shop in the Happy Valley (Nort hampt on), 
and a consuming interest in Oriental rugs and Turkic cu ltur e. I wish there was 
room for more! 
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W. HEARNE PARDEE 

No Address Available 

PROF. WILLIAM W. PARK 

Boston University Law School, 765 Commonwealth Avenue, Boston, MA 02215 

(617) 353-3149 

Following Yale and three years at Columbia Law School, my first full
time job was with a law firm in Pari s. During this time in France I m et 
interesting people, learned a great deal, and even had some fun. A longing for 
New England brought me home to Boston, where I now teach, write, and prac
tice in the areas of international arbitration, banking, and tax. In addition to 
being a Professor at Boston University and Counsel to Ropes & Gray, I have 
be en lucky enough to visit at law faculties in Cambridge, Geneva, and Dijon, 
and to spend several years consulting for a commercial bank in Switzerland. The 
religious pilgrimag e begun during fre shman year has continued without too 
much backtra cking. A house in the little coastal town south of Boston where I 
grew up provides excellent shelter. Great friends and family have been a blessing 
on both sides of the Atlantic. 

THOMAS R. PARKER II 

511 roth Street, SE, Washington, DC 20003 

JOHN M. PARKS 

I Weston Court, Augusta, ME 04330 

STEVE PARKS 

r6r 1 Dexter Street, Austin, TX 78704 

(512) 444-4933 

Since graduation I hav e been a theater technician in professional and 
educational drama, dance, and opera. 

I am proud to have a wonderful family and hop eful that our treatment of 
the young may yet change th e worl d. 

WILLIAM E. PATTON 

No Address Available 
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PRES. HARRY C. PAYNE 

936 Main Street, William stown, MA 01267 

(413) 597- 4133 

I have had much good fortune sinc e graduation in 1969 . There has bee n 
more than my j ust share of goo d luck involved, and a fair amount of hard work. 

D ebor ah Laipson , whom many from Trumbull Co llege will remem b er, 
and I were married soon after grad uation. Deborah received her degree from 
Simmo ns College in 197 1 and later h er ma ster of arts in teaching from Colgate 
Uni versity. During graduate scho ol years at Yale she taught mathematics at Ami
ty Regional Hi gh School and late r, after our move to H amilton , N ew York, at 
Mo rrisv ille-Ea ton Central School. With the advent of children, D ebo rah ha s 
taught part tim e in a number of capaci ties at Colgate, pri va te school s in the 
Phil ade lphia area, and mo st recently at Hamilton College. She has also dir ecte d 
tutorin g serv ices and h as don e a good deal of pri vate tutorin g. 

Tw o wo nderful children hav e enriche d our lives. Jonath an was born in 
r 97 5 and will be go in g off to Williams College, w he re he was accepted early 
decision thi s past fall. Samuel was born in 1978 and will be off to Milton Acade
my in the fall. 

M y own trajec tory has been a bit mor e compl ex than I inte nded, h avin g 
long presumed th at I would teach and write history for a lifetime . I stay ed at 
Yale Graduate School, studyin g mostly with Peter Gay, doing wo rk in various 
aspects of European Int ellectu al Hi story. 

I left Yale in 197 3 to become an Assistant Professor of Hi sto ry at Colgate 
Uni vers ity, where we staye d for twelve years. At some point durin g th at time, 
wh ile I tau gh t many asp ects of European History and wro te a fair amo unt about 
eig ht een th and nineteenth cent ury cultural hi story, I di scovered a voca tion for 
that suspect activity called "administration." A stin t as Acting De an of the Facul~ 
ty in 1980 co nvin ced m e th at I might wa nt to m ove in that dir ection at some 
point. That point arrived in 1985 when I became Provost of Ha ve rford College, 
where I serve d for thr ee years befo re leav in g in 1988 to become President of 
Hamilton Co llege. . 

The writing of this note catches m e once again in tran siti on. I will be 
leaving Hamilton College in Jun e, takin g a won derfu lly inviting sabbatic al, and 
th en will be mo vin g to Williamstown to become Pr esident of Williams College 
on J anu ary r. 

Somewhere during that first year in Di rec ted Studies at Yale, I discov 
ere d a passion for learnin g and ideas, and at some lat er point I discovered a yen 
for public affairs and act ivity. It has been my grea t goo d fortune to be abl e to 
com bine th ese yearnings on beau tiful campuses, surrounde d by bri gh t people, in 
compa nion ship wit h the woma n I hav e lo ved for thirty yea rs. 

DAVIDE. PEACH, M.D. 

5901 Bristol Driv e, Anchorage, AK 995 16 

(907) 345- 1464 (res.) 
(907) 264-1 600 (ofc.) 
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After Yale (B .A. in chemistry) I spe nt four more years at Yale-the 
School of M edicine. Compared to co llege, m ed school seem ed technical, 
authoritarian, and dogmat ic , rewa rding rote mor e th an or iginality. Worse ye t, 
though I graduated from co lleg e summa cum laude, many of my new classmates 
were even smart er and mor e stu diou s than I! Despite th e ideals of a budd ing sci
entist and humanist, I developed doubts about absorbin g and adop tin g the role 
of a Yale physician. 

Medical school was stressful, but a great suppo rt group of friends help ed 
me cope . We lived in a hous e in the suburb s and shar ed meals, outings, and dia
logue. One person who was particularly supporti ve was Patty, w h om I liv ed 
with for three years (an innovative approach at the time, remember?), then mar
ri ed two day s befo re gra duation . (Thanks to strength an d stubbornn ess, we' re 
still tog eth er.) 

I enjo ye d interna l medicine r esid ency (at the University of Or eg on , 
1973-7 6) and starte d to feel like a real doctor. In 1976 I passed int erna l m edicin e 
boards , my dau gh ter was born , and my moth er died. I read a b ook about livin g 
alone in a cabin in the Alaskan wilderness and took off on a mon th -long cano e 
trip through Labrador. 

Restlessness and an urge for wilderness adventure brou ght us to · Alaska in 
1977. More clinician tha n academician, I went into privat e practice rather th an 
fellowship, again veer in g from th e favored Yale track. A frien d and I started an 
internal medicine pr ac tic e, di d well durin g the "pipeli n e boom," and bought 
into tax shelters and partnerships I would have been better off w ith out. My sub
sequent career achieve m ent s don 't make much copy for Who's Who, but I have 
devo ted sp ecial stud y to heartburn, ulc ers an d co lon cancer and was elected to 
th e American Society for Gastrointestinal Endoscopy . 

. Alaska, as I hop ed, provides pl enty of outdoor adven tur e . Summers are 
sh ort but int ense. "Wo rk h ard, play hard" is my modus operandi. Hike , fish , 
canoe, sail, camp , build a lo g ca_pin , soak up the sun whi le it' s th ere, but don't 
waste a day of sum mer. Then quick , get back and tak e a turn working doubl e 
shifts to cover the practice and night call at the ho spital. 

Each winter gets longer and dark er tha n the preceding. Winter reverses 
summer's mania and pushes me to ward a depr essive cycle. To fend that off I play 
hockey, ski, play Dixieland on the clarinet and ja zz on the baritone sax. A. trip to 
a sunny lo cale, when we can afford it , is a welcome respite. 

I've go t a great fam ily, com po sed of a supermom an d super kids . The 
kid s each excel in school and on two mu sical instrum ents , are fine fishermen and 
avid athletes. Dolly , sevent een , is spen ding a semester of hi gh school as an Amer 
ican Field Service exchan ge stud ent in Costa R ica. C hu ck , fifteen, ju st won two 
hundred do llars in a piano com petit io n, casts lik e Paul in A River Runs Through 
It, and caught a five -pound rainbo w trout on a fly he tied. J oe, twelve, is the 
youngest co mput er nerd on our loca l M acint osh bull e tin board, beats me at 
chess, and ju st reinvented black pow der using grocery store ingredients. My wife 
Patty is. a devot ed mother and hard -work in g school nur se. She has lots of spunk, 
a bea utiful smile, and almost no wri nkl es (at least as close as I can see). 

At Yale Co llege I thrived on challengi n g courses in both science and lib
eral arts. The disciplined lo gic of one approac h was co ntrapuntal to the poetic 
essence of th e other. I lear ned I wa nt ed a lot out oflife. To accept a physician's 
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role yet not be just a physician, to sharpen my skills and scientific knowledge yet 
soften a harsh judgmental edge toward self and others, to nurture a family and a 
wiser idealism: these intentions have been my life's challenge. I've become a 
doctor after all; and a fly-fisherman, an entrepreneur, a backwoods cabin bui lder, 
a sailor, a musician, a hockey player, and "Dad." The future-medical practice 
in the midst of a price/ cost squeeze, bureaucratic bedlam, and malpractice free
for-all-is uncertain, but to me the great personal rewards of medicine, scientific 
and human, tempered with all the other joys of life, are sweeter than ever. 

CHARLES S. PECK 

C ushman Realty Corporation, 601 South Figueroa Street, Suite 4700, 
Los Angeles, CA 90017 

(213) 629-6535 

I am alive and well and living in Pasadena, California, wit h lots of oppor 
tunity to travel and stay in touch with old Yale friends. For the past fifteen years 
I have been part of building a commercial real estate business in Los Angeles 
(Cushman Realty Corporation), which still seems to dominate my life. 

I feel very fortunate with what twenty-five years has provided, and the 
process of gett ing here has included far more happy experiences than not. I have 
a lovely and vibrant wife, Shawn, three wonderful sons who all seem to be pro
gressing safely through the minefield of being young today (Chris, college 
junior; Taylor, high schoo l senior; Steve, high school freshman), plenty of chal
lenge in business life (sometimes too much with the drop in the California 
economy!), good health, and some cash in the bank. On top of that, I have 
enjoyed the flexibility to pursue business and other activities to minimize look
ing back to say "if only I had done .. .. " A few highlights have been: moving to 
California and starting a new life; several years in the creative department of The 
Walt Disney Company; being part of starting a successful real estate company 
and growing with it; swinging a few big deals that made the front page of the 
Wall Street Journal; traveling worldwide for business and pleasure; pursuing a 
dream in major league mountaineering by co-organizing a successful Everest 
expedition; recently purchasing a home in Jackson Hole, Wyoming, which I 
hope comes in handy some day ... and many "norma l" things as well. 

The future is what I focus on most of the time. The world has changed a 
lot in the past few years, and I am running hard to keep up with it. Somehow I 
had the mistaken idea that things would be easy now, and I could coast a little bit. 

I look forward to updating everyone a year from now. 

RALPH PENNER 

400 West 43d Street, Apartment 27-L, New York, NY 10036 

(212) 564-5877 

/ 

I left Yale, as most of us did, in 1969 . I went to Hong Kong with the 
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Yale-in-China program and taught English at the Chinese University of Hong 
Kong for two years. I went to Vietnam, Thailand, Laos, and Cambodia during 
the Christmas holidays, 1969-70. I sang folk songs in cabarets in Hong Kong, 
played roles in dramatic productions, acted as the drama critic for a local radio 
station, and became the first nonlocal regular on a local television variety series. 

During the summer of 1971 I went to Europe, via Thailand and Pak
istan. I made an unscheduled stop in Pakistan because a part of the airplane 
malfunctioned-I was in Karachi illegally for five days. In Europe I traveled to 
Ostend, Brussels, Paris, London, and assorted small towns and villages in England 
and France. 

Then, in 1971, I came back to the United States because of the draft . As 
it turned out I did not go into the army. 

In 1974, on the upper west side of Manhattan, I met Ty McConnell, 
who became my lifetime companion. We are still living together, as of July 1993, 
in Manhattan Plaza, a federally subsidized housing project for people in the per
forming arts, on West 43d Street. 

My sister Karen moved to Longmont, Colorado, in 1982. I stay in close 
touch with her, her daughter, and her son. We are a support system for one 
another. 

I have written advertising copy, acted in summer stock, taught college 
students, worked as a waiter, performed in off-Broadway and off-off-Broadway 
shows, and typed and edited teleprompter scripts (for soap operas and for Mike 
Wallace on "Sixty Minutes") . 

In 1983 I fell into what seems to have become my metier: editing and 
writing textbooks. Yes, textbooks-from kindergarten through twelfth grade and 
beyond. Think about that: I may be responsible for what your children are 
studying in school. 

As I write this, in Jul y 1993, I am pleased to say that the educational pub
lishing business has, so far, been quite good to me. 

I have, as so many of us have, lost my mother, my father, one of my 
compan ion's brothers, a beloved pet of fifteen years, and my much-loved step
mother. Such losses take a toll, but so go the steps of life. 

I am waiting for the next step. 

WILLIAM C. PENNINGTON 

321 Sutton Place, Richardson, TX 75080 
(214) 235-1671 

GEORGE W. PENNY III 

3205 38th Street, NW, Washington, DC 20016 
(202) 686-1230 



A. Lee Osterman "climbing the Milford Trek" The J. Douglas Ousley family 

Dick, Adam, and Ambe r Olsen 
" on Bill Shuman's sailboat last 
year at Dana Point. Thanks, Wink ." 

Steve Parks with wife, daughters, son-in-law, and parents 



David E. Peach: "I caught bigger ones but the pictures 
didn't tum_ out" 

The Charles S. Peck family 

Mik ey, Alice, Michael, and Charlie Pfeifer Ralph Penner 

The Ross K. Peterson family Malcolm S. Pond 
an4 daughter Lauren 

The James W. Porter family 
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STEVE PENROD 

444 Law Center, University of Minnesota, 229 r9th Avenue South, 
Minneapolis, MN 55455 

After completing a law degree and a Ph.D. in psychology, I joined the 
psychology faculty at the University of Wisconsin in 1979. In 1988 I joined the 
law facu lty at the University of Minnesota. My research and writing have 
focused onjury decision making, eyewitness reliability, and media violence . 

My wife is completing her Ph.D. in health care policy, and our eleven
year-old daughter is looking forward to sixth grade. The cat and the dog are 
looking forward to their next meals. 

PETER Z. PERAULT, M.D. 

106 Stoneridge Drive, Chapel Hill, NC 27514 
(919) 929-9472 

I'm a psychiatrist and psychoanalyst in Chapel Hill, mostly in private 
practice, but also teaching at Duke and at the University of North Carolina
Duke Psychoanalytic Institute. My wife, Nancy (a clinical social worker), and I 
have two wonderful kids- Matthew (thirteen) and Julia (ten). I've been espe
cially interested in self-psychology, wh ich is the study of narcissism and 
self-esteem development. I wish I could find more time and energy for profes
siona l writing, but right now family life comes first for me. I bike and swim 
almost every day but miss the cross-country skiing in New Eng land. 

JOELL. PETERSON 

121 Lincoln, Mankato, MN 56001 

(507) 388-7972 

MAINERT J. PETERSON 

925 Little Meadow Road, Guilford, CT 06437 
(203) 453-9590 (res.) 
(203) 333-1480 (ofc.) 

Work: Fairfield Teacher's Agency, Fairfield, Connecticut, 1970-present, 
teacher placement director. 

Married: Carol Lynn Davis Johnston, 6/29/81 (both are second mar
riages). She has been an English teacher at Morgan High Schoo l, Clinton, 
Connecticut, for twenty years. I have three children by my first marriage: Laurie 
(twenty-eight), Matthew (twenty - three), Lindsey (twelve). 

We live in a 150-year-old farmhouse w ith two-and-a-half acres, barn, 
and forty gardens. We are avid gardeners (mostly flowers), tennis players, and 
skiers. 
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My hobbies include stamp collecting, fossil collecting, scuba diving, and 
reading. I love games and play chess, bridge, hearts, and scrabble. 

We take a one-week ski trip every February (teachers' vacation) and take 
our youngest (Lindsey), who now skis the black diamonds better than we do. 
We have been to Park City, Utah; Steamboat Springs, Colorado; and Vail, Col
orado, and look forward to going to Copper Mountain, Colorado, this coming 
February. 

Some of my fondest memories of Yale are setting the standing broad 
jump record as a freshman, playing varsity soccer as a sophomore, and skiing 
through New Haven after a heavy snow storm. 

DR. ROSS K. PETERSON 

547 Westford Street, Carlisle, MA 01741 

After Yale I went on to Tufts Medical School and remained there to do 
training in adult and child psychiatry. I stayed for five years to teach psychiatry at 
one of the affiliated hospitals. During that time I coauthored a paper on anorex
ia nervosa, began a family, and moved out of Cambridge beyond the fringes of 
suburbia to Carlisle, twenty-five miles northwest of Boston. 

I have two sons: Ned (sixteen) is in his second year at the Groton 
School, and Clayton (thirteen) is in a local day school. 

Over the years I've done some writing. I'm currently engaged in prepar 
ing a text on psychiatric evaluation with colleagues and have been dabbling with 
an essay on Lizzie Borden. She had left behind her volumes of Shakespeare with 
personal notes that may reveal aspects of her character. 

In my spare time I enjoy sculling on the Concord River near my home 
and sailing when I get the time. Joan has recently taken up golf and is nudging 
me to join her . 

Over the years I have been back to Yale occasionally-usually with the 
family for a football game. It seems smaller to me than I remember it as an eigh
teen-year-old. We certainly rode the crest of the wave between cultural 
generations . I remember the bittersweet quality of being torn between intellec 
tual excitement and the frightening despondency of the times. 

ROSS A. PETITJEAN 

85 Southbury Road, Clifton Park, NY 12065 

(518) 383-1207 

CHARLES J. PETRE 

8750 Concord Drive, Fredonia, NY 14063 

The twenty-five years since graduation have been spent seeking out and 
responding to challenges, mostly business and career challenges, but lately ; with 
three teenage boys, the challenges have turned more toward family issues; guid -
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ing these boys through the philosophical, moral, and intellectual conundrums of 
the nineti es. Interestingly, I also have a seven-year - old daughter who gets to 
share in the problems of teenager s in the nineties as well as becoming a teenager 
after the millennium-who can even begin to imagine what challenges she will 
face! 

Having surviv ed the round of weddings that occurred imm ediately after 
graduation, I was off to New York City to work for Citibank. During the next 
two years of living in Manhattan, I shared apartments with Tom McNamee and 
th en Jeff Wheelwright. The fun ran out one evening when, returning from the 
grocery stor e, I became another mugging victim. Fortunately, that was in the 
days when they only took money and not your life. I pressured Citibank for a 
more int eresting locale and ended up in Manila, Philippines, where I lived for 
th e next five years. I used that time to trave l extens ively in Asia, India, and the 
Mid-East, and in 1973 to marry Eileen Toner, who had just finished her B.F.A. 
degr ee at University of Denver. Many of my Silliman roommates and Yale 
friends attended our wedding, and of course it was good to see them again. 
Eileen and I spent three delightful years in Manila , working on our golf, tennis, 
and squash games. I was able to get back into rowing and learn ed to love one
man sculls. Unfortunately, the only place to row was on the Pasig River, which 
while traveling through th e bowe ls of Manila, collected the kinds of refuse that 
bowels tend to produce. The Manila Boat Club was an international refug e of 
rowing and squash enthusiasts, and so someth ing as mundane as tainted water did 
not slow us down. 

In 1976 we moved to Taipei, Taiwan, where first Nate Qanuary 4, 1977), 
then Ben (May 16, 1978), and finally Luke Qune 23, 1979) were born. (It rained 
a lot and the autumns were cold!) While in Taiwan and previously in Manila, I 
was chief executive officer of a joint-v en ture investment bank in which Citibank 
had a minority intere st, but a management contract to operate the venture. It 
was an excit ing time to be in Asia, with the syndicated lending market booming 
and th e local capital markets maturing . 

Having struggled back to the U.S. a couple of times with three scream
ing toddl ers, we decid ed that it was tim e to move back and get into thi s thing 
c:rlled-home ownership :--Wrth--m.ortg-,rge rates in the midteens, and with w hat 
would become generally known as "creative financing," we bought our first 
house in 1980. Thus we moved into toney New Cannan, Connecticut, and I 
started my second of w hat would become three stint s working in Manhattan. 
Two years later I had been talk ed into moving out to Los Angeles to open up 
the west coast inv estment banking office for Citibank. After struggling with 
snowsuits on the three boys, that didn't seem like such a bad idea for a while. 
That stint lasted only two years, and it ended my associat ion with Citibank. 
During that time, however, I was able to renew my friendship with Walt Rose, 
and with Tom Moore and Mike Anderson w ho had been roommates of ours 
during senior year. All had delightful families and it was fun being together in 
Southern California. 

Anxious to return to th e east coast, I signed on with the First National 
Bank of Chicago wh ich wanted to open an investment banking office in New 
York. So in 1984 we re turn ed to our hou se in Connecticut, and I began com 
mutin g to Manhattan once more. Only this time I also had responsibiliti es in 
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London and frequently traveled to Geneva. What a life! Never home till nine 
p.m., on the train by 6:30 a.m., I wasn't getting to see any of my kids, couldn't 
participate in their activities, nor did I see much of Eileen. In addition, Martha 
(November 3, 1985) had arrived to enliven our lives-change was needed. 

Thus in 1987, when a colleague from Citibank asked me to join him in 
Chicago as a partner in his fledgling leverage buyout firm, I jumped at the 
chance. Putting our house up for sale the week before the October 1987 stock 
market crash didn't discourage us, only delayed us until the next summer. In 
August 1988 we moved to Winnetka, Illinois, and were introduced to the mys
tique of the New Trier School District. It was a challenging time for all of us. 
The banks were practically giving money away to leveraged buyout investors, 
and within two years we had purchased six companies, with only our own capi
tal as equity. 

Most such bubbles burst, and the banks, forced by losses and regulatory 
tightening, stopped financing these acquisitions right in the middle of one of our 
deals. We started consolidating and cutting back. The net result was a portfolio 
of businesses that didn't require both of us full time. Having been the Chief 
Financial Officer of our venture, I had grown to like the challenge of working 
with small businesses. Thus, last year I broke away and started my own consult
ing firm through which I work with smaller companies as a part-time chief. 
financial officer. 

In August of 1992 we moved again to Fredonia, New York, about an 
hour south of Buffalo, where I am actively conducting business, where our kids 
can ski every weekend in the winter, where my wife has her own painting stu
dio, where our view extends over 150 miles from east to west, and where the 
local vineyards continue to win gold meda ls for their Chardonnay. Child rearing 
has become our highest priority, but who says that we shou ldn 't be able to enjoy 
life whi le our kids invent new ways to challenge us intellectually, test our moral 
strength, and generally try to put us through hell. 

C. DANIEL PETRIE, JR. 

Esler, Petrie & Salkin, 315 SE 7th Street, Suite 300, Fort Lauderdale, FL 33338 

(305) 964- 5400 

MICHAEL G. PFEIFER 

3246 Quesada Street, NW, Washington, DC 20015 

(202) 537-7323 

What to make of a life? Facing the big five-0 (not a threat if "I won't 
grow up" is one of your favorite songs). Four jobs (and, as I write th is, probably 
more to come). Three chi ldren-seven-and - a-h alf, six (both boys) and two 
("Daddy's girl")-easily the greatest "things" that ever happened to me! Two 
marriages (bot h in double digits-maybe we we re meant to change partners 
every ten years or so?), and possibly more to come (it's a terrific institution, but 
why do I want to be institutionalized?). One heart/mind (because I'm still 
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enthusiastic about life-consider the alternative; it's hard to believe that either 
will ever give out - certainly not willingly!). Life has been (almost) everything I 
might have wished for in September 1965-and frequ ently much more. Besides 
the foregoing: eleven years in London (the Queen took so many oaths in 1992 
that I took an oath to her); six in New York City (haven't we all?); six months 
in Hong Kong; negotiated and signed a treaty for the U.S.; had a character 
named after me in a best selling novel (the author said he [I?] was an "asshole," 
but that it was a "good and substantial part"); struck by lightning (a "come from 
behind" golf victory that I wouldn't recommend); and lawyer to the rich and 
famous (including someone who once said "I used to be different; now I'm the 
same"-which got me going again when the sky fell on me in 1992). I like chil
dren, golf, softball, theater, music (almost anything, thank you), alcohol (ditto), 
food/cooking (ditto again, thank you), traveling, reading, running, skiing, Lon
don, Washington, D.C. (where I have just moved), and Yale. (I didn't know 
where to put "women" in this list but hope I find room for them again, too.) I 
have worked for Yale (Vice President, Yale Club of London; U.K. Alumni 
Schools Committee Chairman; presented cheque from Bart, the Corporation, 
and faculty/students for organ restoration to the church in Wrexham, North 
Wales, where Elihu Yale is buried), and hope to continue to do so. While I can't 
say that Yale made me what I am (I wouldn't wish to blame anyone for that), I 
know that it presented me with the opportunity to become what I am. I have 
kept up with many friends from Yale and am much the richer for them. They 
are diverse; they are talented; and they are constant-they have never let me 
down, no matter how infrequently we have seen each other over the last twen
ty~five years. All of which is to say: If I had it all to do over again-the good, 
the bad and the indifferent-there's not a hell of a lot I'd change. Life is indeed 
stranger and infinitely more beautiful than fiction. 

TOM PICTON 

9 Crescent Avenue, Bedford, MA 01730 

(617) 275-7866 

After working for New Haven City Hall and other nonprofit institu
tions, I had the good fortune of getting laid off, so I could discover that I really 
like being a free-lance writer/publicist/ cable television writer and producer. 

My motto is "Nothing is obvious to the uninformed." 
My son Dave turns twenty-five inJvly 1993 and lives in New Haven 

near Southern Connecticut (my final alma mater!). My seven-year-old son Jef
frey loves kittens, swimming and super soakers-and "Star Trek: The Next 
Generation". 

My wife Dianna is an electron microscopist, but would really rather 
work with animals. It will happen someday! 
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PROF. CARL A. PIERCE 

2013 Kemper Lane, Knoxville, TN 37920 
(615) 577-8480 

295 

After marrying Peggy Sawin at the end of my first year in law school and 
graduating from Yale Law School in 1972, I began teaching law at the Universi
ty of Tennessee College of Law in Knoxville. I'm still happily married to Peggy 
and still teaching law at the University of Tennessee College of Law. We have 
two great daughters, Emi ly (eighteen) and Katie (thirteen). Emily will be a fresh
man at Princeton-telling Yale in response to their inquiry that she did not 
apply to Yale "because her father went there." Nothing negative about Yale, 
Emily's just not one to follow footsteps. 

Special memories from Yale are about cross - country and track, many 
miles running with good friends. Special pleasure today is running with Emily 
and Katie, bo .th of whom have endurance and speed which must have been 
inherited from their mom. I'm still running but have added biking and swim
ming to save the knees. Triathlons are fun. 

The Pierces are a two - career (Peggy's a nursing professor at University of 
Tennessee), two -kid, two-dog family in which everybody's too busy but loves 
everything they are doing ( except, on occasion, being too busy). It's sort of the 
way it was for me at Yale-except for the wife, her career, the two kids, and the 
dogs! 

Major regret is that I have never attended a Yale reunion-always 
thought we were too busy. That was a mistake. Have lost contact with some val
ued friends. That was a mistake. Am President ofYale Club of Knoxville-that 
probab ly is a mistake, but I especially enjoys visits to Knoxville ofYale singers 
(the Glee Club and Mixed Company) and Yale athletes (volleyball). 

My academic "passions" are American legal history, professional respon
sibility, and corporate law. While I enjoy research and publication, I prefer 
working with students - as did some of my best professors at Yale. Helping stu
dents to learn is a real joy. I hope Yale does not lose sight of teac_hing 
undergraduates as its primary mission. 

WILLIAM B. PITT 

133 North Kelly Street, Statesville, NC 28677 
(704) 873-5035 

THOMAS E. PITTS,JR. 

400 East 70th Street, Apartment 3604, New York, NY 10021 

In 1990 I switched from doing New York bankruptcy work with a Prov
idence firm to doing nationwide bankruptcy work from New York for a 
Chicago-based firm. I now head the New York contingent of the national bank
ruptcy practice of 6 50-lawyer Sidley & Austin. 
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By the time this is published Sondra (Ahlijian) Pitts and I will. be 
approaching our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. She has had to put up with a 
husband who can't sit still and can't settle for a "normal" existence. I don't know 
how she does it. 

And then there is Shanna, our only child and a member of the Smith 
College Class of 199 s. She has raised us both as she has confronted the challenges 
at every age to the progress of women through life. Having a daughter was the 
best thing that ever happened to us. 

VINCENT J. PITTS 

100 Mansfield Road, North Haven, CT 06473 

(203) 239-5198 

FREDERICK]. PLATT III 

r 50 Joshuatown Road, Lyme, CT 06371 

I have spent most of my time since '69 as a general contractor, construc
tion manager, and construction litig ation consultant . Spent the last 
year -and-a-half designing and building a home on land in Lyme, Connecticut . 

RICHARD B. PLATT 

381 Country Club Lane, Grosse Pointe Farms, MI 48236 

(313) 886-3 014 
28314 Hayes Avenue, P.O. Box 42 , Roseville, MI 48066 

(313) 774-2500 

Rick was hired by Ford Motor Company in his senior year. At Ford he 
worked for the director of marketing staff, and he resigned the following year 
when he concl ud ed that he did not covet his superior s' jobs. 

A few months later he founded Polyproducts Corporation ("many prod
ucts," providin g him self plenty ofleeway), which supp lied materials to sculptors 
who wished to work with hard- to-obtain industrial plastics materials. 

On October IO, 1970, in Lake Forest, Illino is, Rick married Anna Wil
son Dickinson (St. Timothy's '66 and Smith College '70) , whom he had dated 
throughout his Yale years, and whose father William (Yale '34) had been friends 
w ith Rick's father Frank (Yale '35). They have two children: Richard Booth 
Platt,Jr., born May 9, 1977, and Anne Dickinson Platt, born Janu ary 17, 1979, 
both in Grosse Pointe Farms, Michigan. In fall '93 Booth will enter Proctor 
Academy ('96) and Anne will enter Andover ('97). 

Polyproducts customers needed weig hin g scales to use its products, and 
in the late seven ties Rick directed the company into the scale bu siness, first as a 
distributor of mechanical scales, then as a manufacturer of mechanical scales, and 
later as a manufactur er of electro nic scales, with its products subcontracted from 
captive suppliers in Taiwan and Hong Kong. The company's scales are used pri-
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maril y by j ewelers, laboratories, schoo ls, and reloaders of target-shooting ammu
nition. 

In 1984 Rick founded Specialty Auto Parts U.S.A. to supply chrome 
hot-rod engine parts to Ford, Chrysler, and General Motors. More recently this 
company has diversified into high-performance automotive starters, alternators, 
and engine-adjustment tools. 

In the course of pursuing th ese businesses Rick has developed business 
relationships in Taiwan, Hon g Kong, and mainland China. 

Rick has served on the boards of the Detroit Artists Market, an organiza
tion w hi ch sup po rt s _fledgling artists; the Grosse Pointe C lub (C hai rman 
1985-86); the Detroit Zoological Society; and th e Andover Development Board. 
He is a member of the Grosse Pointe Club and the Y ondotega Club in Detroit; 
the Belve dere Go lf Club in Charlevoix, Michigan; and the Yale Club of New 
York. 

MICHAEL J. PLISHNER 

I 14 St. Albans Road, Kensington, CA 94708 

(5 IO) 524- 2367 

November II, 1989 
A very few moments define our liv es. For me, one of those mom ents 

came on November rr, 1989. 
Twenty years after graduat ion I was typical of many in our class: I had 

gone on to Yale Law School and then left for the West. I had married my high 
school sweetheart, Rosalind. We had h ad three bri ght, talented bo ys-Aaro n 
(then fifteen) and twins Alex and Elias (thirtee n). Roz had spent ten yea rs carin g 
for the bo ys full time and was now back to a tough, demanding job as a school 
principal. I had become a litigation partner at a 300-lawyer San Francisco Firm. 
At forty I was on the firm's execut ive committee and acted as its chief fina~cial 
officer. I spent most of my waking h ours pursuing my professional goa l-to be 
the best lawy er I could be and eventua lly to run the firm. I had everyth in g I 
could possibly want, a terrific wife, three great kids, two houses, my career. 

In the fall of 1989 my son Aaron was a high school junior. I recalled 
myself at that age- I had one goal, to go to Yale. At dinn er that Saturday night 
in November Aaron told us, for the first tim e, that he wanted to apply to Yale 
th e next year, early admissions. I thought of myse lf at fifteen, and I felt great . 
After dinner Aaron went out w ith hi s friends. I didn't get to say goodbye to 
him. Before midnight we we re awakene d by a knock at the door. There had 
been a car accident. Aaron was at the h ospital. I never saw him alive again. 

In that horrible moment, my life changed forever. Nothing wou ld ever 
be th e same. What had seemed terribly important the day before became utterly 
irrelevant-and in many ways it still is, now, four years later. Aaron's death gave 
me a perspective on life I had n ever h ad before. What mattered most was not 
careers or successes, but people-the people close to me, my wife and especially 
the twins. Since then I h ave spent more time teac hin g, nurturing, and enjoy in g 
th e company of my other two sons than I had with all three boys in the fifteen 
years b efore . I suddenly kn ew what really was important to me. 
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Life goes by all too quickly. In my zeal to become the best that I could 
be, to achieve professionally, to be the youngest this and the fastest that, I missed 
much of Aaron's short life. I always thought we could catch up tomorrow, just 
as we all do. In my case there would be no tomorrow for Aaron. Aaron taught 
me what we all forget-tomorrow may never come. Aaron taught me that we 
must live each day to the fullest and that every event in our ch ildr en's lives is 
important. There will always be time to become president of our company, or 
managing partner of my law firm. But the fast track has its costs. Our kids need 
us now, not when they're old enough to be presidents of their own companies. 
Aaron's death also taught me that we must relish what our children are, not 
expect them to live up to some ideal-an ideal we thought we met (but proba
bly never did). As long as they try, they are perfect. That's all that matters. 

Yale never taught me these things. Aaron did . 

BRUCE A. PLYER 

268 Kipp Street, Apartment 2G, Hackensack, NJ 07601 

I'm now one divorce, two automobi les, three careers, and twenty-five 
years from dear old Yale. It has been a continuing evolution of character, per
sona l and professional development and serendipity. Yale was my high school 
counselor's idea, and a visit with the recruiter did spare me a boring class period. 
Yale and crew will always be synonymous for me; my most lasting friendships 
are from there: 

After graduation, the Navy. Not for a career - I was going on to archi 
tecture graduate school-but to serve my country and take a breather between 
studies. Destroyers, gunboats, Vietnam, responsibility, excitement, travel. The 
world was expanding for me, architecture receded. Then one day the thrill of 
the Navy life was gone, and in Hong Kong I ran into a classmate who men
tioned Harvard Business School. Hmmm, time for a change. Harvard Business 
School and a chance interview in New York, building on a facet of my Navy 
days, brought me into the military-industrial comp lex, where I traveled the 
world for aerospace. After advancing all the way up the marketing ladder (only 
to realize the engineers were determined to keep contro l), time for a change, 
back to my graduate school focus and the world of finance. Now I'm happily 
doing what I wanted for a long time-as a financial consultant. I'm an expert 
advisor, confidant, teacher, counselor, manager, and friend, all rolled into one, as 
well as a leader in my continuing Navy Reserve association in the grade of Cap
tain. It's been a convo lut ed continua l evolution, to be sure . 

I can't say pre-coed Yale did much for building more than the manly 
man. Interpersonal relationships was a journey all its own. I look back wincingly 
at how I handled many of life's situations. If I could only reach back and make 
the other choice, take the other path, right that slight, be kinder and more 
understanding, tougher at other times. 

We may be what we eat (what's a Yogurt?), but emotionally we're where 
we've been and whom we've known. I've been a lot of places, known a lot of 
people, done a lo t of things, arid played various roles, and if I'm better than I've 
been it's because of that journey. 
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ROBERT W. POLLACK, M.D. 

1676 Grand Oak Court, Longwood, FL 32750 

(407) 767-5994 

JEFFREY A. POLLOCK 

35 Pierrepont Street, Brooklyn, NY 11201 

(718) 643-9650 

MALCOLM S. POND, M.D. 

1480 Woodvale Lane, Riverside, CA 92506 

(909) 686-3600 (ofc.) 
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As I sit here at the keyboard awaiting inspiration to surge forth, I realize 
the impossibility of putting into print my ambivalent feelings about Yale. On the 
one hand, I remember myself as a wide -eyed young man awed by the mystique 
and tradition of the place as we arrived in 1965. On the other hand, I recall the 
sense of frustration and disappointment those last days in Ju ne 1969, as I set forth 
on my career track so little prepared for the corning years. In fact, my real prepa
ration for life did not begin until much later, perhaps after completion of my 
medical training, when I faced my secret demons and accepted who I am and 
where I am going. Did I enjoy my few years at Yale? You bet. Do I remember it 
fondly? Well, let's say that it is not that high on the list of the Top Ten Things 
That Shape Your Life. 

Enough of this banter. And now for the obligatory autobiographical 
sketch. 

After I graduated from Yale I split up with my Turkish girlfriend, sold 
the Corvette, and trashed around Europe for the summer, eventually running 
out of cash and facing up to the impending grind of medical school. I went 
through Johns Hopkins and appended an M.D. to my name by 1973. I liked the 
crabs and oysters too much to leave Baltimore and stayed put for the next few 
years at the Hopkins, where I went through the medical residency program and 
cardiology fellowship. I killed a few dogs in the name of medical research, wrote 
a few papers and abstr~cts, and realized that academic medicine was not my cup 
of tea. 

I met my cup _of tea and married Charis in 1977, packed up the second
hand furniture, dogs, books, and wa ll ornaments, and headed southwest to 
California, the promised land of private enterprise and alternative medicine, far 
from the tradition-laden megahospital establishment. 

The practice has matured; I now have a partner, a lot of emp loyees, a lot 
of bills, and a lot of fun. I love what I am doing, i.e., clinical cardiology includ:
ing interventional procedures. My handwriting has deteriorated to the point of 
illegibility, but I guess that goes with the territory. 

Our daughter Lauren came along in 1986, then more dogs, more cats, a 
few horses, fish and birds, a new house, more cars, and a couple of airplanes, the 
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trappings of suburbia. I think I have kept my san ity in all this, but when time 
permits, I take off for the desert and fly my sailplane as high and far as I can. 
B eats mowing the lawn. 

So here I am, comfortably middl e-ag ed (man, that sounds bad!) and get
ting seriou s about those things middle-aged people get serious about ... money, 
retirement planning, hair loss, memory loss, weight gain, and avoiding the Big 
One. Yale seems every bit of twenty-five years ago, but it sure would be nice to 
h ear from Larry, Pet e, John , Duke, and the others from Davenport College. You 
know, I think I still have some of tho se notebooks and test papers stuck away in 
the attic. Good grief, we looked lik e stiffs back in those days! 

LOUIS F. POPP 

Summit Circle, Somers, NY ro589 

(914) 276-2234 

ANDREW J. POPPER 

1838 Connecticut Avenue, NW, Washington, DC 20009 

I drifted from Yale through Woodstock into New York and the world of 
photojournalism. Witnessed some of the fall of Communism and some of the 
Gulf War. Since 1991 I've lived in Washington, D.C., where I'm International 
Photo Editor of U.S. News and World Report. My personal life is still und er 
development. 

JAMES W. PORTER, Ph.D. 

125 Cloverhurst Circle, Athens, GA 30606 

(706) 546-5477 
Institut e of Ecology, University of Georgia, Athens, GA 30602 

After graduation my well -pl anned life was supposed to take me to the 
University of Kansas for a doctorat e in entomology. How eve r, th e summer after 
my senior year, I worked for a marine biologist in Panama. During my freshman 
year at Yale I took scuba on a lark just to get out of calisthenics (we were the last 
class to suffer that indignity), and I had not looked at the water since. How ever, 
once in Panama, I went scuba diving and emerged from that first open-water 
dive (as opposed to all of my previous scuba experiences scraping the bottom of 
the Yale pool) with th e rather reck less notion that, since I had absolute ly no 
knowledge of anything I had ju st seen, I should devote the rest of my profes
sional life to studying it. It also did not bother me that the oceans are th e one 
environment on earth that has no insects. Yale was th e only graduate school that 
I had been admitted to that also had a marine program-after all, Plan A was to 
study insects, not marin e animals. Although I had already ~urned down my Yale 
admissions offer (thinking I would go to Kansas inst ead), I called the Graduate 
School from Panama and got them to reinstate me. I received my Ph.D. in biol-
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ogy from Yale in 197 3. I distinctly rem emb er arriving back at Yale in the fall in 
1969, after having graduated from there in the sprin g of the same year, and wo n
dering what con torted logic had led me to face four mor e New Hav en winters. 
"Toto, this isn' t Kan sas." 

I married a Vassarite, Karen Glaus, who also got her Ph.D. in bio logy 
from Yale. We defended our dissertation s on the same day, and on special ceca-: 
sions she reminds me that she has had her doctora te for on e hour long er than I 
have! She also admits that, whi le at Vassar, she vo ted against the proposed merg
er with Yale (cru el irony that she too had to spend the n ext four yea rs in New 
H aven!). 

We both received academic po sition s at the University of Mi chigan (yes, 
it's a long way from the ocean). Michigan provided two good jobs at a time 
when landing almost any job was som eth ing of a hat trick . We left Michigan in 
1977 and both received po sition s at our present posts as Professors of Ecology at 
the University of Georgia. Our daught er Delene was born in 1979 and took her 
first scuba dive with me last summ er (Co usteau family, look out) . 

Increasingly , I am less of a pure academician and mo re of an environ 
men tal activist. How many of you really comprehend wha t it means tha t within 
th e next fifty years, human s will exterminate half of all plant and animal species 
on earth ? Last yea r I testified befor e a joint U .S. Senate/Hous e of R epr esen ta
tives session on th e env iro nmen t. I have used up mo st of my Warholian fifteen 
minut es of fam e with an on-camera int ervi ew on the "ABC Nightly News" 
with Peter J enn ings. As an environm entalist, I voted for Gore and pray for Clin 
ton. We have so precious little tim e to get it right. 

As I think about Yale and what she gave to m e, it is as much the breadt h 
of th e liberal arts exposure as the depth of scient ific training that prepared me to 
be effective in my curr ent role as a researcher and educator. Bill Sacco, who was 
in our class but did no t graduate with us, and I crea ted a co ur se on Scientific 
Photogr aphy , offered as a resid ential college cours e in Silliman. Th e course was 
tau ght by the best photo graph ers on the staff of Life Magazine. Bill curr entl y 
heads the photographic department at Yale's Peabody Mu seum of Natural Hi sto
ry. Sinc e I teac h by show ing, I thought of this co ur se as I acce pt ed th e 
Uni ve rsity of Georgia's outstanding teacher award seve ral yea rs ago. Throu gh 
the lens of my camera, th e concep t of Lux et Veritas is very real. 

JOHN D. PORTER 

No Address Available 

BRUCE E. POSTON 

No Address Available 

THOMAS J. POWERS 

534 South Lucas, Apartment B, Iowa City, IA 52240 

(319) 358-7 887 
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He was seduced by Matthew Arnold, they'll say. A silly fate, to be a gyp
sy scholar, and the damn tree keeps slipping out of sight. 

Once, at a quiet inn, they thought they saw him, not brooding, just talk
ing to the innkeeper's little children (or the buxom waitress), telling lies that he 
knew they could see right through. He pulled out a book that he had written for 
children . Not Glanvil's book, this one was a history of the movies, and it began 
with a warning: don't be suckered, kids. Out here, when truth become legend, 
we print the legend. 

Another time, they saw him crossing on a ferry, slipping into the fog on 
the far side of the water. Istanbul, Nairobi, Dubrovnik, Beijing, Havana, just 
ports of call, photo opportunities, but always photos of peoples' faces, head-on, 
searching for traces of a shared situation or maybe a spark from heaven. 

A few times he pitched his tent with kindred spirits, and he felt those 
moments close to the core. Leaving college had been like leaving home: the 
small courtyard, surrounded by friends, late -night dirtball games, long dinners 
followed by endless cigarettes and a bottomless cup of coffee. Good coffee 
became the hallmark of a good stopping point; he lost years at the Caffe Roma 
in North Beach, playing foosbol and dreaming movies with a few good friends. 

Leaving home itself had been less difficult, an ultimatum refused (get a 
job or get a haircut). It was then that he hit the road for good, searching for the 
old embrace of friendship and a shared purpose. When he found it, he never 
wanted to leave. Long, long years among the scholars of Iowa and San Francisco 
were followed by short, sharp bursts of community at a half-dozen college posts. 
But the world moved on, and he slipped out the back door. 

Down the road he found true love and glimpses of mortality, one good 
dog who liked to crisscross the country, some old vices to be sloughed off (lega
cy of the courtyard days), a workable rap in lieu of a career, and an unwavering 
jumpshot. But he worried that the quest was fading like the light. 

People still catch glimpses of him here and there, creaky-kneed and 
hardly a figure ,spare . Really, he doesn't have a clue, just a stirring inside for curi
ous kids and pretty women (for years now just one, though she wants to change 
him), for the dream-reel of the movies, and the sharp air of the open road. 
Sometimes he has to strain to hear the voice, the whisper come to chase fatigue 
and fear, but it does come and then he knows. What the hell, Clough wandered 
till he died. Against the night sky he can see the tree still standing on the hillside, 
and the poems still make him cry. 

MICHAEL]. PRATHER 

42 Urey Court, Irvine, CA 92715 

DAVID C. PRESSEL 

4120 Oak Park Road, Raleigh , NC 27612 

(919) 781-9540 
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HAROLD D . PRICE 

278 South Avenue, New Cannan, CT 068 40 
(203) 966-5146 

PAUL P. PRIEBE, M.D. 

21725 Aberdeen, Rocky Ri ver, OH 44rr6 
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Career: full-time acad emic surgeo n at Case Western Re serve Uni versity, 
based at Metrohealth Medical Center. Special int erests are in gastroint estinal 
surgery and G.I. en doscopy . I tak e great pleasure from both the wor k and the 
teachin g. 

Fami ly: my w ife, Debra, and I are enjo ying bot h Christian (six) and 
Kath erine (four). Ofmy older children,Jennifer is an artist in New York City, 
after finishing her M.A. at New Yor k Uni versity. Natalie is in a gradu ate Ph.D. 
fellowship in mathematics at th e University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill. Mac 
wi ll be a sophom ore at Emory University. All seem to be in goo d health in all 
respects. I am, obviously, an ext reme ly proud father, bl essed by a wonderful 
family. 

PROF. GEORGE L. PRIEST 

350 Livingston Street, New Haven, CT 065rr 
(203) 624-833 I 

DAVID R. PRITCHARD 

47 Beach Avenue , Swampscott, MA 01907 

(617) 599-6951 

ERICH. PROSNITZ, M.D. 

6227 East Miramar Drive, Tu cson , AZ 85715 
(602) 88 5-28 59 

Ha ving never ven tur ed wes t of New York, I opted for medical schoo l in 
Los Angeles after graduatio n from Yale. Th e four years in Los An geles we re 
notable for marria ge and immersion in the southe rn Californi a milieu of the ear
ly seve nti es. Thereafter came five years in America's hear tland, for internship, 
residency, and a fellowship in ne phrolo gy. In 1978 it was time for m e to get a 
real job, so we mo ved to Tucson where I sign ed on as an assistant professor of 
medicine at th e U niversi ty of Arizona. We we re blessed w ith two ch ildr en, 
Debra, bo rn in 1981, and Beth, born in 1985. As my personal life was enri ched 
by my growi ng family , my pro fessional life revolved around starting, expandin g, 
and eventua lly being continuously overworked by a privat e practice in int ernal 
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medicine and nephrology. 
Sadly, Elaine, my Yale Prom date and wife of twenty-two years, died in 

1992. At that time I took leave from my practice and devoted myself to being a 
full-time father. We are coping with our loss, and I have recently returned to a 
faculty position at the University of Arizona. 

We look forward to the reunion (can it truly be the twenty-fifth?) and 
extend an invitation to visit us to all classmates who may journey through the 
dramatic desert southwest . 

H. ADAM PRUSSIN 

222 Country Ridge Road, Scarsdale, NY 10583 

(914) 725-2767 

DR. MICHAELE. PURCELL 

No Address Available 

NICHOLAS PUTNAM, M.D. 

P.O. Box 3012, Olivenhain, CA 92024 

(619) 753-4564 

Yale was very good to me. Our randomly chosen, geographically diverse, 
freshman roommate group remained together the entire four years and were the 
closest thing I'll ever have to brothers. Senior year I lived in Indian Neck with 
Nina. We married the summer after graduation. I went to the University of Cal
ifornia, Los Angeles, for medical school, pediatric internship, and adult and child 
psychiatry training. In 1974 we had Ariane. Nina died suddenly, unexpectedly, 
from an infection from having her teeth cleaned, while pregnant in 1978. I 
wrote in Parents magazine about our sorrow and my "Conversations with Ari
ane." Nina and I had nearly ten great years together, with lots of travel, life on 
the beach in Los Angeles when it was safe, and many friends. After Nina's death, 
Ariane and I moved to North San Diego County. In 1980 I married Julie. She 
had three sons, and together we had another daughter, Caro lyn, now twelve. 
We raised these five children in this blended family, again with lots of fun travel, 
sports, and memories. Stepfamilies are almo st never easy. We had some great 
highs and terrible lows. Recently Julie and I separated. 

I have worked mostly as a child and adolescent psychiatrist. I am medical 
director of a residential treatment center for teenagers. I like working wi th the 
kids, but nowadays most of what one does is argue with "managed care compa 
nies" to justify a meager payment for whatever time is left over to treat the 
chi ldr en. A few years ago I was elected a Fellow by the American Psychiatric 
Association. I have been an examiner for the adult and child psychiatry board 
examinations. I have done some writing and lot s of speaking. Right now the 
topic most in demand is a special interest of mine which is really no joke: Nerds. 
These are kids with mild but pervasive developmental disorders which are only 
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funny on TV. In "real life" being a nerd can mean misery and lead to attempts at 
reveng e (of the nerds) or depression. 

Life's been very full, and I have a feeling it will stay that way. 

TIMOTHY J. QUINN 

Taft, Stettinius & Hollister, 425 Walnut Street, Cincinnati, OH 45202 
(5r3) 38r-2838 

ROGER A. RAHTZ, M.D . 

5r5 West End Avenue, Apartment q.B, New York, NY roo24 
(2r2) 369-2r79 

Wife: Laura Rubinstein. Children: Joshua, nine; David, three. Work: pri
vate practice, psychiatry, chi ld psychiatry psychoanalysis; Clinical Director, 
Riverdale Mental H ealth Center. 

DAVID L. RAISH 

200 Oakland Street, Wellesley, MA 02r8r 
(6r7) 235-8194 

I cons ider myself one of the fortunate ones. In fact, if I had the chance to 
relive the past twenty-nine years without change, I would do it in a flash! 

Roz and I have had the privilege of watching three terrific kids grow 
into adults. David is a senior at Emory, Anne a sophomo re at Yale, and Juli e a 
junior at Winsor School. We've lived in some wonderful places~Paris, San 
Francisco, Washington, and Boston-and have had good friends and great mem
ories in all of them. Our last ten years have been spent in the r 720 New England 
farmhouse we had lon g dreamed of owning. 

I went to law school because I wasn't sure what I wanted to do for a liv
ing. Now I hav e the perfect job for someone who still doesn't know what he 
wants to do for a living. Every day is different, and I'm never sure what will 
come up the next hour. (I am a partner in the law firm of Ropes & Gray, con 
centratin g in tax, emp loyee benefits, and executive compensa tion. ) 

I am able to spend most of my time solving puz zles and problems for a 
variety of clients, most of whom even expr ess their gratitude! Occasionally, I also 
get to be an academic, writing books, giving lectures, and achieving some mod
est degree of recognition in my field. Sometimes I am able to perform some 
public service as well, through bar associations and charitab le board member
ship s. And for a few hours a month I forget the law altogether by singing in the 
chorus of the Boston Symphony Orchestra. 

My main concern now is that it is harder and harder to pack everyt hin g 
in. Every year brings additional pressures and demands on time, and life becomes 
more of a blur. Is there a way to slow this freight train down? 
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DR. ROBERT HUGHES RANDOLPH 

2616 Northrup Drive, Rockville, MD 20850 

(301) 340-1715 

T. EDMUND RAST 

4921 Broad Hollow Drive, Charlotte, NC 28226 

(704) 364-1 II6 

ALEXANDER RECHTER 

Rechter & Company, 52 Bezalel Street, Ramat Gan 52521, Israel 
972-3-751-5201 

So here I am in mid-middle age, with time rushing by, trying in vain to 
capture the moments . How can I sum up twenty-five years that began with 
going to Woodstock with Richard G. Williams and will end with our twenty
fifth reunion? 

Ultimately, everything can be expressed in numbers: one ex-wife; fifteen 
years of marriage; three chi ldr en-Yael (sixteen), Daphne (nine), Daniel (eight); 
seven years of commercial law practice; two books-Diamond Law, 1984, and 
Diamonds: A Legal Perspective, 1986; minor roles in three movies; twenty-four 
years as director of the Israel Yale Alumni Schools Committee (one hundred 
applicants, eight admitted); active duty during three wars-Yorn Kippur, 1973, 
Lebanon, 1982, the Gulf War, 1991. After twenty-two years I am about to be 
discharged from the Israeli army reserves at the rank of lieutenant colonel. 

I live in Kfar Shmaryahu, a suburb of Tel Aviv. I work in the city, man 
aging my business investments in automobile import and distribution and in real 
estate . 

Reunions are times of reckoning, assessing the past, and comparing one
self with classmates. I do not know how many of us have come to terms with 
ourselves, with who we are, and who we will never be. At times, I am envious 
of those who have. For me, life is still a process of trial and error, of constant dis
covery, of (in the words of E.E. Cummings) "coming back home, and seeing it 
for the first time." But, then, I was like that at Yale, and despite the time that has 
gone by, maybe I hav e not changed that much. 

Or have I? Having lost both my parents sudden ly in a car accident, I 
have learned to cope better with sorrow. I am learning to surrender myself to 
love, and Dassy, my girlfriend, agrees. I have not written the great Israeli novel, 
but I may do so yet. Life is beautiful. My time at Yale was undoubtedly one of 
its highlights. Bulldog, bulldog, bow wow wow, Eli Yale! 

STEPHEN E. RECORD 

No Address Available 
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LACHLAN W. REED 

323 Melrose Avenue, Mill Valley, CA 94941 
(415) 388-0522 

THOMAS J. REED 

328 East 73d Street, Apartment 10, New York, NY 10021 
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After Yale I went on to Princeton's Woodrow Wilson School for an 
M .P.A. I then went to work in New York C ity government, eva luatin g drug 
treatment and rehabilitation programs. The rough and tumble of big city po litics, 
social problems, and bureaucracy was a completely different world from that of 
the Ivy Leagues, and took some getting used to . But I enjoyed the combinat ion 
of doing fieldwork with an interdisciplinary team, learning about city neighbor 
hoods and health service organizations, and the writing, analysis, and advising 
that lie at the heart of evaluat ion work. Those of you who know me know that 
I always had creative interests as we ll. I wrote some articles about my evalua tion 
experiences that were published in health journal s. In 1979 I wrote and illustrat
ed a chi ldr en's book, Melissa on Parade (Bradbu ry Press). For awh ile I did 
free-lance editorial and political cartooning . My work appeared in Foreign Policy 
Magazine, the Nation, Ms., and New York Affairs, and, in 1982, Princeton Univer
sity Press published a calendar featuring my political cartoons. In a second stint in 
city governme nt, I again returned to health care service eva lu ation (at the 
Department of Health), this time directing an evaluation unit for severa l years. 
But my creative interests continued, and I was looking for a new way that I 
could integrate them. I discovered the Macintosh and set about learning desktop 
publishing and computer grap hi cs. There was such a need to produce health 
materials quickly, and the old ways of producing them were so slow and mired 
in bureaucracy; I saw a need and a service I cou ld provide. Over the last few 
years I have been Director of Materials Development for a division of the 
Department of Health, designing and producing a range of promotional, educa 
tional, and presentation materials (in cluding posters that have been displayed 
throughout New York's subway system) . Most recently I have also been teach
ing and training. I now teach desktop publishing and computer graphics (Quark, 
Illustrator, PhotoShop) at the New School and at the New York Macintosh User 
Group (NYMUG). 

Our upcoming reunions is, I'm sure, brin ging back a flood of Yale mem
ories for all of us. I suppose we will always be known as the last male class of 
Yale, but there were other distinc tion s as we ll. I think we already had a sense 
that Yale was changing demographically when we arrived . Yale was opening up, 
diversifying in its public/private school mix, its ethnic and geographic represen
tation. And I think we had already, at the beginning, a sense of our generational 
muscle: we were the boomers coming of age (though probably none of us antic
ipated fully the tumult of the late sixties). I remember being struck by Yale's 
historical atmosphere - its turrets, statues, inscriptions, and the pomp of its cere
monies. I had multiple reactions to this. I was awed and more than a little 
overwhelmed by it. I wondered whether the institution would be respons ive to 
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the present-to us and our needs. But mostly I felt honored by Yale's history, 
feeling a sense of privilege, opportunity and access. Somehow it made me feel 
that our own personal histories and quests for meaning were worthwhile too. 

Many things, big and small, changed during our years. Do you remem 
ber posture pictures and posture class? We were probably the last to have them! 
Wearing jackets and ties to Commons gave way. The grading system was 
reformed . New majors cropped up (Yale, I believe, was the first university to 
offer an Afro-American Studies major). Garry Trudeau, while we can't claim 
him for our class, started drawing Doonesbury during our years (naming B.D. after 
our own B.D.!) . The cross campus library was put underground, leaving the 
green intact. And coeducation was set in motion (remember coed week?) . 

Our campus experience was, of course, colored by the issues at large
the civil rights movement, the escalating Vietnam war, and the schisms that were 
tearing at the society. Lyndon Johnson's stepping down, the deaths of Martin 
Luther King and RFK, the election of Nixon, the campus riots across America, 
the marches on Washington, the draft card burnings, Woodstock-all of this 
formed the backdrop of our years. The war in particular clamped a pressure 
cooker lid on Yale. I remember hearing that, before us, a number of students 
took more than four years to graduate - students took time off to work, find 
themselves, try things out. Suddenly that was no longer an option. The govern 
ment's deferment policy kept changing on us. Student deferments were no 
longer guaranteed. Then they were made dependent on our standing in the class. 
Professors came to realize that flunking someone could mean sending him to 
Vietnam. I think this more than anything else brought about the grading reform 
(unless it was the high marks Margaret Mead gave to her 900- student class that 
totally skewed the grading curve anyway!). One thing can be said: change came 
to Yale relatively peacefully ( compared to what was happening on other campus
es). I think this was in no small part due to the leadership and panache of 
Kingman Brewster; Both he and William Sloane Coffin emerged from our years 
as national spokespersons. 

My Yale experience is still something I digest all these years later . Getting 
accepted at Yale was a big deal! I still remember carrying the acceptance letter in 
my pocket for several months during the summer before freshman year ( or 
rather a copy so the original wouldn't get molded up!). Yale's logo, with its mix 
of Hebrew and Latin and crisp navy blue ink, suggested a new world for me. I 
would read the lett er with a mix of pride and apprehension, plumbing it for 
some notion of what was to come. 

My parents were German Jewish refugees-lucky ones, who'd gotten 
out just before the war broke. Both my mother and her family and my father's 
parents had been aboard the St. Louis, the refugee boat Hitler had allowed out in 
the spring of 1939. The boat had been bound for Cuba, but the Cuban govern 
ment reversed itself, refusing to let the passengers disembark. The boat 
meandered around the Gulf of Mexico, its passengers desperately trying to nego
tiate entrance into the U.S.-to no avail. My mother had memories ofbeing 
able to see the shores of Florida-they were that close. The captain, sympathetic 
to the refugees' plight, stalled a return to Germany as long as he could . Eventu 
ally four' European countries took in the group. My mother and her family 
weathered the war years in England, my father's parents, more desperately, in 
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Belgium. The curt ain of war descended and several years we nt by. Most of the 
St. Louis passengers perished . Ultimately, how ever, both sides of my fam.ily did 
make it to N ew York, where they regrouped in imm.igrant neighborhoods- and 
where my parents first met. 

There was drama to th e family's exod us story (th e St. Louis story was 
event ually made into a mo vie , Voyage of the Damnea)-a nd a certain capriciou s
ness. If events had turn ed out even slightly differen tly, I might have been born 
Cuban, English, Belgian , or not at all. But America was a godsend for my par
ents, and a new begin nin g- th ey tried to minimize th e scars of the war and to 
look forwar d. Like man y, they em braced the po stwar optim.ism and American 
culture. They wanted to give me as American and apple-pie a boyhood as possi
ble. I was named Tom after Tom Sawyer, one of th e few Am erica n books my 
father had read. Th e fam.ily jok e is that it was a good thing it wasn' t H uckleberry 
Finn! 

So I had had a fairly typical and happy, modest middle-class childhood 
and adolescence. I had fun wit h my brother. My childhood heroes were Topp er 
and Superman, an unlikely combination! I loved my hula hoop , fantasized over 
Annette Funic ello , and took a lively interest in the fate of the Edsel. I grew up in 
Trenton, New Jersey, carried my girlfriend' s books, kissed her on th e porch of 
her hou se, and navigated my way th rou gh Trenton's big public hi gh school. 
Like all of us, I was old eno ugh to sense the charisma and promise of the 
Kennedy years and to be touched by the traum a of hi s dea th. And when the 
ho rmones star ted to kick in, I tun ed in to the libidi nal call of the Beatles and 
Rolling Stones. Still, it was the fam.ily saga I wrote about in my application essay 
to Yale. And my getting in represented som ething redemptive for th e family. 

I wo rked very hard at Yale, parti cularly during my freshman year when I 
was more th an a little moti va ted by fear and awe for the place. It was my first 
int rodu ction to th e pur suit of exce llence as a kind of ideal, of value in its own 
right. I respo nd ed to Yale's cha llen ge towards exce llence wit h all the energy I 
could muster, and stretched in terms of achieveme nt. I reme mb er the real highs 
that came out of mastery an d th e free management of my own tim e-th e eure
ka mom ents of graspin g a conce pt, communing w ith a great author, w rit ing a 
pap er I was pro ud of, being lost somewh ere in th e fourth cent ury B.C . w hile 
lounging in a ·leath er cha ir in Sterling Librar y. I also remember having a lot of 
fun with buddies-for examp le as a member of the Marching Band. Ou r forma
tions always skirted the edge wit h their doubl e en te ndr es. I still remember a 
Yale -V assar merg er formation where the band formed a giant Y w ho se stem 
marched vigorously into a receptive V, while playing "I'v e Got You Under My 
Skin." I think we were censo red after that! I played twenty-second trum pet out 
of twenty-two, but hey , everybo dy's important in a formation! 

Other free associations-posture pi ctur es! One freshman day we all 
found a not e from Payne Whitney gym in our mailbo xes. (In psycho lo gy we 
had learn ed that interm.ittent reinforcement was what really worked for creating 
repeated behaviors. I've always th ought that the man y trips we took to Yale Sta
tion we re our responses to our intermittent mail.) We had to get posture 
pictur es. As you will recall, what this amounted to was having a picture taken of 
us, stripped down, w ith needles tap ed all over our bod ies. The explanation: 
somehow th e n eedles' shado ws show ed how we were standing. I must have 
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failed . I was inform ed I needed to take posture class, which amounted to several 
wee ks of being taught how to stand. One of my buddi es passed; th e tri ck, he 
told m e bel atedly , was to stand as though you were sque ezing a dim e betw een 
your butt chee ks. Useful advice that, but a bit too lat e. I took po stu re class, 
chalking it off as a Yale experience I would relate many years later. So in a way I 
am making good on that promi se! I have often wondered wha t became of thos e 
pictures. W e all used to hear apocryphal stor ies about th em being used as place 
cards at reunion s. Could it be true?! 

Later on there was Coed Week. It was suppos ed to be Yale student s' 
demonstration to th e administration that life could go on bu siness-as-u sual wi th 
women around. Sure-we w ho gave th e world th e Yale-Vassar merger forma 
tion! Seven hundr ed women bussed in from twenty-two surrounding women's 
school s. Academic life, at least our academic life, stopped for a week . By th e end, 
we thought we had set back th e cause of coeduca tion for a gene ration! 

As was true for all of us in our ow n ways, my Yale experiences got fil
ter ed through a certa in amoun t of adolescent co nfu sion and distortion , and 
through the multipl e crosscurrents of the times. Yale was- is-a Zabar's of th e 
mind. Everything was exce llent, every professor seem ed to be a leading figur e, a 
celebrity, all the stud en ts seeme d to have been high school valedictori ans or class 
presidents-it was some tim es intimidatin g and overwhelming. Looking ba ck 
now , I realize that growth and learni ng is lifelong , people grow at th eir ow n 
rates. Back then there was an urgency I felt, perhaps partially self-impo sed and 
partially osmosed, th at I had to know all the answers and make all th e choices 
now. Part of adolescence (and ind eed life) is playing and stumbling and nondi
rected exp loring. A lot of thi s got preemp ted by th e compe titi ve dri ve of th e 
place and the pressures brou ght to bear by the thr eat of the Vietnam war. There 
was a lot to adju st to. Yale's male enviro nm ent was a new experien ce for me, so 
was its self-assured preppie element. I like many aspects of th e intensity, elitism , 
bravado, and camaraderie that eme rged, but it had its double edge, and I also had 
lingerin g debts to a different background. 

As men, I don't think we fully anticipated the ramifications of the 
wome n' s lib move ment and gender role chan ges. Generally, testosteron e guided 
our behavior. For mo st of us, women were pretty much relegated to the wee k
end s. Returning to campus from the fun of a wee kend roadtrip, we all suffered 
occasional Sunday evening schmerz-the clatte r of a lonely typewrite r from a 
courty ard window calling us back to the wor k at hand. Still; th e overriding feel
ing for me was of privilege in being there. 

Durin g our years, few went on for an M.B.A . About the nearest thing 
Yale had, I think, was a major in indust rial psycholo gy. There was no School of 
Organization and M anagement. I read somew here that when First Bo ston Cor
por ation came to campu s recently, someth ing like nin e hundr ed people signed 
up for int erv iews ; this wou ld never have happened durin g our time. Th ere was 
a distrust , or maybe ju st a lack of int erest, in bu siness. While the Grea t Society 
was tott ering, it had no t yet given way; our yupp in ess had ye t to sur face. We 
were a con tradictor y mi x: hi gh-m in ded, co mmuni ty-spirit ed an d id ealist ic, 
parochial and self-involved , flower childr en of peace - and-lo ve wear in g army 
jack ets, torchb earers of the moral highground , hip antimaterialists benefiting 
from many advantages, distrustful of institu tions and anyone over thirty. Mix in 
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old Yale, high expectations, the Vietnam war. Add a touch of Hendrix, Joplin, 
and the Age of Aquarius. Stir gently over a high flame. That was us. 

THOMAS L. REED,JR. 

316 Glendale Street, Carlisle, PA 17013 

(717) 243-5947 (res.) 
(717) 245-1216 (ofc.) 

Ironically, the last time I looked back at anything like a twenty-five-year 
stretch of my life with the aim of making some sense of it all was during my last 
year in New Haven. I was putting together a conscientious objector claim, hav
ing been to a Quaker school for six years before going to Yale. The process was 
arduous throughout-I guess I wasn't prepared to be literally laughed at by my 
draft board-but it was ultimately successful and life-changing. Both the ordeal 
with Selective Service and two years working at University of Virginia Hospital 
gave me my first real, formative chances to accommodate principles and person
al interests to practica l options and novel social realities. My humming Country 
Joe and Doors numbers while hospital coworkers tuned in Elvis and Conway 
Twitty was, though on a trivial level, pretty representative-and not unlike the 
dopers amidst the drinkers in Platoon, come to think of it. In any case, I look 
back at the exacting decisions and accommodations we were all making then as 
something which clearly set us apart from subsequent college generations. Is it 
too far-fetched to think that the current perceptible if not tsunamic national 
ground swell of interest in public service is, in part, the result of enough of us 
getting into positions of influence to begin reasserting some heady early ideals, 
albeit in crusty, old-fart fashion? 

Enough quasi-self-celebrating optimism. After spending more time at 
University of Virginia than John Belush; _ wasted at Faber College, I finagled a 
year in Oxford, albeit largely squandering my Fulbright stipend on pub crawls, 
rock-climbing trips to Snowdonia, and ski vacations to Switzerland. (I was out
done by the Rhodies only because they got bigger allowances.) The experience 
confirmed for me that Gothic university architecture invariab ly assures that the 
housed students will be exceptionally bright, institutionally coddled, and inclined 
largely to hedonism. I nonetheless managed to get a Ph.D. in English literature 
from Mr. Jefferson's University and shortly landed a job at Dickinson College in 
Carlisle, Pennsylvania. Although I applied on a lark, recognizing the school's 
name in the M.L.A. Job-List only (I think) because of an undefeated D'son run 
on the "College Bowl" show, it's been a good place for me. Despite the recent 
nationa l crunch for qualified and sufficiently heeled applicants to small, private, 
liberal arts colleges, the students have been consistently engaging. And the col
lege's modest but significant stress on teaching over research and publication has 
allowed me to subject the scholarly world only to thoughtful and carefully 
matured blither rather than whimsical and half-formed blather. 

Not the least advantage of teaching at Dickinson is that one of its cultur
al programs introduced me to my wife Dottie, a Bucknell graduate and now a 
self-employed artist. We have two children, Abigail (six in '94) and Daniel (two), 
who both delight us and madden us, with the former effect blessedly preponder-
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ant . It's tru e, what som eone once said, that the day your children are born yo u 
are yo ur self born into worry and concern that will last as long as yo u or they 
survive. Still, we wouldn't give it up. Other great love s? I'm still obsessed by 
mountains, symptom s vary ing from ru nn ing the trip program at my fam ily's 
summ er camp , to treks in the Himalaya s, or back cou ntry skiin g in the Rockies. 
Our stereo system continues to be slowly upgraded, but my sub scription to 
Rolling Stones is lon g since lapsed , and I've stopped keeping track of the per son
nel of Little Feat . Did Cream, Hendrix,Joplin, B.S.&T., Moby Grape, and the 
Byrd s ever really play in New Ha ven? Peeves? Like " like" all the time. "Image is 
everything." Peop le w ho drive with folding law n ch airs on their roof s. Bob 
Dol e. I look forward to seeing Rourke, Watson/ Arndt , Oleyer, Cunningham, et 
al. Is Burkett really brin ging Jam es Bro w n? 

THOMAS STUART REID 

No Address Available 

ERIC A. RENNIE 

9 Wexford Lane, Cromwell, CT 06416 

(203) 635-1572 

NORMAN J. RESNICOW 

4701 Iselin Avenue, Riverdale, NY 10471 

I'm writing this quit e lat e so it may miss the printing, but here it is, 
includin g photo taken yesterday Gust as I was thinking of shaving off the increas
ingly gray beard-no more need to look senior/di stin guished). Watched Rabin 
and Arafat shake hands yeste rday and was reminded of the small group of us who 
had dinner with Rabin in the late 1960s in Brewster's dining room, when Rabin 
was Amb assador to the U.S. D on' t remember specific s of conversa tion , only that 
Rabin was terse, tough, knowledgeable and int elligent -t he right guy in the 
right place at the right time, then and now. Also, he looke d prett y old then, 
about our age now. 

I wonder if I truly app reciated at th e time how unu sual it was for us 
"k ids" to rub elbows with some of the world's greats. Th e recent death of John 
H ersey (Master of Pierso n Co llege during "our time") brought back to mind his 
wise and gentle leadership and counsel. What a privilege just to sit and chat with 
him when personal crisis arose, or for no particular reason at all. 

Fo r Pierson "Scholar of the Hou se" (ho w "elitis t" it now sounds), 
Hersey inv ited W.H. Auden and Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. for afternoons of tea and 
conversat ion. Lik e others, I remem ber th e detailed map 'of Auden's wrinkled 
bro w . Schlesinger's recent pieces on the U .S: vis-a-vis Bosnia brought back my 
argument w ith him that aftern oon, when I cha llenge d his ex treme noti ons of 
soverei gnty . Dir ectly I asked him if, had Hitl er limi te d his Final Solution to the 
Jew s of Ger many, it would have bee n wro ng for the U.S. to intervene. H e 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 313 

answered that it would have been wrong, and I strenuously disagreed, accusing 
him of deifying national sovereignty. Now with Bosnia he has changed his view. 
I still hold mine. 

Other names flow by: Up-close concerts at Woolsey (organized by Herb 
Wright) with Hendrix, Joplin, and Donovan, endless hours spent with the "to 
become famous" at the Yale Record (Trudeau, Tartikoff); Margaret Mead's lecture 
class (anthropology with a cast of thousands) ... 

I'd really like to go to college now. I'm sure I would properly appreciate 
it.. .and not only in retrospect. 

CHARLES P. RESOR 

P.O. Box 667, Wilson, WY 83014 

(307) 733-9063 

PROF. WILLIAM S. RICE III 

1911 Parkside Drive, NW, Washington, DC 20012 

LEONARD RICHARDS 

415 North Elm Street, Hinsdale, IL 60521 

Work: real estate development and consulting. 
Loves: work, family-one wife, three children, myself 
Losses: a couple of jobs (no self-esteem). 
Achievements: alive, healthy, happy, not content. 
Disappointments: "I coulda been a contender?" 
Education: Yale '69 (Class of November). 
Honors: Nobel Peace Prize '72, Oscar '82, Tony '92, Reunion '93. 
Offices: I've had several. 
Publications: I receive several. 
Peeves: people who do not listen. 
Dreams: sometimes. 
Memories: lots, mostly good. 

ALLEN B. RICHARDSON, M.D. 

Orthopedic Associates of Hawaii, Inc., 1380 Lusitana Street, Honolulu, HI 96813 

In brief, after leaving Yale, life has pretty much been "on track." I mar
ried Pokey Watson, whom I was dating during my senior year, and am still 
married (? free agency at twenty-five years!) and now have three children, 
Andrew (eleven), Anne (nine), and Puna (seven). I went to medical school 
(University of California, Los Angeles), graduated in the prescribed four years, 
and followed in my father's footsteps, completing my residency in orthopedic 
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surgery in 1978. After a year's fellowship in sports medicine, I joined the Uni
versity Orthopedic group in Honolulu in 1979 and am now the president of that 
group, which comprises some thirteen surgeons. 

I got very active in the national and international governing bodies for 
competitive aquatic sports and have been the Chief Medical Officer for United 
States Swimming for the past fifteen years. I am presently chairman of the med
ical committee for the International Federation of Aquatic Sports. In that 
capacity, I have had to do a lot of traveling, which has racked up a lot of Mileage 
Plus benefits, have been an official of the last three Olympic Games, and will be 
in Atlanta in 1996. How long I remain in this "voluntary" position, which takes 
up two to three months a year, is open to question after 1996. 

I play a fair amount of golf (with a handicap which is "fixed" between 
eleven and thirteen), exercise "some," and work the rest of the time. I was elect
ed to the Punahou Schoo l Board of Trustees two years ago. Some might recall 
that Punahou School was founded by Yale Missionaries in 1841 (oldest private 
prep school west of the Rocky Mountains) for the express purpose of "preparing 
the sons of Missionaries for Yale College." All three of my children attend Puna
hou. 

All in all, I would say that my life has followed the "track" that was 
mapped out from my early years, and it has been most enjoyable to date (except 
I wish I had more control of my short game!). I look back on my experience at 
Yale as an invaluable part of my life. There is little question in my mind that 
every high schoo l student from the western United States should consider 
matriculating in the East for college (and vice versa). The experience is broaden
ing beyond description. My only regret is that I didn't take advantage of as many 
of the opportunities offered at Yale as were availab le, which is probably a very 
common renumscence. 

I am still a Republican at heart, although this seems to be currently out 
of favor. I watched the movie The Doors some time ago and recalled that we 
were all in school when Jim Morrison was arrested for indecent exposure during 
his concert in New Haven. I remember thinking, at the time, that the police 
grossly overreacted to his antics, and that he was really a "heroic" figure, resist
ing the police. Yet, wh ile watching the movie, I was struck by the depravity of 
his excesses. This line of thinking was so logical and enlightened in the late 
1960s. How can one mind (mine) have changed so much in its evaluation of the 
same event over what I think is a relatively short period of time (twenty-five 
years)? Do we have any class members still "making candles" in Sausalito? 

I am looking forward to our Twenty-fifth Reunion. I wonder what has 
become of the members ofDesmos (the "Underground"). I wonder how many 
members of the Yale Swimming Team wi ll attend. There are some great (and 
perhaps not so great) friends that I am, inde ed, hoping to see again after these 
many years. We had a great time on the second floor at Timothy Dwight; I hope 
we haven't all forgotten one another. And, finally, I am wondering if the Yale 
Golf Course will "eat me up" once again! 
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JOHN J. RICOTTA, M.D. 

61 Nottingham Terrace, Buffalo, NY 14216 
(716) 887-5IIO 

ROBERT A. RIEHLE, JR., M.D . 

542 Englemore Road, Clifton Park, NY 12065 
(518) 383-4476 
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Nancy, Christopher, and I landed ten miles north of Albany in 1990 after 
two decades of the "chase" in New York City. My job as medical director of a 
212 bed community hospital is a high-wire act, juggling physicians' personalities 
with hospital priorities . Given my interest in health care policy, this tu rn from 
academic surgery into management hopefully is on the path toward university 
medical center leadership. Nancy has managed to comb in e her advert ising/mar 
keting experience and international trade studies into consu ltin g with Eastern 
European countries . Christop her is a two-year-old delight-confident, conge 
nial, and quite a terror. Though a late starter in the fami ly ro le, I'm an avid 
convert! 

Luckily, I've stayed in touch with lots of '69ers. Their energies, diverse 
skills, and now families enliven my own voyage. We click as we always have, 
speaking in short hand and punctuating the present with snippe ts of slightly fog
gy replays from those happy, go ld en bygone days. A dinner, a hal f-hour 
conversation, or a weekend reunion easily rekindles what we all still share . I am 
delighted and sustained by our bright, wry commun ity of talents. Time and 
change shall naug ht avail to break the many friends hips formed at Yale. 

NICCOLO D. RIETI 

No Address Available 

JAN L. RIEVESCHL, Ph.D . 

1322 Seventh Street, New Orleans, LA 70II5 
(504) 897-1664 

PROF. RONALD L. RIVEST 

24 Candia Street, Arlington, MA 02174 
(612) 253-5880 (ofc.) 

As a professor of computer science at Massachusetts Institute of Techno l
ogy, my research focuses on cryptography and machine learning. The start-up 
company I founded, RSA Data Security, is doing a wonderful job promoting 
and selling products based on "public-key cryptography." 
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My wife Gail, our kids Alex (fourteen) and Christopher (eleven), and I 
enjoy traveling and photography. Alex loves basketball and Chris is a great gym
nast. I've been enjoying aerobics recently and have become certified as an 
instructor. Gail has been substitute teaching at the elementary level. 

NEIL H. ROBBLEE 

P.O. Box 18208, Seattle, WA 98118 
(206) 722-0757 

WILLIAM H. ROBERTS, JR. 

3700 Greenway, Baltimore, MD 21218 
(410) 235-5896 

WILLIAM D. ROBERTSO ·N,JR. 

3031 NE 129th Place, Portland, OR 97230 
(503) 254-361 l 

LAWRENCE K. ROBINSON 

_American Embassy, PSC 801, Box 16, FPO AE 09498 

SCOTT E. ROBINSON 

17461 Camino De Yatasto, Pacific palisade, CA 90272 
(3 ro) 454-5813 

THEODORE N. ROBINSON 

55 Claybrook Road, Dover, MA 02030 

Like most, I have a family, moved to the suburbs, and am concerned 
about crabgrass, taxes, and keeping th e kids out of trouble. Today's challenge 
was keeping them out of range of the annual migration of female snapping tur 
tles who bury their eggs in our yard . I have submitted a picture of one of the 
better looking ladies . 

About the most interesting part of my work is flying a single engine 
plane (a Bonanza) back and forth between Boston and J ackson, Mississ ippi. I 
have come to appreciate the cultural power of that small area of our country that 
gave us Faulkner and th e blues. The flying itself has been surprisingly cut and 
dried, even the pre-instrument "scud running." 

It was not always so routine . My first airp lane, a two-seat cloth and 
wood Aeronca Champ, was actually chased by a dog (an aviation first?). On a 
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trip from New Jersey to Block Island, I was flying low and slow over the beach 
at East Hampton, due to a monster headwind. A black Labrador came out from 
between two dunes and gave a spirited pursuit, much to the amusement of my 
passenger. 

Concerning losses and triumphs, an attempt during the early eighties to 
start a UHF television station on Block Island is perhaps my best example. I 
found perhaps the last remaining available channel in the packed East Coast TV 
market-UHF channel 69 on Block Island, and after two years of convincing, 
got the FCC to make the allocation. I snatched defeat from the jaws of victory 
by attempting to do the public relations job of getting the station approved by 
myself A local newspaper perhaps said it best-"the stack of complaints may be 
higher than the proposed tower itself." Even the local chamber of commerce 
was against it . It was about this time that dog chased my plane. 

My hopes for the future, like many, are centered on the kids. One rele
vant worry is that New Haven has become too dangerous; I even wrote a 
"Letter to the Editor" in the YAM explaining how this might be discouraging 
alumni giving. I know I'd be a whole lot more interested in the YAF if I 
thought it was safe enough to send my kids there . 

PETER H. RODGERS 

Varet, Marcus & Fink, 607 14th Street, NW, Suite I rno, Washington, DC 20005 

After practicing law for more than twenty years, I am now quite sure 
that I would have been better off as a restaurant critic. But who thinks of such 
options at age twenty-one? After leaving Yale college I did three years at Stan
ford Law School, missed the chance to serve in Vietnam and eventually ended 
up practicing law privately in Washington. I presently comanage the D.C. office 
of a New York based firm and practice a version of energy law involving mostly 
the representation of international oil trading companies and financial institu
tions. 

Aside from the practice, I am most happily married to Beverly Rudy 
(Tufts 1976) who is also my law partner. We live "in the woods" near Annapolis 
and try our best to control a wild, two-year-old beagle named Sophie. We avid
ly follow baseball (the Orioles of course), sail, travel (seemingly not nearly 
enough for pleasure) to Europe (especially France, where we have managed to 
cover nearly all the great restaurants) and elsewhere, and keep track part time of 
two children by my prior marriage: Adam (fourteen) and Emma (eleven) . Both 
are good kids who keep asking me what I did at Yale. I refuse to tell! 

PABLO RODRIGUEZ 

27 Loughran Avenue, Stamford, CT 06902 



Thomas E. Pitts, Jr. Bruce A. Plyer 

Andrew Popper photographing East German spies for a 
cover story in U.S. News and World Report 

Robert, Nancy, and Christopher Riehle 

Eric H. Prosnitz 

Carolyn and Ariane Putnam 
(children of Nicholas) 

Snapping turtle laying her eggs in Theodore Robinson's 
back yard 



Rog er A. Rahtz David L. Raish Alexander R edner 

Thomas J . Reed Th e Walter B. Ro se family 

Th e Jerrold F. Rosenbaum family Norman J. Resnicow 
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DAVID ROE 

Env ironm en tal Defense Fund , 5655 College Aven ue, Suite 304, Oakland , CA 94618 

When I first en co unt ered this lit erary form, maybe a year after graduat
ing, I thought the writers who emp hasized family wer e probably covering for a 
lack of accomplishment; and if I had ever found one w ho reported holdin g th e 
same job without promotion for seve nt een straight years, I wou ld have known 
for sur e. Wond erfully, ho weve r, the se turn out to be th e hallm arks of a half-life 
more successful and creat ive and happ y than anything I could have conceived in 
th e fall of 1969, and certainl y than what I would have pr escribed for myself back 
then. Aft er a textbook seven -year start-England; law school in the company of 
our current Pres ident and First Lady amon g many ot hers; a judicial clerk ship ; 
and a year of standard bu sin ess liti gation at _ hi gh hourl y rates-the sky opened, 
and a job offer fell on me to b e th e seco nd lawyer in the fledgling West C oast 
office of th e Environmental Defense Fund, job description unav ailable but law 
degree som ehow requir ed. I had just eno ugh presence of mind to take it, despite 
much sage advice from colleagues, and I've be en there ever since. Alon g the way 
I've been able to make some genuinely confo unding arguments, write an inge
niousl y troubl esome law or two, and discover that th e busin ess of social change 
takes thirty seconds of inspir ation and then a decade or more of all-out applica
tion to get somet hing to happ en . It puts a premium on choo sin g th e right issu e 
at the b egin ning. I' ve be en lu cky twice. In all thi s unchart ed ter ritory (there's 
still no useful job description, sevent een yea rs and four times as many staff mem
b ers later), family life has come lat e . After divorce in my twent ies, I remarried 
only six years ago to Sukey Lilienth al, and our children (both adopted, with us 
in the delivery room bo th times) are now two-and-three-quarters (Nathan) and 
six months (Celeste), so only now are we learni ng what those reu nion writers of 
lon g ago were talking abo ut, and although we're start in g late, we are totally and 
sham elessly enjo yin g every part of it. Perhaps th e best report I can give is that in 
the quart er- ce ntury to come, I w ill be discove rin g what most of my classmates 
already know. For th ese various pleasures Yale gets full credit for subliminal edu
cation - not for what I thou gh t I'd learne d by th e tim e I left (and left again after 
law schoo l), but for what I'd been prepared to appreciate, onc e it someho w 
show ed itself to m e despite my illusions , Yale, and the exampl e of friends, m any 
of whom Yale offered or suggested. No m atter how Apollonian the text, 
romance has turn ed out to be th e answer so far. 

PROF. RICHARD L. RO E 

12529 Montclair Drive, Silver Spring, MD 10904 
(301) 622- 0733 

E. MABRY ROGERS 

2048 Canterbury Road, Birmingham , AL 35223 
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American College of Construction Lawyers; Partner, Bradley, Arant, 
Rose & White; Vestry, Cathedral of the Advent (Episcopal); Chair, Yale Alumni 
Schools Committee, North Alabama; Secretary, Harvard Law School Class of 
1974; husband of Jeanne Edwards; father of Gilbert B. (sixteen), Katie Bee 
(eleven) and Mary Coleman (seven). Survived commercial plane crash, July ro, 
1991, thirteen people died, the captain and I lived. · 

CAPT. STEPHEN A. ROSE 

4501 Biscayne Drive, Virginia Beach, VA 23455 

Twenty-five years compressed into a page. An assignment that conjures 
up memories of the hallucinatory essays we used to crank out for freshman Eng
lish the midnight before . (If Dostoyevsky had written Moby Dick, and Bartle by 
the Scrivener had been First Mate of the Pequod .... ) 

First the facts, then the gloss: no pets, one wife, two kids, three degrees, 
four stripes, five aircraft, six articles, and about a dozen moves. In short, the 
Navy. First as a pilot, then as a lawyer. 

Just guessing, but I am probably one of a small handful of 1969ers still on 
active duty in the armed services. Maybe the sole remnant of the tide of Navy 
OCS commissions that sheltered many in our class from the unpleasantness in 
Southeast Asia. For me, what began as a temporizing move became a career 
metamorphosis. 

Reported to flight school during graduation summer. Brief tour in Viet
nam at the tail end of the war. Played peekaboo with a few tracers, but nothing 
with my name on it. Realized after another two years of being a stick jockey 
that flying was a postfraternity avocational interest, not a life's work. Parts is 
parts, machines are machines. 

Eventually talked the Navy into a lateral arabesque from the flight line to 
the law library. (Exchanging a $20 million aircraft for a $200 desk was a tough 
sell to the brass.) Unable to use my ticket to Yale Law due to the Hebert rule 
(students on federal scholarships not permitted to attend schools which had 
defenestrated their ROTC programs), so ended up at University of Virginia Law 
School in 1974. 

Meanwhile, had married my steady girlfriend, Mary Ellen Ciarletto 
(Albertus Magnus '69). A lot of fun then, a lot of fun now. Doubles as a trophy 
wife when circumstances suggest. Co-owner of the kids, mortgages, and daily 
thrash-what Zorba fondly referred to as "the whole catastrophe ." During the 
past twenty years she has bumped around with me to duty stations in Florida, 
Rhode Island, Virginia, and Guam. We have come to savor the enduring satis
factions of middle-class middle age. 

Am currently plunked down in the Pentagon, as house counsel and a 
policy planner for the Assistant Secretary of Defense for Special Operations and 
Low-Intensity Conflict. Translation: We have the Department of Defense port
folio for peacekeeping and what the Marines euphemistically used to call "small 
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wars." In a post-Cold War security environment it is often difficult to distinguish 
the damsel from the dragon. That used to be true at a lot of mixers, too. 

Am also part of a team working to counter the proliferation of weapons 
of mass destruction. Trouble. A regrettable spin-off of the techno logical diaspo
ra of the last fifty years has been the growing capacity for individual s and small 
groups to indulg e in mass mayh em. We sho uld not expect nuclear weapons to 
show up in the Penny's catalog, but the trend is ominous. Even more dangerous 
is the darkside potential of bioengineering. Our children are the last generation 
to be safe. 

By the time you read this, I will hav e moved on from the five-s ided 
wind tunnel on the Potomac. Having been to see the wizard, my next duty sta
tion will be the Navy's version of Kansas (Norfolk, Virginia), where I am being 
posted as the Judg e Advocate for the Atlantic Fleet. Ana logous to being manag
ing partner for a smalli sh firm (seventy-five attorney s) with branch offices in 
Iceland, Bermuda, Key West, the Azores, Quantanamo Bay, Cuba, and other 
naval installation s east of the Mississippi and west of Oz. 

My two daughters have wildly different appraisals of my time with the 
Navy . Eight-year -old Melissa once described me to a playmate as "the Captain 
of the Pentagon." Our fourteen-year-old Rebecca has a more realistic slant: 
"Well, you know, he's a lawy er who like has to wear this uniform thing, write 
all thi s weird secret stuff, travel around to strange places, and talk on the phone 
more than I get to." Exac tly. A great opening sen tence for my retirement 
resume. 

WALTER B. ROSE 

McBain, Rose Partners, 355 South Grand Avenue, Suite 4295, Los Angeles, CA 90071 
(213) 626-7700 

How quickly a quarter century goes by ... 
Left Yale in an impul sive fit of 1969 idealism. Joined the Peace Corps in 

Colombia. Assigned to government agricultural agency in Bogota. (Note: this is 
before Colombia's "cash crop" expor t boom.) Most lasting achievement: learned 
to play polo (it's a long story!). Returned stateside to finish a few lingering Yale 
academic require m ents. Achieved, in the immortal words of Silliman Dean John 
"Blinky" Palmer, "an acceptable level of competence." 

Set out in r97 r to seek my fortune: 
First stop: Minneapolis. Found a sales/marketingjob with Medtronic, a 

leading manufacturer of heart pacemakers. Great company, great people, great 
product. Lasted one winter in Minneapolis. Next stop : sunny south ern Califor
nia. Maneuvered a transfer to a job opening in Los Angeles selling pacemakers to 
surgeons. Kicked upstairs, after a year, to manage the Western Regional Opera
tions. 

In r974 met, courted, and married Kathy Luppen, a fourth-generation 
Los Angeles native. It all began as a blind date, arranged by a mutual friend who 
felt remorse in selling me a lame, broken-down polo pony (yes, that Peace 
Corps experience was coming in handy!). Four months later, found myself at the 
altar, Impulsive? Very. Successful? Best decision I ever made. 
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Next stop: Palo Alto to enroll in Stanford M.B .A. program (1975-77) . 
Wife paid the bills while I "studied." Spent some time perfecting interpersonal 
dynamic skills on the Stanford Golf Course . 

With M.B.A. in hand, returned to Los Angeles. Worked with McKinsey 
for several years as management consultant . Then entrepreneurial juices started 
flowing. Formed Venture Consulting Corporation to address needs of smaller 
firms. Then, in 1984, teamed up with Stanford classmate Angus McBain to form 
McBain, Rose Partners (MRP) to ride the LBO roller coaster. Timing was good 
and luck intervened. With operating managers as partners, we bought seven 
companies. So far, investors happy and lenders relieved. Despite recessions, riots, 
Reaganomics, Clintonom ics, the disappearance of banks, high prices, and a 
cloudy outlook, MRP is still in business. Midlife course correction may be 
upcoming! 

Pride and joy: sons Tom (fifteen) and Pete (thirteen). Enjoy the usual 
array of parent involvement: coach (ice hockey, soccer, baseball), chauffeur, and 
occasional tutor. Quickly learning the "challenges" of the teen years! 

Community involvement: Vice Chairman, Childrens Hospital Los 
Angeles. Intense but rewarding work during this time of uncertainty for hospi
tals. Anxious ly awaiting "solution" from Hillary and the Yale Law School Mafia. 

Reflections: Life since New Haven has been full but not without its 
struggles and disappointments (especially during the early entrepreneurial years). 
Strong marriage and close family are key to survival. Looking to the future with 
excitement but with some trepidation. Perhaps our kids may not enjoy the same 
opportunities we had. We were very lucky to be at Yale in the late sixties. Look
ing back to twenty-five years ago, it was the best of times ... 

DAVID B. ROSEN 

O'Donnell & Schwartz, 60 East 42d Street, Suite I022, New York, NY 10165 

(212) 370-5100 

JEFFREY A. ROSEN 

950 Park Avenue, New York, NY I0028 

(212) 744-0734 

JERROLD F. ROSENBAUM, M.D. 

587 Wa lnut Street, Newton, MA 02160 

(617) 332-0481 

Family first. Like two of my roomies from our Saybrook quad, I met the 
woman I would marry during coed week (shades of mail - order brides), Lidia 
Visbeek, Mount Holyoke '72 . I managed to remain an undergraduate by living 
in Saybrook during my first three years of Yale Medical School as a resident 
advisor and later freshman counselor, but graduated to marriage in 1972 and 
finally moved off campus . We're now married twenty -one years, living in New-
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ton, Massachusetts, with our three children (and choco late Lab puppy), or per
haps, more accurately stated, for our three children if not through our three 
chi ldr en! I'm never so content as when I'm hanging out with these people, a 
feeling not anticipated during all the years preparing to get here. 

My firstborn is Jed, now age thirteen, a handsome and vital kid who talks 
about going to Yale one day. He's a gifted athlete, having excelled in soccer and 
baseball, musical with both voice and instrument, and an outstanding student. 

Eliza at ten, my "brown - eyed little middle lefty," blond like her brothers 
and a beauty like her mom, is also a soccer standout, a natural left-winger, a tal
ented pianist, a fine student, and (tru th ) has published her first book this year, 
Friends Afloat. (Call 1-800-531 - 5015, Ra intree-Steck-Vaughn Publishers, for a 
copy; kids really love it.) 

At three is Blake, the apple of the other eight eyes in the family, a good 
natured, funny, and outgoing boy, who meets and charms all in his path. (As I 
write this, Lidia, looking over my shoulder, notes that this panegyric to our fam
ily is "sick," offending her fundamental modesty and tendency to 
self-effacement. I've always said we're a nice couple, but ninety percent of the 
variance is accounted for by Lidia.) Lidia, known in the sixties as the "incredible 
Lid from Madrid," was a Criminal Justice Planner in Denver where I interned, a 
consultant for a Cambridge consulting firm after our return to the East through 
Jed's infancy, co - owner of a fancy chocolate confection cottage industry ("A 
Mere Truffle"), and now a part-time music teacher while assuming the principal 
homemaking responsibilities. 

My own career path has been a surprise to me, end ing up in academic 
medicine when I fully expected to be a small- town clinician. From the emer
gency ward of the Denver General Hospital (the "knife and gun club") where I 
interned, I moved to psychiatry residency at the Massachusetts General Hospital 
in 1974; I have been at the MGH since, in large measure due to the mentoring 
of the former Chief of Service, Tom Hackett. In 1978 I ran a small out-patient 
clinic, the psychopharmacology clinic, which has grown through the years to be 
a major center for treatment and research in mood and anxiety disorders. Our 
research focuses on biological psychiatry, new treatments, etiology of psychiatric 
illness, longitudinal course and family studies. In addition to research I direct the 
out-patient psychiatry division of the MGH and have begun the (grindingly 
slow) process to professorship at Harvard Medical School. I get to travel a great 
deal, mostly for meetings and lectures, but also for consulting and advisory board 
service, mainly to the pharmaceutical industry. Our group has been productive 
and has published extensively, and I've had my fifteen minutes of fame with an 
appearance on "ABC News Nightline" around the Prozac controversy. 

For the foreseeable future my efforts will focus on keeping our clinical 
and research resources viable through the parallel crises in research and clinical 
care funding. (It is time for a single payer system in health care and for recogni
tion of severe psychiatric disorders as the major, but effectively treatable, illnesses 
they are.) Thank goodness for the weekends, for tennis, and for the change to 
yell to (at) my two wingers from the sidelines. 
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I am a neurologist and neuroscientist working at Children's Hospital and 
Harvard Medical School and spend about eighty to ninety percent of my time 
engaged in research, the rest in clinica l activities . I am married to Harriet Moss, 
a lawyer. 

JAMES B. ROSENBLOOM 

835 Greenwood Avenue, Glencoe , IL 60022 

(708) 835- 3596 

Although I have little (i.e., nothing) to report which I would character 
ize as extraordinary or particularly interesting, I can report a wonderful family of 
whom I am very proud. My wife Linda and our daughters, Jessica (sixteen) and 
Kate (thirteen), are my pride and joy. A law firm I started with two other guys 
seventeen years ago has grown to fifty lawyers. 

The demands of building a firm and raising a· family have diverted my 
attention from maintaining many of my Yale friendships, something I look back 
upon and wish I had been more diligent about. I read the Class Notes section of 
the Yale Alumni Magazine with great interest and marvel at the number of my 
classmates I never met or even heard of I look forward to seeing everyone at the 
twenty-fifth. 

JAMES B. ROSENBLUM 

48 Spring Street, Unit 1, Greenwich, CT 06830 
(203) 622-1408 

DAR.RELL S. ROSS 

290 Irving Avenue, Providence, RI 02906 
(401) 274-3225 (res.) 
(401) 463-3 IOO (ofc.) 

My wife Susan and I have been married for sixteen years and have three 
childr en, Leslie (fourteen), Meredith (eleven), and Daniel (eight). 

After graduating from Harvard Law in 1972 I briefly practiced law before 
joining my father's retail jewelry business. I transformed the business over the last 
two decades into primarily a mail-order one-Ross, Simons Jewelers. However, 
this year we are opening two stores outside our New England base, in Atlanta 
and Las Vegas. We employ six hundred people. 
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I am quite active in our community, being very invo lved in my chil
dren's two schools. I lo ve to travel, read, and create. I lov e kids and every 
morning drive eight of them to school (my three, plus five others.) 

I would love to hear from my old Jonathan Edwards friends. 

BENET A. ROTHSTEIN 

No Address Available 

PHILIP G. ROURKE, Ph.D. 

2205 89th Avenue, NE, Clyde Hill, WA 98004 
(206) 453-9844 

I am writing to quietly break almost twenty-five years of silence with 
respect to alumni communications. This silenc e was never elevated to the level 
of a decision but just sort of grew year by year without any special tending. 

Upon graduation all those years ago, I proceeded to Yale Graduate 
School in clinical psychology. Four years later I emerged with a Ph.D. and spent 
three pleasant years working for the Yale Department of Psychiatry as an 
expendable you ng professor and ho spital psychologist. 

In 1973 I married Rosalyn Prager, w hom I met while we were both 
interned at the West Haven Veterans Hospital. Our first daughter, Allyson, was 
born in 1976, just before we left New Haven for Phoenix, Arizona. 

In Pho enix I worked for the County Hospital as a psychologist, develop
ing programming for the inpati ent facility. The year 1978 saw the birth of our 
second daughter, Melissa, and a decision to change careers. At the end of that 
year, Rosalyn and I and our children return ed to my hometown, Seattle, Wash
ington, and I joined our family insurance brok erage. 

Friends whom I haven't seen since my Yale days may think my change 
from mental health to insurance a bit in congruous . However, it made a lot of 
sense and has proved to be a happy decision. Psychology was a better education 
than a career for me. The insuran ce brokerage business has been good to me and 
has allowed me to lead my own enterpr ise in a way which would have been 
much more difficult in psychology. 

Four years ago I became involved in the politics of our small, suburban 
town of Clyde Hill to the extent of becoming the Mayor. I have been shepherd
ing storm drainage and street overlay projects since and enjoying the political 
process. 

We have lived for fifteen years in the Seattle area and enjoy the outdoors. 
Skiing, hiking, boating, and occasional golf mark the seasons. Allyson has recent
ly been accepted at Amherst College and will start there in the fall of 1993. 
Melissa is busy with high schoo l and rowing crew. So the college cycle has start
ed again, with the opportunity for Rosalyn and me to visit New England again 
as students' parents. 

In spite of the silence with which this note began, I look back fondly on 
my undergraduate years at Yale. I miss the friends I knew then, now so perma-
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nently scattered around our country. I look forward to reading the contributions 
of other members of the Class of 1969 to the Directory. 

JONATHAN RUBIN 

No Address Available 

MARTIN L. RUBIN 

824 Brookhurst Drive, Dallas, TX 75218 
(214) 363-0443 

PHILLIP H. RUBIN 

5901 Chabot Road, Oakland, CA 94618 

Phil Rubin sends his regards. He's awfully busy since the arriva l of his 
clone, Jacob Samuel, 4/24/89. Phil has taken on the responsibility for introduc
ing his son and stepdaughter, Sarah, to the joys of Al Jolson, other jazz greats of 
the first half of the century, and esoteric literature the likes of "Archy and 
Mehitabel" by Don Marquis. His success is suggested by the fact that Sarah is 
shocked when her friends do not recognize the Jolson tunes she croons. Jacob 
has learned the entire medley of Old Blue fight songs, which he sings while he 
and Dad share a bath. Phil continues to peddle his own software, and his wife, 
Laurie Leiber, meddles in matters of alcohol policy. 

MICHAELS. RUBINOVITZ 

22 Riverside Drive, Apartment 5-B, New York, NY 10023 

Work: Associate Director of Deve lopment, Corporate and Foundation 
Giving, Dance Theater Foundation, Inc. 

Loves: tennis, lobster Newburg, and Morgan persons. 
Losses: my happy youth, my piano, and my Shetland wool sweater. 
Achievements: my return to sanity and surviving Yale. 
Disappointments: my return to sanity and surviving Yale. 
Education Honors: Marchesi Solfeg Award, 1984; Zwergtanz Honorarium, 

Munich Feenbund, 1981; Croix Des Muets, University of Paris, 1977-79; 
National Cruciverbalists' Circle, 1975; Most Improved Player, New York Sissy's 
Volleyball, 1972. 

Offices: Third Floor, back, in the Bible Society Bui lding in New York 
City; Treasurer, Met Tennis Group, New York City. 

Publications: Princess Cumquat, 1992 (novella); Iguana Queen, 1987 (novel
la & filmscript); Gnomes: Two, 1979 (filmstrip); Die Tanzerin, 1976 (drama). 

Peeves: Yale telemarketing calls, class reunions, aging. 
Dreams: to sing Tristan and to be an int ernational film star. 
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Memories: a certain bathroom in Pierson College and the sound of Robert 
Penn Warren's voice. 

Notes: "It's cost me a lot ... " But at last, I am happy. I have a male wife, 
and revile homophobia in all forms. Perhaps one day I will be as rich as some of 
my Yale classmat es. But I doubt it. 

ALE. RUBOTTOM 

5352 Via Carancho, San Diego, CA 92111 

Am working (for last three plus years) with Q.D. Systems, software 
developer of Q .D. Clinical, a program for physicians to reco rd pati ent visit data 
(in office and in hospital or remote locations). Married since 1969 to Sibyl Ann 
Selldorff (Yale University, M .F.A. '66). Two sons: Otis T. (twenty-one) is now a 
junior at Lewis & Clark College (English major, dedicated outdoor activist, 
climber, poet) and will spend six months of his senior year in Kenya; Elijah Paul 
(sixteen) is now in tenth grade at La Jolla Country Day School, is an artist and 
budding musician, will attend R.I.S.D. Pre - College Foundation this summer 
(1993). My e-mail address: internet=alrub@pro-sol.cts.com; MCIMail=arubot
tom. Fellow workers in our information-boggled industries, unite! JGD, YITB, 
ancl Furthur. 

JAMES A. RUBRIGHT 

King & Spalding, 191 Peachtree Street, Atlanta, GA 30303 

After Yale and University of Virginia Law School I had th e great good 
sense (remarkable in the light of many other personal choices since) to settle in 
Atlanta and join King & Spalding. I am still there after twenty-one years, devot
ed primarily to corporate and partner ship financ e and acquisitions. Mary 
Angelich Rubright , my wife of six years, and I are loo king forward to th e Octo
ber birth of our first child. I hav e four other childr en , Noah (twenty-three), Ben 
(twenty-one), Jami (seven teen), and Nate (twelve). 

HANON W. RUSSELL 

21 Dock Road, Milford , CT 06460 

THOMAS WRIGHT RUSSELL III 

IOI Dogwood Drive, Clemson, SC 2963 r 
(803) 654-6393 
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WILLIAM RUSSELL-SHAPIRO 

3746 21st Street, San Francisco, CA 94114 

(415) 824-6676 (res.) 
(415) 781- 5127 (ofc.) 
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In 1982, on my thirty-fifth birthday, after years in urban planning in San 
Francisco with an emphasis on national politics and local commun ity organizing, 
I chaired the State Democratic Convention, our Congressman announced his 
resignation, and I looked into running for his seat. That day began th e end of 
my previously lifelon g infatuation with politics. I had the questionable pleasure 
of realizing how thoroughl y my wife, children; opinions, free time, and reading 
had gradually all been subord inated to continuing the pattern of trying to please 
everyone and being liked by (almost) everyone that I had developed into a high 
art form in high school and at Yale. 

Over ten years later, I now am ensconced in two small businesses
restaurants and an auction hou se for sports memorabilia-which I run and own 
(one with a partner), have voraciously resumed reading, volunteer with an ex
offenders rehabilitation program, and d.edicate most of my time to and love all 
the time I can get with my family. 

Every summer we take a vacation in the South of France that rejuvenates 
my energies and also evokes nostalgic recollections of being younger, dreaming 
of an exciting future and romance. I found the romance at hom e, but doubt that 
the rest of my life would seem too exciting to anyone except me. My biggest 
adventures this past year were my son's basketball team winning a game in over
time with (despite?) my coaching and my daughter telling my wife Alice and me 
what a rave is-from firsthand experience. 

I ima gine my odyssey has not been un usual. But there are moments 
when I look around this city that is now my home and remember all that I was 
once sure I was going to do to improve it, to change society for the bett er, and 
to make myself famous and powerful. Although my children's departure for col
lege in a few (two and four) years may bring some of that back to the fore, it is 
so much less likely than it once was that I doubt it will happen. Luckily for me, 
that now seems alright. 

Beyond the personal history, living in northern California has been inter
esting, easier in many ways than the East, with . a gentle climate, immediate and 
year -rou nd access to the outdoors, and an enormous variety of nature, a pretty 
tolerant population, and a much slow er pace. But I miss the East's great old 
houses, neighborhoods, and trees, balmy spring and summer nights, and the 
intensity of the seasons. On balance, I guess for me those are not worth th e alter
nating slush, bitter cold, and humidity, and the urban density. I suppose there's 
no perfection on either coast. 

Most of all, I miss my Eastern friends, a few from high school, but most
ly from Yale, and feel lucky to hav e kept up at least a littl e with Bruc e 
Weinstein, Rich Wolf, Art Klebanoff, Dick Pasternak ('70) and, by mai l only, 
Alan Donald. My children still enjoy my stories about those guys and others, 
particularly about their behavior, my best efforts notwithstanding, during the 
year in Wright Hall. I think I should have taken a year off after high school. The 
campus police thought so, too. 



Jim, Kate, Linda , and Jessica Ros enbloom Phil Rourke and family ., ' 

William Russ ell-Shapiro Children of William Russell-Shapiro 

Darrell Ross Linda, Steve, and Liza Santulli (Robert's family) 



Michael, Michelle, and Ethan Schonbrun 
in Cairo, Egypt 

Jim Schweitzer 

Randolph B. Schiffer 

The David Schwartz family 

Zibby, Stephen, and Teddy Schwarzman 
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NEIL F. RYAN 

3 3 IO El Dorado Boulevard, Missouri City, TX 77459 

MICHAEL]. SABLOFF 

8 Kymberly Drive, Boonton Township, NJ 07005 

You guys should have put the disclaimer about not looking for money 
on the outside of the enve lope. Summing up quickly, since leaving Yale I haven't 
become 1) an axe murderer, 2) a psychopath, 3) a sociopath, 4) a child molester, 
5) an addict, 6) a criminal, or 7) a lawyer. Contemplating my fate the other day, 
I realized that, had I not gotten a job immediately upon graduation (I did) and 
had I not been drafted (I was), I could hav e been hanging around the Yale Law 
Library (I did take the Law Board s), been spotted by Hillary (after all, she is also 
a class of '69 undergrad) and beco me President. In fact I think I've been much 
more fortunate than Presid ent Bill (especially after seeing his latest polls). I met 
and married a wonderful woman, Ronnie Wain, and have three of th e best 
daughters anyone cou ld ask for, Je ssica (fifteen), J ean (twelve), and Kathleen 
(eight). (If you're skeptical,just look at the picture.) One of them even talks of 
going to Yale. We hav e been New J erseyites for the last twenty years and like 
Boonton Township a lot. 

On the work side, after a stint in the Anny with the 525th Military Intel
ligence in Saigon (drafted), I returned to join the Federal R eserve Bank of New 
York's Open Mark et De sk in the Foreign Department just as Presid ent Nixon 
took us off the gold standard. In 1978 I jumped across the street to the Chase 
Manhattan Bank , where I'v e been ever since. I star ted by marketing fore ign 
exchange, then mov ed to currency options trading, and I now trade commo dity 
derivatives. I took one stab at higher education, going to N ew York University's 
busin ess school at night, but my enthusiasm and their statute of limitations both 
ran out, leaving me the bu siness school equivalent of "ABD. " That's about all 
for a brief summary. I hop e everyone I know is doing well. 

WILLIAM K. SACCO 

409 Third Avenue, West Haven, CT 06516 

JAY M . SACCONE, M.D. 

156 Cloudview Trail, Sausalito, CA 94965 
(415) 332-5418 

I've spent a bit of time practicing emergency medicine and now happily 
divid e my time between Sausalito and London. Yes, it's that simple .... 
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EARL D. SACERDOTI 

787 Melvill e Avenue, Palo Alto, CA 94301 

(415) 324-2911 

JAROSLAW SALAK 

1841 New York Avenu e, Brooklyn, NY II2IO 

(718) 377-7II8 

Just about twenty-five years ago I bet a friend one hundred dollars that in 
ten years tim e I would still be involved in the struggle for social equality and 
against racism and imperialism. W ell, I rem ember the bet, but I'v e lost touch 
with my friend, for I most certainly could collect. Most recen tly I helped orga
nize a march in Crown Heights, Brooklyn, against racism and for multiracial 
unity. I teach in a Brooklyn public high school, and shortly after the violence 
between blacks, Jews, and police in Crown Heights, the Los Ang eles riots had a 
big effect. We had everything from walkouts to class discussions . It is somewhat 
disappointing to me that in the nineties we still face so many unsolved problems 
from the sixties and that the rich hav e gotten richer and the poor, poorer. But 
my students invigorate me with hope every day. They are the best. 

To relax, I play some tennis and volleyball, and I also do some coaching. 
I've coached hardball, basketball, and bowling, but now I'm concentrating on 
volleyball. That's probably in part due to the fact that both my son and daughter 
play volleyball, both in high school and now in college. 

Actually, this September (1993), both our kids (Tina and Michae l) will be 
away in college, and my wife Kathy and I will be "on our own." I'm wondering 
what that will be like. I'm also wondering about the future for young people . 
That brings me back to the struggle for social equality ... 

ERIC C. SANDBERG 

American Embassy, Bonn, Unit 21 701, Box 215, APO, AE 09080 

RALPHS. SANDO, M.D. 

104 Ros e Lane, Haverford, PA 19041 

ROBERT B. SANTULLI, M.D. 

14 Montview Drive, Hanover, NH 03755 

(603) 643-9610 

Thank you for asking for no curriculum vitae. I'v e procrastinated send- · 
ing this in until the last minute, in part because of the unpleasantness of thinking 
about having graduated so long ago. A couple of years ago I went to a post-Har-
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vard game reunion with some classmates at a New Haven restaurant. I arrived 
late and, while looking for our table, spotted a large gro up of people in another 
room. For a mom ent I wondered who thi s rowdy co llection of middle-aged 
men was . As I got closer, I realized the ugly truth: it was us. 

After Yale I went to medical school in N ew York and becam e a psychia
trist. I married Linda D'Eugenio in 1978, and we ha ve two wonderful kids, 
Stephen (ten) and Liza (three). After twenty-odd years in New York and its sub
urbs , we got tired of the pace and values of metropolitan life and moved to 
Hanover, New Hamp shir e, thr ee years ago; I work at D artmouth Medi cal 
School. We lov e it up he re. Linda, who grew up in New Ha ven, says Hanover 
reminds her of New Hav en w hen she was a chil d. Ind ee d, Hano ve r is much 
mor e like Ne w Haven in the sixties (a reasonably safe place to go out for a ham
burger after the libr ary closes at midni ght, etc .,) than N ew Haven today. Maybe 
that's part of why I like it here: seeing the college kids aroun d town; reading th e 
student newspaper every day (for mu ch th e same reaso n now as th en-Gar ry 
Trudeau); marking th e passage of time by semester. Perhaps it all reminds me, 
un consc iou sly, of our days at Yale, but w ithout th e anxieties of adolescence and 
of Vietnam. 

While some of our college memor ies are certainl y ind elible, we've been 
out long en ough now that some memories of our tim e at Yale are beginnin g to 
fade, to be replaced, almo st imper cep tibly, by myths we have created about our
selves and our Yale experience. While the my ths are undoubt edly better than th e 
reality was, I find it sad that I simply can't rememb er what it was like, day in and 
day out, to go to Yale. Much of it is gone, perhaps forever. I hope thi s class 
book will bring some of it back. 

GRANT C. SCHAMPEL 

219 1 Carter Avenue, St. Paul, MN 55I08 

ARTHUR G. SCHATZKIN 

3716 Th ornapple Street, Chevy Chase, MD ro815 

(301) 652-4260 

RANDOLPH B. SCHIFFER, M.D . 

10 Dixon Woods, Honeoye Falls, NY 14472 

I am married, now for the second time, to Lynn Bickley, Smith College 
'67. We carry on like two old sixties peop le at the University of Ro chester Med 
ical Center, each of us still chang ing thin gs and not doing quite what the bo ss 
expected. I am a Prof essor of Psychiatry, Neurology and Environmental Medi
cine, and Lynn is Associate Prof essor of Interna l M edici ne. We have two boys, 
Br enton B. (six) and Randolph T., who m we cons id er our greates t mu tua l 
accomp lishment. Brenton has leukemia. 

My experiences at Yale have stay ed with me through the years and 
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helped me during some of the hard times-a respect for learning and diversity, a 
certain pride of achievement, and some wonderful friendships. I look forward to 
renewing the last next year! 

DONALD E. SCHMECHEL 

2965 Friendship Drive, Durham, NC 27705 

(919) 493-5156 

RALPH C. SCHMIDT 

50 Riverside Drive, New York, NY roor7 

Four daughters: Rebecca, Rachel, Margaret, Victoria. Married to the 
accomplished and beautiful Susan Babcock despite the fact that her brothers 
went to Harvard . Never thought when I went to Colombia with the Peace 
Corps in 1969 that I'd still be in the tropical forests business. The boss here at 
U.N. Development Programjust changed from one Yale man (Bill Draper) to a 
Yale law man (Gus Speth)-sounds like the White House. All the good things 
Benno did were on my advice. Proudest accomplishment: getting Yale (through 
the Forestry School) deep into Puerto Rico. Next dream: help Yale, and Ed 
Bass, to understand our biosphere. 

STEVEN M. SCHNEEBAUM 

2932 Cortland Place, NW, Washington, DC 20008 

(202) 457-6300 (ofc.) 

It is fitting that I find myself writing this on an airplane at 3 5 ,ooo feet. A 
great deal of my life since Yale has been spent up here. 

On our graduation day twenty-five years ago I had never been far 
enough away from home to require changing a wristwatch . In 1992, for the thir
teenth consecutive year, I flew 100,000 miles. On June 9, 1969, I had been in an 
airplane four times. Now, I have ten flights in an average month. 

Like most of us (I guess) when we graduated, I couldn't visualize being 
twenty-five years old, much less living twenty-five years beyond that June day, 
and returning to New Haven, wife and two fascinating, perplexing teenaged 
daughters with me. But so little has turned out the way I expected during rare 
and idle moments spent thinking about the future in 1969. 

I am a lawyer, and I am in the small minority of lawyers proud to say 
that this tells you who-as well as what-I am. Though the thought never 
crossed my mind at Yale and would have been immediately rejected as prepos
terous for a thousand reasons, I know of no one today, among all my friends and 
colleagues, so well matched with a means of earning an income as I am. 

An international litigator, I have created and run the pro bono program 
at my firm, and some of my greatest personal successes have been in pro bono 
cases. But the thrill derives not only from the opportunity to serve the client or 
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th e cause, but as mu ch from th e quality of the argument, th e logi c, th e esthetics, 
the creativity, and th e drama of the practice oflaw. 

So for me the trilo gy is law , logic , and langu age . My travels have brought 
me into contact with a variety oflanguages, and I have tried to strik e up an int i
mate relation ship wi th eac h of them. Sometimes th at effort at int im acy is 
fleeting, an d so m eti m es it is unr eq uit ed . But it is nevertheless always in tense, 
rewarding, and difficult. 

I do not fantasize abo ut a happier life driving bus es or digging ditches. As 
one of th e younger members of our class, I can truthfully say that I became a 
man at Yale, and I am painfully aware of ways in which that proce ss could have 
gone wrong. And it still can: Kar en, Megan, Rachel, friends, and collab ora to rs 
bear witness to th e fragility wi th which I, at least, and pe rh aps we all, clin g to 
the id ea th at the balan ce has bee n correc tly struc k. 

Th e light ed sign has, prophetically and providentially, j ust told me to fas
ten my seat belt. 

ANDREW M . SCHNIER 

340 East 80th Street, New York, NY 10021 

(212) 737-8297 
60 East 42d Stree t , New York, NY 10165 

(212) 986-7150 

It is int erestin g that when yo u list the areas of information we might pro
vide, you list "work" first and "loves" seco nd. I for one put "loves" in the front 
of the list, and "work," wh ich is no lon ger one of my "loves" (and maybe it 
never was) far back on th e list . First among my loves. are my wife Krystyna and 
my child ren Susan (fifteen) and Samantha (five), who are all saints for put tin g up 
with m e. Next is my home (n o t th e one listed abov e), modest as it may b e, on 
the be ach on Long Island where I have become p ers uaded that I am really a 
coun try boy at h eart; and next are my sports , skiing, snowboarding (yes, snow 
boarding), w ind surfing, golf, diving and boating. I h ave beco m e totally 
enamoured of th e sea, and it is our plan, in the sprin g of 1997, when my older 
daughter is in her second year of co llege, for myself, Krystyna and Samantha to 
begin a four-year sailin g circumnaviga tion of the wo rld. Susan wo uld visit of 
course duri ng school breaks, etc. Th is is a very ser iou s plan for which we are 
already m aking substan tial preparation. I guess that is our "dream. " 

"P eeves," well, I guess my bi ggest disappointment and "peeve" is. th at 
th e practic e oflaw, w hich I hoped I would love, has b eco m e tainted by an inef
ficient, insensitive system, u napprec iative clien ts (not all of th em of course), and 
too many fellow lawyers who take their frustration, ignorance, and arrogance 
out on their legal br ethre n . 

Ce rtainly many of my fond est "memor ies" are of my days at Yale and 
my tim e with my classmates, particularly those w ho worked with me at WYBC, 
and one of my biggest disapp ointments is the direction that WYBC has tak en . 
Orie of my biggest losse s was the passing of Bart Giam att i, who was my facu lty 
advisor as an English major, an d a dear friend. By some unhappy coinc id ence, 
the one time in my life that I visited M artha's Vin eyar d was the day he was 
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stricken there and died. 
As to "business," "honors," etc., I have built a s.ucc essful law practice 

which bears my name and feeds my family; I have done TV commentary for 
Channel 7 TV News and Court TV (the Channel 7 TV News stuff was ve ry 
excit ing) ; and I hold and have held a host of sign ificant positions in the New 
York State Bar Association. 

JEROME M. SCHNITT, ·M.D. 

405 Colonial Road, Guilford, CT 06437 
(203) 453-3395 

SHREVE B. SCHOFIELD 

No Address Available 

MICHAEL K. SCHONBRUN 

336 Hollyberry Lane, Boulder, CO 80303 
(303) 499-2553 

Rocky Mountain Health Care Corporation, 700 Broadway, Denver, CO 80273 
(303) 83 r-2802 

Basic Facts: 
Married to Mich elle Fredson inJune 1971. Originally from Chicago, she 

is a teacher and administrator of computer education and talented and gifted pro
grams in the Boulder public school system . . 

One child: Ethan F. (born April r978) is a high schoo l sophomore, active 
in compe titive tennis, skiing, and lacrosse. 

Post-Yale education: J.D. from University ofPennsylvania,June 1973. 
Post-Yale career : Currently Senior Vice President for Health Care a.t 

Rocky Mountain Health Care Corpora tion (DBA as Blue Cross/Blue Shield of 
Co lorado, New Mexico, and Nevada). Previous positions include: President and 
Chief Executive Officer of National J ewish Center for Im muno logy and Respi
ratory Medicine in Denver, Colorado (1979-9 r); Assistant Director of Colora do 
Departm ent of Health and Assistant to the Governor for health affairs (1975-7 8); 
General Counsel for Ohio Governor's Task Force on Health Care (r973-74); and 
VISTA Volunteer at Sou thside Settlement Hou se in Columbus, Ohio (r969 -70). 

Reunion Thoughts:. 
"Life is lived forward, but understood backward." 
It's been an interesting ride these past twenty-five years. I have stayed 

involved in gove rnm ent and pub lic policy-early in my career on the inside, lat
er from the outside. I have spent a lot of time doing business and visitin g in the 
East, but have had the great good fortune of living in the Mountain West. I have · 
been fortunate to have had happy fami ly times and few major health concerns 
with the notable except ion of my father's death from thro at cancer ten years ago. 
And, despite not having focused on significant financial rewards, have somehow 
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managed to attain and enjoy at least the trappings of material success in a lifestyle 
that has permitt ed, among other things, a weekend condo in Vail and annual 
vacations out of the country. 

An observer from afar might believe that this life-anc hored in the West, 
centered professionally on h ealth policy and administration, and rooted in a 
strong nuclear family-has been the result of a carefully planned life carried out 
with precision. In fact, as best I can tell, nothing could be farther from the truth. 
I think often of Kirkegaard's statement cited previously that "Life is lived for
ward, but understood backward." In reality, the life that now, in retrosp ect , 
appears to have followed so clear a path, seemed, as I was living it, to have no 
road map whatsoever. Rather, it was continually demanding a series of rapid 
almost instinctive reactions to an often befuddling array of choices served up by 
a fast-changing world. 

Tak e, for example, where I hav e lived for twenty of the twenty-five 
years since graduation-Boulder, Colorado. Boulder is one of the great places in 
th e world to live. Locat ed in a beautiful valley bounded by the foothills of the 
Rockies dire ctly to its west, it is a cosmopolitan community of roo,ooo that is 
home to the state university, blessed with many days of sunshine, mild winters, 
and low humidity. It is filled with varied and int eresti ng architecture and an 
assortment of alpine places (within five minute s of our home) to run, hike, bike, 
or just be. It is close to D enver, a regio nal hub-sometim es thriving, sometimes 
depressed-that with the recent addition of major league baseball seems com
plete as a midsized American city. 

Colorado has proven to be a wonderful place to live, work, raise a fami
ly, and participate in progressive Democratic politics occasionally, led by 
nationally (for the moment at least) prominent politicians like Dick ("Duty to 
die") Lamm and Gary ("Follow me, you'll be bored") Hart. Yet th e choice to 
settle in Colorado and Boulder was an accidental one. It was based in 1971 on 
the fact that D enver, alone among the two doz en Legal Aid offices I had applied 
to throughout the U.S., was hiring first-year law students, and that Boulder hap
pened to be the location of the cheapest house I could find to rent that summer 
in the forty-eight hours I had given myself to find sh elter. Actually, as it turned 
out, the couple who owned the place were looking for house sitters, not tenants, 
and had no problem accepting a pair of newlyweds, even with a furniture -eat ing 
eight-we ek-old puppy. Th e fact that this four-bedroom hom e on a half-acre lot 
cost us all of$ I 50 per month, was located directly above a lake in which we all 
(including the puppy) could go swimming, and had a view "to die for" of the 
Continental Divid e where we watched the sun set every night, served as a rather 
ex traordinary introduction to the West. H ad we lived in some walk-up apart
ment in downtown Denver, I doubt very much th at we ever would have 
returned to Colorado to live after law school. 

A second exam ple has been the selection of a career in health law, policy 
and administration. I chose it, or perhap s it wo uld be more accurate to say it 
chose me, because the one professor for whom I had genuine respect and affec
tion during a quite mediocre law school career at Penn happened to be teaching 
and devel oping a curriculum in h ealth law (Medicare, Medicaid, health plan
ning, certificate of need, etc.). Because of this personal tie, I took whatever 
classes Prof essor Ed Sparer was teaching . Health law was one of them. Only later 
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did I realize, much to my surprise and delight, that one could be an overnight 
exper t in this field because in the early I 970s case law and regulations to imple
ment Medicare and Medicaid were just being developed. Having a year or two 
grounding in this field gave me a great deal more knowledge, relatively speaking, 
than anyone else including seasoned attorneys of many years' general experience. 
This expertise in health law has led me from positions in a health think tank to 
serving as special assistant to two governors, to the presidency of a major 
research hospital, and now to running the health care programs for Blue 
Cross/Blue Shield plans in three states in the Mountain West. 

There are many other examp les of serendipitous happenstances from the 
serious (e.g., getting asked to run a major research hospital though I had no prior 
hospital administrative experience and had rebuffed the first inquiry six months 
earlier to being appointed the first chairman of Denver's air pollution counci l 
because the Governor and the Mayor wanted neither a hard - core" environmen
talist nor a hardheaded capitalist to run the effort) to the frivolous (becoming the 
regular tennis doubles partner of Ohio Governor Jack Gilligan within two weeks 
of moving to the state because the governor liked to play at net and needed a 
partner who got his first serve in with high predictability-the quality of the rest 
of his game mattered, fortunately for me, much less). 

But let me talk a little more about two other instances. The first relates to 
how I ended up with a I- Y from the selective service board after I realized that I 
neither believed in the war enough to serve, nor cou ld truthfully qualify as a con 
scientious objector because there were other wars I wou ld have been a volunteer 
for. The 1-Y came about because a kindly Philadelphia physician suggested one 
day, on his own initiative, after I had come to see him for my regular series of 
allergy shots, that he reclassify my allergic condition into an asthmatic one (note: 
a year later after my I- Y had come through, the condition worsened appreciably, 
actually becoming asthma and has ever since required regular medical attention. 
"Be careful what you wish for. .. "). All in all, asthma was still a better deal-at 
least for me-than an indefinite exile in Canada or time in ja il. 

Being assigned as a VISTA volunteer to a community -ba sed settlement 
house in a poor multiracial neighborhood in Columbus, Ohio, is another exam
ple of serendipity. Although when I first arrived in central Ohio in early July of 
1969 with no contacts, no training, and an unventilated room in the attic of a 
welfare family's home in which to live and where the temperature dropped out 
of the high nineties only for four to five hours per day, I could hardly think that 
someday I would call this assignment a serendipitous one. Yet, in retrospect, the 
placement could not have been more fortunate, mostly because the settlement 
house was staffed with a team of dedicated, well-informed professionals whose 
belief in the possibility of progressive social change was contagious and who got 
many good things done in the community. I hope I still carry some vestiges of 
that idealism with me today. Parenthetically, I should note that the vo lunteers 
assigned arbitrari ly to the other VISTA site in Columbus all dropped out, very 
disenchanted, long before the year was over. 

So, I think more and more about the role of providence as I seek to 
extract meaning from the last twenty-five years. Would it be correct to believe 
that some invisible hand benevolently guides our lives if only we let it? Or that 
to deal with the unexpected and/ or irration al in late twentieth century America, 
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we should all concentrate on developing core competencies-skills like situa
tional analysis, self-promotion, interpersonal relations, organizational lobbying, 
and political maneuvering to go along with the traditional "reading, writing, and 
'rithmetic"? I don't know. On the other hand, perhaps it is simply one more 
piece of evidence ·that a Yale education opens the door to all our potential 
whether we know it or not and, so, prepares us for the challenges with which 
life presents us. Who knows? 

But, at the moment I write this in late June 1993, I sense strongly that 
there is another big change coming, and I am trying to get ready for it. It may be 
coming out of Hillary's health task force, or out of a brewing midlife reassess
ment that has been internally percolating over the past two years-heightened 
by the sense that however wonderful Boulder, Colorado, has been as a resi
dence, and however fulfilling health care policy and administration has been as a 
career, it now may be time to move on. 

I read a lot of Jungian psychology these days and also a good deal of 
Joseph Campbell. Consistent throughout all that is the notion of "following your 
bliss" or of "letting yourself be silently drawn by the stronger pull of what you 
really love." I am trying to find the time and the strength to listen and to act in 
such a way, believing that pe;haps it was being in concert with such inner direc
tions rather than dumb luck or being the passive object of external forces of 
predestination that has allowed me to achieve some level of self-fulfillment and, 
I hope, some modicum of social good during the years since graduation. We 
shall see. 

GOTZ A. SCHREIBER 

3461 Lowell Street, NW, Washington, DC 20016 

(202) 362-4196 

KEVIN C. SCHULLER 

3439 South Illinois Avenue, Milwaukee, WI 53207 

(414) 744-0610 

DAVID R. SCHWARTZ 

1413 Dorset Lane, Wynnewood, PA 19096 

(215) 896-5851 

I live in the western suburbs of Philadelphia with Maryellen and our son 
Nathan, age twelve. 

Maryellen is the same woman I brought into the Davenport dining hall 
in the spring of 1969, only more beautiful now. She teaches p:1ath and computer 
science at a private high school nearby. · 

I am an attorney in the trust department of a bank, managing trusts and 
estates for clients. I started out at a law firm but never liked keeping time sheets. 
I lecture at seminars for attorneys in estate planning, and I teach each June at a 
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school for trust bankers at Bucknell. 
This week Nate ran with me for the first time in the Bar Association race 

and finished a half-minute in front of me. It occurs to me that I am never going 
to get any faster, but at least I am still going. 

I have coached many of my son's sports teams, although most to losing 
records. I was president of the local civic association. I served with my neighbor 
as leader of the Cub Scout troop for two years and took sixty people camping. 
This all sounds so wholesome! 

In recent years I've become good friends with my father. When we were 
in college I fought with him about the important things, like the length of my 
hair. After all this time and one bypass operation later, we visit and go on walks 
through the park. He takes such pleasure in each day. He has come to be a hero
ic figure to me. He enjoys watching the accomplishments of my son, who plays 
in a jazz band just like he did sixty years ago. Life is so circular. 

PROF. RICHARD K. SCHWARTZ 

2626 Babcock Road, Apartment 2706, San Antonio, TX 78229 

STEPHEN A. SCHWARZMAN 

The Blackstone Group, 345 Park Avenue, New York, NY rn154 

The twenty-five years since my graduation from Yale have seemed to 
rush by quite quickly for me. Life has taken me in a direction that I cou ld not 
have anticipated. After graduation I worked briefly at the Yale Admissions Office 
and then for a nine-month period, at a then small securities firm in New York, 
Donaldson, Lufkin & Jenrette. I met Bill Donaldson (the then Chairman) when 
I was working at his fifteenth reunion loc ated in Davenport College. I very 
much needed the money and happened to meet Bill entire ly by accident. His 
generosity and risk-taking in giving someone like me a chance to work at his 
superb firm changed the course of my life, for which I am gratefu l forever to 
him. Bill, of course, has had an illustrious personal career in which he started the 
Yale School of Management as well as serving currently as the Chairman of the 
New York Stock Exchange. 

In any case, after realizing that I knew virtually nothing that would be of 
help to Bill at DLJ, I returned as soon as possible to Harvard Business School for 
the mandatory two -year stint, after pausing briefly beforehand to go into the 
Army Reserve. I joined Lehman Brothers in 1972 in the corporate finance area 
directly from business school. I ended my career there in 1984 as head of the 
merger and acquisition area in the midst of the roaring eighties. Lehman Broth
ers, for those of you unfamiliar with the financial press, has had one of the most 
eventful histories one might imagine in terms of internal coups, outstanding 
commercial innovations, and unusual characte rs who were at the firm. I was 
responsible for selling the firm to the American Express Company in 1984. They 
appear to want to sell it to someone else in 1993. Perhaps this is the inevitable 
dialectic of American industry. In any case, I left after the sale of Lehman to start 
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a new company, The Blackstone Croup, with the former chairman of Lehman, 
Peter G. Peterson, with whom I have now worked closely for twenty years. We 
have managed at Blackstone to catch a number of the better trends in finance 
·since we started in 1985-LBOs, money management, and M&A advisory 
work-and growing the firm has been rewarding but predictably stressful. We 
have operations all over the world, and it has been extremely eye-opening to me 
as well as very personally high growth and exciting. Being an international 
investment banker really is not such a terrible thing, despite what is currently 
written about this field in the 1990s. The business is fast moving, exciting, and 
always innovative. 

On a personal level, I married the former Ellen Philips in 1972, and we 
were divorced in r 99 r. It was a long and fruitful marriage which produced 
among other positive results, my two wonderful children, Zibby (sixteen) and 
Teddy (thirteen). Many of us in the class have undoubtedly gone through a 
divorce experience, which is always difficult and painful. However, divorce does 
give one a new perspective on the balance of one's life. My love for my children 
is unbounded, and watching their progress and sharing in their concerns as ado
lescents is one of my favorite times. All of us reside in Manhattan and have done 
so smce 1972. 

I have managed to have a very fortunat e life. I have been in good health. 
I have met many of the top people in the business world domestically and inter
nationally. I have a wonderful family life with remarkable children (like all of us, 
I imagine). I have managed to achieve a certain level of prosperity which I find 
comforting, and I keep in touch with major political issues through my friend
ships with people in Washington as well as through the Council on Foreign 
Relations in New York. I also spend time on several charitable boards as well as 
cochairing the Yale Capital Drive in New York City along with two other peo
ple. My debt to Yale is enormous inasmuch as the education and the total 
experience taught me how to think and reason and "do the right thing." I enjoy 
my current association with Yale in a fund-raising capacity a lot. It is one of the 
few institutions for which I find it is not difficult to call people for money. 

Life has been an adventure for me, and the adventure is not over yet, 
thank goodness. I am looking forward to the next forty to fifty years if I am 
lucky enough to be able to have them. 

JAMES J. SCHWEITZER 

4625 - r/2 B MacArthur Boulevard, NW, Washington, DC 20007 

(202) 333-0382 

In September 1965, a few days before I landed in Room 47, Vanderbilt 
Hall, my dad, Austin, took m e aside for a littl e fatherly chat. Actually, he just 
wanted to give me a heads up: the next four years, he told me, would be among 
the best of my life, and I should make every effort to enjoy them and appreciate 
my time at Yale. Several years later he confided that he felt I might have taken 
his advice a little too much to heart. Austin had a wonderful sense of humor and 
was pretty laid back about your standard college high jinks, but a few early trips 
to the Executive Committee and a senior year rustication (for "the extremely 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 339 

dang erous and disruptive character of your actions while into xicate d," according 
to a letter from Morse Master John Hall) were about his limit. 

Austin was surely right about my four years at Yale, but perhaps not for 
th e reasons he had hoped. Twenty -five years later it's not great intell ect ual chal
lenges, stimulating class discussions , or stirring lectures that I remember. 
Scholarship was no t my primary interest. Townie s, beer, and football roA were, 
although not necessarily in that order. 

It was a truly wonderful four years, though, and not ju st because th e 
townies were plentiful, th e beer was flowing, and we had Brian and Calvin. I 
learn ed about excellence in peop le and lifelong friendships. For me, the class
room was Olivia's, road trips, the Mor se dining hall, car hoppin g on Chapel 
Street, the seventh floor of the tower, Mory's, th e Bowl. The great thing about 
Yale a quarter century ago was that you could be a total goof -off and still get a 
great education, just by being around your classmates. Not only that, you could 
learn how to shoot a water balloon through a plate glass window. 

In many ways the years since Yale have been a logical extension of my 
time in New Haven. That's not to say, to quot e D ean Wormer's remark to 
Flounder in Animal House, that I've gone through life fat, drunk, and stupid. 
Only that I'v e taken th e predictabl e course for a political science major with my 
checkered background. I went to law school and became a lobbyist, a career in 
which I cou ld fully utilize my talents for constant schmoo zing, expense account 
meals, and endless receptions. 

This was not my mother's plan. Diane had the Jewish seat on the 
Supreme Court in her sight s, but I showed no more aptitude for legal scholar
ship than I had for undergraduate studies. Given my mother' s fragile state of 
mind where I was concerned, I thought it best to suffer through the three years 
at Univer sity of Virginia, rather than bail out, which had been my initial 
thought. Armed with two degrees and not a clue otherwise, I then returned to 
D.C ., where I had grown up. I've been her e ever since. 

After a brief stint with the federal govern ment I went to work for the 
Gov ernor of Puerto Rico as his counsel in the Commonwealth's Washington 
office. I was hired by Jo se Cabranes (Yale Law '65), then th e head of the office, 
later the General Counse l of Yale, and now a federal judge in Connecticut and a 
Trustee of the Yale Corporation. Jos e made it plain that I was hir ed solely 
because mine was the first Yale resume he'd seen (obviously it wasn't my quali
fications or my intimate knowl edge of Puerto Rico, which I'd ne ver eve n 
visited) . Anyway, that was my first experien ce with the benefits of a Yale degree. 

I had done volunteer work in a number of political campaigns, with a 
common theme-all my cand idat es lost. The Governor of Pu erto Rico was no 
exception, and after four years he met a similar fate. Through a roundabout 
series of connections, I wo und up on Capitol Hill, working for a Congress
woman from New York, Liz Holtzman , first as her legislat ive director, then as 
counsel to the Subcommittee on Refugees and Int ernat ional Law when she 
became Chairwoman. The work was fascinating, but the hour s wer e backbreak
ing; purely by chance every major refugee crisis of the era (Indochinese, Cuban, 
Haiti an, Irani an, you name it) seemed to erup t on my watch. The problem was 
solved when, in 1980, Holtzm an ran for the Senate and, true to my form, lost. 

I remained on Capitol Hill for ano th er nine years, working for Peter 
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Rodino ·, the Chairman of the House Judiciary Committee, as counsel to the full 
· committee, and then for his successor (due to retirement, not defeat, for a 
change), Jack Brooks. I pri~cipally did investigative work, mo st of which was 
inter esting, all of which was frustrating. Included was several months assigned to 
the Iran-Contra inquiry, a debacle of monstrous proportions from the Congres
sional side. 

After that I was finally ready to leave for the private sector, and I join ed a 
friend from my Judiciary Committee days in a law firm ·of the D.C. variety, i.e., 
a lobbying operation . I find the work much like th e Hill - occasionally interest
ing , often repet itive and frustrating. In this town, that's not surprising, since I'm 
essentially doing exactly what I was doing when I was on the Hill, although I'm 
now pitching what I used to catch. I'v e often thought of moving on to some
thing else (as a prelude I'v e cut my hours back substantially this year), but I'm 
not certain what else I'm qualified to do. Call it Austin's revenge. 

On th e family front, Austin and Diane are both gone, and I remain sin
gle. Perhaps what I am most grateful for a quarter century after we graduated is 
that I now have a family of wonderful friends of nearly thirty years standing
Willie, Re eko, Duncan, Yarm, Donaldo, Fred, Reed-whom I see and talk to 
regularly, and dozens of others whom I keep in touch with occasionally through 
visits or the Alumni Fund. Although I'm not married, I've certainly had plenty 
of weddings, courtesy of my classmat es-a ny number of two-timers and, of 
course, Collier, probably in double figures by now. Courtesy of Rick and Lau
rie, I also hav e a godson, Jame s Cameron Larkin. 

Every fall a group of us rent a Winnebago in D. C. and head north for 
either the Princeton or the Harvard game. Classmates fly into D.C. or meet us 
in New York or New Hav en. I eagerly look forward to this annual excursion. 
It's a remind er of some of the best years of my life. · 

ANDREW C. SCOTT 

244 Philip Place, Philadelphia, PA i9106 
(215) 627-7922 

PROF. DAVID T . .SCOTT 

19009 88th Place, NE, Bothel, WA 9801 I 

WILLIAM W. SCRANTON III 

20 Oak Road, Larkspur, CA94939 
(415) 927-2563 

GARNET ALBERT HUBER SEALE 

P.O. Box 202, South Elgin, IL 60177 
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JAMES P. SEAY 

6 Fuller Place, Brooklyn, NY II215 

(718) 499- 0906 

DR. ROBERT P. SEDGWICK , JR. 

74 Summer Street, Andover, MA 01810 

341 

I have so many positiv e me m ori es of Yale, esp ecially of man y goo d 
friends and teachers. Unfortunately, I also have strong memories of worryi ng all 
the time about my draft statu s. As it did for many others, th e Vietnam War cast a 
lon g shadow over my college expe rience. Th e war propelled me in to the Peace 
Corps, which became a wo nderful two-and-a-half-year experience in Bot swana. 
I got to travel all over that country and throughout East Africa, and I had many 
friends and adventures there. Mo st important, I met anot her volunt ,eer, J ane 
(Clapp), and we have been together ever since. ' 

On e other stron g m emo ry of Yale was th at I found th e academi c 
de man ds to be very diffi cu lt in relation to what I was used to. By the time I 
graduat ed , however, I seeme d to have learned some thing. I say this because my 
graduate work in psychology seemed to go much easier. Yale deserves the cred it. 
My primary wo rk is at the Cambridge Ho spital in Cambridge, M assachus etts, 
where I am a pediatric psychologist. I continu e to enjoy thi s w ork , even after 
seventeen years in the same setting. 

I am blessed with two sturdy and energetic child ren , Emily (fifteen) and 
Mil es (twelve). If eith er one of th em (or both!) should go to Yale, I know that 
they could look ahead to the fine education and friendships that I had . Yale pro
vided th ese essential things so well, and this was accomplished even thou gh the 
times were very difficult. 

years . 

ARTHUR I. SEGAL , M .D . 

1428 Phillips Avenue, Suite 300, San Luis Obispo, CA 9340 1 

(805) 544-4883 (ofc.) 
(805) 595-2055 (res.) 

Love's Labor Lost-to paraphrase someone I haven't read in twenty -five 

Loves: my incr edible wi fe Terry and dazzling daughter N atalie. 
Labors: some l 5 ,ooo as an obstetrician. 
Lost: my youth - and my tennis game. 
M y earliest act was medical school (Pitt) and residency (Ob/Gyn at Los 

Angeles County). Those years were dark, busy and int ense . San Lui s Obi spo, 
California-home since 1977. Practicing Ob/G yn; years have been progr essive
ly brighter, but still busy and int ense. Being a doctor requir ed every energy for 
over a dozen years. 

The middle act began seve n yea rs ago . Slow ly we've tr ansition ed and 
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reprioritized a fam.ily and a future. 
Achievements: pro fessiona l recognition, co mmun ity appre ciation and 

awa rds; and a sense of mak ing a difference; a single digit handicap; self-r ecogni 
tion ; gainin g the time to think. 

Di sappointm ents: loss of the "weekend roadie" and many years between 
Yale friendships; little else. 

The finale: yet to be written; mor e family and friends; reeducation 
(expan ded and broad-based), keep th at min d moving; to. be a regular on the 
Gynecologists Golf Tour (m.ight have to be the senior tour). 

Life is bright, buoyant, bulging, full , and better than anticipated. 
I hop e you can see the sm.ile on my face . 

GARY P. SEGAL, M.D. 

16771 Kamalii Drive, Hun tington Beach, CA 92649 

(714) 840-0383 

JOSEPH V. SEITER 

P.o. Box 1041, Cedar Rapids, IA 52406 

(319) 362-5772 

DANIEL A. SEIVER 

3 l l Erickson Drive, Oxford, O H 45056 

What I did: I left Yale in 1974, with a Ph.D. in econom ics (my und er
graduat e major).· I went to the University of Alaska for three years, then spent 
one year at th e Nationa l Burea u of Eco nomi c Research in Cambr idge, Massa
chusetts, and in 1978 wen t to Miami University (Ohio), Carm's alma m ater, 
w here I have been ever since. My major research and teachi ng int erests are pop
ulation econom.ics, economic development, and int erna tional finance. Along the 
way I ma rri ed Barbara Roediger, Hol yoke '70 (1972) , and sired two childr en, 
Elizabeth (1981) and Robert (1985). I wro te a book abou t the stock market, and 
as a second job I write a monthly newsletter about the stock market. 

What I have learned: My Yale education was cru cial to whatever success I 
have had. Even more important than what I learned (which was a lot), my love 
oflearning and the pur suit of knowledge was turned into a lifelong passion. The 
cachet of th e Yale degrees also opened man y doors th at mi ght ot herw ise have 
been closed to me . I am willing to make great sacrifices to send my childr en to 
world - class universities. I think it's worth it. 

What bothers me: Although some wo uld argue th at a career devoted to 
teaching other s and pursuing knowledge is a nob le one, especially whe n done 
for low pay, I am now convince d that it is not enoug h. Th e stud ents I teach are 
almost exclusively from well-to-do fam.ilies, and very few view a college degree 
as anyt hi ng other than a means to material success. The new knowledge I dis
cover doesn't really impro ve the hu man conditi on eit her. Of cour se this sounds 
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like the academic version of a standard midlife crisis, but that doesn't make it any 
less real for me. 

The Trigger: Two years ago a very good friend and colleague of mine was 
diagnosed with colon cancer. Larry was forty-one, with two children the same 
ages as mine. The cancer was already metastatic when it was discover ed. Then, 
last summer, while Larry was dying, a tumor-like mass was discovered in my 
lung. I had a thoracotomy (you don't want to know about it), and the mass was 
not a cancer. I was luck y. Larry was not. He di ed on my birthday last year. 
Everyone at the funeral was given daffodil bulbs to plant in his memory. The 
revelatio n I had last year, in response to the mental qu estion "What should I do 
with what's left of my life?" was "Do God's work." The only probl em is that I 
don't know what thi s is yet. What I do kno w is that Larry 's daffodils came up 
this spring and they were beautiful. 

DUANE A. SELANDER 

301 South College Street, Apartment 2100, Ch arlott e, NC 28202 

EDWARD S. SELIGMAN 

Peace Corps/Corpo da Paz, Caixa Postal 416, Sao Tome E Principe (Via Lisbon) 
(239) 122- 399 

I'm headin g back overseas w hich is where I'v e spent eighty perce nt of 
my tim e since leaving New Haven-and most of that in Africa. This tim e to the 
secon d smallest country on or near th e contin en t . Anyon e who can find it will 
be a welcome guest . 

RICHARD SELTZER 

33 Gou ld Street, West Roxbury, MA 02132 

(617) 469-2269 

I graduated from Yale in 1969 and went to graduate school in compara
tive literature at Yale for a year, before I was pulled out to go on active duty for 
training in the Army R eserves (Russian linguist). On getting out of the Army, I 
settled in Bo ston and took part-tim e jobs to support myself while I tried to write 
th e great Ru ssian historical nove l. Un expe ctedly, I ended up writing a satirical 
fantasy, The Liza rd of Oz , which my wife Barbara and I later self-pub lished. We 
also self-published a short collect ion of children' s stories, Now & Th en and Oth er 
Tales from Ome .. 

I did even tually finish a Russian historical novel which told th e first third 
of a much larger story I've been mulling over for some time. Tarcher/Houghton 
Mifflin publi shed it as The Name of H ero in 198 1. 

Along the way I got a master 's in compa rative literatur e from the Uni
versity of Ma ssachusetts in Amherst, got a job as an editor of techni cal trade 
magazines, and then mo ve d to Digita l Equipm ent Corporation, where I'v e . 
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worked for the last fourteen years. Mo st of that time I wrote articles for th e 
company's roo,ooo employees . Now I'm a communications consulta nt, special
izin g in Int erne t Marketing Communications. 

Barb ara and I have four child ren. Our oldes t, Bobby, is now a freshman 
at Yale . H e's an exce llent student and is also one of the top chess players in the 
count ry. (At the age of fourteen he won the U .S. under sixteen champ ion ship 
wit h a perfect 7-0 score.) 

H eather, age sixteen, a junior at Newton Country Day Schoo l, is heavily 
involv ed in actin g and has done some modeling as well. She works part-tim e at 
Blockbuster Video. (So we get to see all the latest videos for free .) 

Mich ael, age thirteen, was born with a cleft lip/ cleft palat e. As a side 
effec t , he developed some obscure learning disabilities which requir ed physical 
th erapy. H e seems to hav e overcome or comp ensated for the physical part, but 
now has to wo rk his way out of years of bad habits he bu ilt up by cleverly using 
th e disability as an excuse. H e's in private school as we ll (St. Sebastian's), which 
we hope will help bring out his true potential. 

Our youngest, Timm y, at age thr ee is a video addict, having memoriz ed 
such recent classics as Beauty and the Beast, The Little Mermaid, and Fern Gully. H e 
loves to act out the story and repeat the dialogue while he watc hes. 

My father is a re tir ed schoo l sup eri nt ende nt and co lo ne l in the Army 
Reserves. He and my mother now get vario us act ing and modelin g job s in the 
Philadelphia and New York areas. They've been in crowd scene s in dozens of 
movies, and it's rather spooky to be watc hing a late-nigh t suspense thriller, and 
D ad suddenl y appe ars as the eleva tor operator or cab driv er and then see my 
mother in the background on a record comm ercial. 

My sister Sallie (eight een years younger than me) is finishing up a mas
ter's in filmm akin g at University of Southern Californi a. She has at various times 
worked as a story editor for Hard Copy and a girl Frida y at Paramount. She's 
been encou raging me to write movie script s, and I did recently comp lete one, 
Spit and Polish, which probably needs some more polish. 

Years ago Robert Penn Warren told me that he thought I was a "brood 
er," as opposed to the Thom as Wolfe variety of wri te r. At the tim e I didn 't see 
myself th at way at all. But recently, taking a loo k at th e wr itin g projects I now 
have in the works, I rea lized that th e ones I'm most attac hed to all originated 
around 1968-70, and I' ve been mulling th em over all thi s tim e. Th at's tru e of 
Sandcastles, Spit and Polish, The Lizard ef Oz, and my Russian histori cal saga (The 
Name of Hero and its follow - ons). 

At, the same time, I feel that I have learned a lot in the last co uple of 
years. In par ticu lar, th e discipline of trying to tell a story in mo vie script form 
gave me a better grasp of how to visualize and create scenes, and, I believe, made 
a major difference when Sandcastles really started going. After years of brooding 
·and man y false starts, I wro te the final two hundr ed pages of that novel in about 
three weeks (in addition to my full-tim e job and full-time family). It was as if the 
characters were talking to m e and I was taking dictation. 

Another proj ec t I recen tly comple ted is a translation from Russian of a 
couple of book s by Alexander Bulatovich (the hero of The Name of Hero) abo ut 
his experiences in Ethiopia in the 1890s. Mi chigan State University is in teres ted 
in publi shing them. And I'm getting started again on th e next Russian historical 
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novel-From Man to God. 
N~w Barbara and I are reviving the littl e publishing company we started 

years ago to do The Lizard. Now we' re "p ubli shing" in computer disk format, 
makin g public doma in informa tion and books available to school s that otherwise 
have no access or only limited access to the resources on the Int ernet . 

RICHARD A. SENECHAL 

Hilton Hotels Corporation, 9336 Civic Cen ter Drive, Beverly Hills, CA 90210 

(3 IO) 205 -4 6 17 

Five days after the anniversary of our grad uation, M ary Margaret and I 
w ill celebrate our (gasp!) Silver Anniversary. We're not exactly the same kids 
who boogied down the aisle in that dim , dark past, but a happy marriage, thank
fully, rema in s the one constant in th e oth erw ise peripatetic existence of an 
archi tect. We have two daughters of whom we are inordinately proud. We are 
still occasion ally nonplussed by the deman ds of parenting, but they seem no t to 
have not iced. Ann (sixteen) is gathering college applications, Yale among them. 
She's already more ene rgetic and better focused than I have ever been. Sarah 
(ten) is also reassuringly bright, and to my wonder is a whiz at all sports, some
thing she surely didn't inherit from her father. I have no id ea w hat careers either 
of them wi ll pursue, but I have insur ed that archit ecture won' t be among the 
cho ices they cons ider. 

I drift ed out of private practice early in my career and became a corpo 
rate architect in the hos pitality indu stry. I found th at I love hotels. I' ve built 
someth ing like 150 of them w ith ou t losing interest in the building type or th e 
intricacies of their opera tion . Like many real estate based careers, mine has been 
somew hat migratory. We've live d in Virginia, Massachusetts, and Wisconsin 
since graduation and are in the process of moving to California. As many hotels 
as I've built on the West Coast, I swore I'd never live there. Th en, in D ecember, 
I join ed Hilton Hotels as Head of Architecture and Construction. Alas, life con 
tinue s to surprise me. 

Wit h the clarity of hin dsight , I probably would have chosen a profession 
that I might have enjoyed somewhat less, but that wou ld have allowed my chil
dren to grow up in one house and one scho ol system. 

Signatory to th e letter that elicited thi s response, in add itio n to the 
immortal "B.D.," the name of Tommy M cNamee brought back fond memor ies 
of the amazing nine-and-a-half-hour road trips we shared, pursuing true love in 
the mountains of Virginia. I haven't seen Tom since our graduation, but still 
number th ose exc ur sions amo ng the happi est of my many happy memo ries of 
our undergradua te years . 

We were back at Yale from 1971 to 1974, a period which unfortunately 
may become known as the "C lint on Years." It wasn't the same . Those "shor test, 
gladdest years of life" probably we re. 
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IRWIN F. SENTILLES III 

Gibson, Dunn & Crutcher, 1717 Main, Suite 5400, Dallas, TX 75201 

(214) 698-3 l 19 

Ann and I married in Jun e 1971, while I was at Yale Law School and she 
at Columbia Journalism School. The twenty -two years since have been the most 
significant .for us. We have four children, now aged nineteen, seventeen, thirt een 
and nine, and with them have built a wonderful family life. The oldest, Sarah, is 
an energet ic literature major at Yale. The second, Emily, is sweet, musical, and 
discovering boys. Irwin (IV) managed to put his act toget her in seventh grade 
and delights in baseball. Della, the youngest, is one of a kind-quick, spirited, 
and painfully honest. 

I have been a lawyer for more than twenty years. By most standards, the 
law has been a rewarding career. I practice in a first-rate international law firm, 
with talented colleagues. 

I work harder than I ever thought I could and longer than they let on in 
law _schoo l. Looking back over the years of deals, client deadlines and crises, I 
can see the cost : little time for friends, outside interests, and exercise; recurring 
lateness for soccer, baseball, and field hockey games; and a growing need to 
recuperate from it all. 

I am working to find the balance I thought came naturally to children of 
the sixties. 

PAUL H. SEVERTSON 

3570 Las Pilitas Road, Santa Margarita, CA 93453 
(619) 463-2728 

JAMES D. SEYMOUR 

18 Janson Drive, Westport, CT 06880 

(203) 454-3 504 

The twenty-five years since graduation have been a challenging combi
nation of constancy and change. I have spent twenty-three years with the same 
wonderful woman, Sharon. We have two sons : Stephen (seventeen), who will 
be a senior at The Hotchkiss School in Lakeville, Connecticut, and Jeffrey (four
teen), who will be a freshman at Hopkins School in New Haven. Following 
four years in diesel submarines and two years at Harvard Business School, I spent 
eighteen years at Bankers Trust Company. 

During those years we have lived two-and-a-half years in Bahrain, one
and-a-half years in Manila, three years in Taipei, and four years in London (of 
which I spent the better part of two yea rs working in Istanbul setting up and 
running a join t venture merchant bank). While I toiled away for the bank in 
these variou s locations, Sharon was always active in community organziations 
for examp le, giving archaeological tours of the island of Bahrain (considered by 

. . ' . 
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some historians the legendary garden of Eden); working with school associations; 
Junior League; and more recently reading to children in a school in Bridgeport. 
Sharon worked hard to establish a home for the boys and me in every city that 
we lived in (often under very difficult circumstances), only to have us move on 
to anoth er job location with the bank. 

My greatest personal success was to marry Sharon. She has done her best 
to provide a wonderful home wherever we have been living and has provided 
constant support and encouragement to our two boys. She has devoted end less 
hours to their and my education. My deepest disappointment has been the lack 
of tim e and devotion that I have given to my family over the years-an area in 
which I hope to improve. 

Professional highlights over the last tw enty-five years includ e: getting 
into Nuclear Power School in the Navy; getting out of Nuclear Power School 
and into Diesel School; earning the assignment early in my career to Bahrain; 
earning the assignment to the Taipei Branch as General Manager; setting up the 
joint venture in Turkey; and leaving Bankers Trust. My bigg est disappointment 
has been in not being properly rewarded for the successes I had at the bank in a 
wide variety of functions, ·often relocating at very short notice at their request 
and with considerab le sacrifices on the part of my family. 

My ambition now is to become more involved with education and edu 
cational institutions, either directly in my work or through community 
programs. A major step ·in this direction will be to join The Common Fund at 
the end of this month . The Common Fund is the best in the field of inv estm ent 
management for educational instituti ons. It has almost $I 5 billion under manage
ment for 1200 schoo ls and universities. It is also located in Westport, 
Connecticut-one mile from our home. 

This most recent dramatic change in our lives will contribute enormous 
ly to the significant improvement in our quality of life : more time at home, 
working for a not-for-profit; working with educational institutions; increasing 
our involvement in the community and our commitment to each other. We 
hope that one of the constancies of the future will be the caring, supporting, and 
developing of each other and our communities. 

DONSHAW 

41-957 Laumilo Street, Waimanalo, HI 96795 
(808) 259-524 r 

I am alive and we ll, living in Hawaii, practicing architecture. After grad
uation I bummed aro und Africa and the South Pacific, then worked 
construction for a whi le. I went back to graduate schoo l and became an archi
tect. I open ed my practice in San Francisco, where I did mostly airports and 
housing. I got married to Jan and had a daught er, Arnanada. After Jan fini shed 
her residency in psychiatry, we moved to Hawaii, y.,here I becam e a professor at 
the University of Hawaii School of Architecture. After seven years of academia 
I've recently returned to private practice. (A community center I designed just 
received an Award of Excellence from the Am erican Institute of Archit ec ts.) 
Right now I'm remodeling our house on Waimanalo Beach and working on a 
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project -in Yap (an island in Micronesia), Y'all come to see us... 

STEPHEN A. SHECTMAN 

The Carnegie Observatories, 813 Santa Barbara Street, Pasadena, CA 91 IOI 

Robin and I have two children. Nicholas graduated from Harvard in 
1992, and Sarah is a student at Wellesley. Since 1975 I have been an astronomer 
at the Carnegie Observatories. Now that we are empty nesters, Robin and I usu
ally travel together to the Las Campanas Observatory in Chile, generally twice a 
year. We have also become big fans of opera. Most of my energy each weekend 

. goes into riding my bicycle with the local racing club. 
The picture I submitted shows me plugging fiber optics into the back of 

the telescope in Chile. I use this system to measure the redshifts of galaxies, one 
hundred at a time. 

CLINTON J. SHEERR 

218 Little Sunapee Road, New London, NH 03257 

How I spent my first quarter century since graduation ... 
The first significant date in the rest of my life came just a week or so after 

graduation, June r4, r969, which marked both my marriage to Lucy Bethel a 
block from Pierson College where I first picked her up at a mixer and, at the 
other end of the block, the burning of the A&A building, which contributed to 
the chaos that I experienced while attending the School of Architecture the next 
three years (I won an award for graduating at the top of my class, but we didn't 
have any grades, so figure that one out!). I worked half-time during the school 
years, full-time summers, and for a year afterwards for the New Haven Redevel
opment Agency's Wooster Square office, where I learned more than I did in 
architecture school. One low light of my graduate school years was that I con
tracted Hodgkin's Disease, for which I underwent radiation therapy. 
· My immediate superior at NHRA had a college roommate who worked 

for I.M. Pei & Partners in New York City, which didn't hurt when I applied for 
a job there. FromJuly 3, r973, to July 3, r976, I worked on the much acclaimed 
new East Building of the National Gallery of Art in Washington, D.C., which 
was I.M. 's favorite building in the office. It was my best architectural education 
yet, learning how the profession was practiced at the very top. I got to do every
thing from participating in programing sessions with J. Carter Brown through 
hopping on the shuttle to inspect construction. My medical mishaps continued: 
on one trip to Washington, my lung collapsed, which eventually led to two pari
etal pleurectomies; and I had a recurrence of Hodgkins Disease and was treated 
with chemotherapy. At this point in my life, although I loved where I worked 
and I remained convinced that New York was the center of all life, I decided 
there had to be a better way to live-one without taxes, crime, and dirty air. 

I moved to New Hampshire on August r8, r976. We both liked to ski in 
Vermont; I had gone to summer camp in Maine; and I knew that the Granite 
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State was the second fastest growing state east of the Mississippi, and that there 
wou ld probably be a demand for new buildings, which dovetai led nicely with 
the fact that I was ready to open my own architectural practice. I had done some 
residential and office projects for my oncologists in New Haven while I was still 
in New York (you know your progno sis is good when your doctor hires you to 
design his new office); and that work carried me through my first year in New 
Hampshire, where I didn't know a sou l! 

I had also lived my first two years in New Hampshire, before my parents 
moved to Westchester County in New York, so there was a certain symmetry to 
all of this. I also am very fond of our license plates here, with the motto "Live 
Free or Die." That kind of sums it up for me. The air is clean here, and the pol
itics, while slightly Neanderthal, are also clean . This little state has the third 
largest legislative body in the free world (after the U.S. Congress and British Par
liament), so everybody knows their legislators; and we have something called 
"town meetings" once a year where all municipal business is transacted and any
one can speak (and they do). Th ere are two keys to living here: making a living 
and surviving winter, which is easy if you like to ski. I discovered that th e leaves 
are off the tr ees mor e than they are on; and there is no spring ( only mud season 
and black fly season, neither of which is desirabl e). Summer and fall, though 
both short, are glorious; so, on balance, it works out okay. 

Meanwhile, Lucy was not as tak en with New Hampshire as I, and we 
split up after about twelve years of marriage. I never thought it would happen to 
me, and I was crushed. However, I quickly got on with the rest of my life, and 
in fact, was rather enjoying my newfound ba chelorhood after marrying so 
young, when I experienced the next significant date in my life, June 8, 1982. 

I had gone to Honolulu to the national convention of the American 
Institute of Architects, representing my growing firm but mostly seeking a sun
tan, when I attended an intimat e luau for twenty-five hundred architects at a 
place called Paradise Cove, forty minutes outside the city. It was there, about 
ro:30 p.m., on the way back to the buses which were to take us back to the city, 
that I picked up a red-headed architect named D eirdr e McC.rystal from Den ver, 
Colorado, who had just won a National Honor Award, our profession's highest 
award for design exce llence. We sat in the back of the bus and exchange d 
resumes and discovered we had three things in common: we both had had 
splenectomies; could recite the first stanza of Chaucer's Canterbury Tales (thank 
you Mrs. Mi skimin for those silly freshman English exercises!); and flipped coins 
for all our important decisions . We spent nineteen magical hours together in 
Hawaii, and she went back to Denver with a second prize: my heart. 

After five months of a wild, airplane romance, we were married at her 
par ents' home in Shoreham, Long Island , overlooking Long Island Sound (and 
in the distance ... yes, New H aven !). We hon eymooned that April in Paris (and 
environs) and then settled n ear my mountains, not hers. Seven months after we 
marri ed, we started Sheerr & McCr ysta l, Inc. , which is about to hav e its tenth 
anniversary, just as we have. It has been a remarkable experienc e living and 
working together, since we design completely differently. Self Magazine even 
sent two editors, two photographers , and a make-up person (for her, not me) to 
New Hampshir e for four days to write a featur e article entitl ed "Great 
Romance s of the Sos: Together 24 Hours a Day." We have somehow surviv ed 
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that article and working together, but it did create some stress. I think that early 
stress may have contributed to yet another recurrence of Hodgkins Disease in 
January 1985 . The doctors tried their best to kill me, but another round of 
chemotherapy plus meditation and a positive attitude fixed me . A couple months 
after my last treatment, we went backpacking in the High Sierra above 
Yosemite. We like climbing mountains a lot, although two days of thunder 
storms and hail while backpacking in the Maroon Bells in Aspen last summer 
may have finally convinced us to shift to car camping. 

Despite the depression in the construction industry in New Hampshire, 
our firm still has the same six employees we had before it all went to he ll up 
here, and we like to think that we are designing significant buildings that help to 
preserve the special quality oflife up here. We win a lot of design awards, and in 
June, I become the President of the New Hampshire Chapter of the AIA. I've 
never been lucky enough to have any children, so I guess I'm trying to leave 
behind some good buildings as my legacy. That, plus I've just started writing a 
novel. I majored in English and always wanted to writ e one, but I thought I had 
to have the whole plot mapped out before I began. I never did figure it all out, 
so I j ust started, and it seems to be flowing (I'm now on Chapter Fourteen). 

As far as keeping in touch with Yale, I really haven't. I always send in 
checks to the Alumni Fund, but the only person I've spent much time with was 
one of my roommates, Norm Resnicow. He was at both my weddings, and he 
just dropped by with his family as recently as last month for a weekend of skiing, 
which was great fun. This month, I went to my first Yale Club of New Hamp
shire event in th e seventeen years that I have lived here. I don't know what's 
happening . I think relationships are becoming more important to me. I'm even 
looking forward to our twenty-fifth reunion next year. 

CHARLES SHELDON 

8801 Pitcairn Place, Bainbridge Island, WA 981 ro 

Who am I talking to? I've lost touch with nearly everyone . Yale Univer 
sity is confusing. Things were so set then. We had these huge assumptions about 
the future. The Vietnam War tore that fabric asunder. At Yale I applied for 
Nava l OCS, was accepted, but turned it down. I was conflicted. When the lot
tery was drawn I ended up with a number over 240. That high number still 
whispers to me. 

After Yale, during graduate school, I worked summers as a commercial 
fisherman from Cape Cod. I went to University of Massachusetts and took a 
master's in resource managem ent (forestry and fisheries). After graduate school I 
went fishing full-time. I worked off the U.S. East Coast as deckhand, mate, and 
skipper. I loved it-the greatest collection of theorists, academics, risk takers, 
hustlers, con artists, and outlaws there is. But dangerous. Ther e are devils behind 
every sea. I reached the point where I knew I better come ashore or I'd never 
come ashore. But I stayed in the business; I worked as a consu ltant in fisheries 
management, gear testing and use, and shoreside port development. 

Through my first skipper I met my wife. We were married in 1976. 
Martha and Justine, her five-year-old, were from Orleans, on Cape Cod, and we 
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lived as a family on the Cape until 1985. Ja ck was born in 1978 and Oskar in 
1980. This summer we'll celebrat e our seventeenth wedding anniversary. 

In the early 1980s the Port Authority of New York and New Jersey had 
this idea to restor e an old shippin g terminal in Brooklyn into a modern fishing 
center. I was hired to come down there and manage th e operation. For the next 
five-an d-a-half years we lived in New J ersey. I took th e train to the World 
Trade Center and wore a suit every day. The kid s grew. The project began to 
sink in 1988 due to it s slo w pace of co nstructio n, confli cts with New J ersey 
port s, and resistance from Fulton M arket. As the project failed I started writing a 
book on the train to keep some sanity. Mu ch to my surprise I found an agent. 

A year later, not ready to retir e behind a Port Authority desk, I took a 
position with the Port of Seattle as a facilities planner. Th e northwest had always 
intrigu ed me . My very last day in New York I learne d a publi sher had bought 
my book. I moved the fami ly out her e in the fall of 1990. Justin e was a stud ent 
at Smith College and the boys almo st teenage rs. Marth a began retooling to 
become a biology teach er in the school system. In the mid-198os I made a few 
changes and be came, as they say, a friend of Bill W. My demons became friends. 
I've rediscove red activities I lov ed as a kid but then gave up-s kiing , backpack
ing, whitewater kayakin g . Brou ght my kids into these thin gs, first while in New 
Jer sey and now, living in the cen ter of it , her e in th e no rthwes t. 

At the Port of Seattle I've been asked to manage the roo-acre expan sion 
of a conta iner ter minal for American Pre sident Lin es. This combin ed cleanu p 
and rede velo pm ent project includes buying thirteen prop erties, includin g a for
mer landfill , a creoso te factory w hi ch is a Superfund site, a steel plant, and a 
shipyard ; cleaning them up ; habitat restor ation ; amenities for th e residents of the 
neighborhood; design and over $150 million in construction. It 's a proj ect man
ager's dream. 

Justin e has graduated from Smith and now works in Seattle. She's twe n
ty-three years old. Jack is fifteen and I'm teaching him to drive. Oskar is twelve 
and a great skateboard er. He's the one in the pictur e clowning after climbin g out 
of Grand Valley. As I write thi s, Martha is surveying timber in nor thern Ontario · 
for fieldwork expe rien ce . I go into Olympi c National Park w hen eve r I can, 
often alone, always with a fly rod. We live on an island against a salmon stream, 
I ride a ferry to work across Pu get Sound, and the trailheads are twenty mil es 
du e west. · 

So. Regrets? Biggest one is quitting crew senior year and not makin g a 
run for th e U.S. Team in 1972. But ifl'd don e that I'd hav e never gone to sea. 
I'd have n eve r met Marth a. These great kids wo uld b elong to someone else. 
When I graduated I had no idea what work I would do , where I would live, or 
anything, excep t that I kn ew I wo uld write someday, and I knew I would make 
changes along the way. To date I've had two careers-the fish bu siness and now 
the port/shipping business. It surprises me ho w all the diverse thr eads along the 
way eventually form a patt ern. Even the demons make sense. I now see that IT.lY 
education enriched all that I und ertook since. I only hope I can give my children 
the same tools my father and mother gave to me. Tim e passes fast , doesn't it? It 's 
only been a few weeks, it seems, since we were pilin g into th e bu s every day for 
the lon g run out to Derby . 
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DR. GERSON S. SHER 

7015 Sea CliffRoad , McLean, VA 22101 
(703) 734 -0616 

The most historically significant thing I have done with my life was, two 
weeks after graduating, to marry Margery Leveen and to have two fine sons, 
J eremy and Adam, now sixteen and thirteen. The rest is details. I pursued my 
interests in Russian and East European Studies and got a Ph.D. in politics from 
Princeton in 197 5 after writing a dissertation, about Marxist dissent in 
Yugoslavia, whose optimistic conclusions I now bitterly regret. By this time I 
had also started working at the National Academy of Sciences in Washington as 
a program officer for scientific exchan ges with the U.S.S.R. and Eastern Europe. 
I have remained in the genera l area of managing scientific cooperation with this 
region ever since. Most of my career (1979 to 1993) has been spent in the Divi
sion of Int ernationa l Programs of the National Science Foundation, where my 
chief accomp lishments were to bury an old agreement for U.S.-Soviet coopera
tion in 1982 and to design and start up a new one five years later. Since May 
1993 I have taken a leave of absence from N.S.F. to serve as Chief Operating 
Officer for the new International Science Foundation, a charitable organization 
established under the auspices of the Soros Foundations to prevent the collapse 
of basic research in the former Soviet Union. One of my chi ef regrets is that I 
did not continue to play the carillon, much as some of my classmates may find 
this news welcome. 

FRANK A. SHERER 

Burr Hall Road, Middlebury, CT 06762 

(203) 274-4501 

Add to your list of practices "delegate responsibility to" in your lat est 
appeal for this response, and yo u have the distaff side racing to avoid the big 
black hole und er the above name. 

We are consumed, overwhelmed with: children; job; n'ew/old house; 
undergrown grass and overgrown trees; irr econcilable children's schedules, inter
ests, demands, and personalities; generational divides; do gs and cats th at, too, 
have minds of their own; etc.; et al.; but we are managing, not flourishing, close, 
but better than surviv ing, we are somewhere between those extremes. 

We have four children: Biff (sixteen) is a junio r in high schoo l; Teddy 
(thirteen) in eighth grade; Bri (eight), our girl, is in third grade; and John (four) 
is desperate to ride the school bus. They account for virtually one hundred per
cent of my life and twenty-five percent of Frank's-since seventy-fi ve percent of 
his is claimed by his job, which is managing Timex's legal affairs. Our household 
is enormously youth-centric. 

Dreams are a luxu ry, we specialize in reality or some interpretation, actu 
ally six kinds. But we really do, on balance, off balance, _ enjoy ourselves. 
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DR. ROBERT J. SHEVLIN 

32 Rickland Road , Old Tappan, NJ 07675 

(201) 664-4183 

353 

M.I.A., Columbia Univ ersity, 1973; Ph.D., economics, Columbia Uni
versity, 1984; married Mary Jane Aldeguer on June 15, 1974; children: Ted ,. born 
March 16, 1980; Ken, born January 30, 1982; currently, Systems Director for 
Materiel Division, New York City Transit Authority. 

DAY R. SHEILDS 

Duel & Holland , 289 Greenwich Avenue, Greenwich, CT 06830 

(203) 869-5600 

ROBERT A. SHLACHTER 

209 SW Oak Street, 5th Floor, Portland, OR 97204 
(503) 227-1600 

Where are you, 1969? Despite the passage of years, pain, joy, and preoc
cupation with seemingly important and not so important things, I still remember 
you well. The autumn aromas; the endless discussions about every conceivable 
way to avoid the draft (Peace Corps in Peru, repatriation to Canada, conscien
tious objector applications, teaching deferments, waiting lists for National Guard 
units) and still attend law school (Dan Quayl e and Bill Clinton did it, why 
couldn't I?); co-ed week; campus chaos at Columbia and Harvard (was Yale 
sleeping?); the remoteness of Vietnam jungles, Richard Nixon, John Mitchell, 
and the Chicago Seven; an awesome football team with NFL material (I 
watched BD play high school ball in Cleveland and eagerly kept watching for 
four more glorious years); Yale's 29-29 loss to Harvard, the pain of which was 
eased only by Medved's performance at the academic College Bowl; Wednesday 
night trips on icy roads to Vassar and Smith (why d1d we risk our lives?); Henry 
Wallach on the Federal Reserve System (I still do not und erstand the concept); 
and, best of all, friends for life. 

Friends. Art, Larry, Brad, Terry, Paul, B.D., Scott, Bob, Max, Mabry, 
Ron, Jerry, Steve, Jim, John, and dozens of others from the freshman commons 
lunch counter (where I worked), from the intramural games I helped supervise, 
from Trumbull College, from the fifth floor sweaty gym, from the Class Book 
Staff, from English seminars, and from all the other activities and chance 
encounters which gave birth to and then nurtured our relationships. 

Professors. One, more than all the others combined, influenced and 
guided me. English Prof essor Tammy Watters. My friend, mentor, and surrogate 
parent. God bless her. 

The Twenty-five Years Since Graduation. Two years were spent teach
ing severely retarded children in hometown Cleveland. It was at times 
rewarding, sad, exhausting, boring , meaningless, and meaningful. Sandwiched 
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betw ee n teaching were eigh t stimul ating, stressfu l and exhilarating months 
working as trave ling pr ess secre tary and speec h w rit er for th en unknown 
Howard M etzen baum in his upset senatoria l primary victory over astronaut John 

' Glenn two days after the deaths at Kent State, and then narro w defeat by Yalie 
Bob Taft. Law schoo l at George town (Bill Clinton and I more or less traded 
place s at school s), 1971-74. M arriage in 1972 (to D ebby), and then one glorious 
year in H awaii clerking for a federal judg e after law school (1974-75). A trip to 
J apan, then a reluctant move to Los Angeles, where Debby enro lled at Universi
ty of California Los Angeles School of Publi c H ealth. A small Los Angeles 
litig ation law firm (in 1980s parlance, a "boutique" firm) hired me. 

' Th e marriage blew apart in late 1977 (after five years). Failure. Th at's all 
I could think about for a w hile . I was a success/achievement driven person who 
failed in something I value d quite highly. I felt as if I were the only pers~:m in the 
wo rld who had made a seriou s mistake. Where did I go wrong? Smart boy s 
(men?) from Yale were not suppose d to make dumb moves! 

Mor e mature and realistic about my own limit ations , I move d forward 
(still thinkin g in achievement-oriented wor ds and actions). I continued practic
ing law (busin ess litigation) and refereeing hi gh school basketball, dreaming of 
arguing in the Supreme Court in the morning and officiating at a PAC ten bas
ketball game at night. (Neit her dream has yet been fulfilled.) 

1978. While living with my younger brother after my divorce, he intro 
duc ed me to M ara, at th at time a floral designer. What a br eak in the cloud s! 
M arried in 1980, Mara and I have shared life's tragedies (buried M ara's mom and 
my younger brother, who died tw o years after our wed ding at the age of twe n
ty- eigh t), brought two childr en (David, almo st thirteen, and J enna, age nin e) 
into the worl d, and have made decisions large and small wh ich eventually led to 
new beginnings (and lifestyles) in 1991. 

1989. Two major even ts in the mo nth of May. My twentieth reunion at 
Yale, and the successful conclusion of five years oflitigation battles in the jeans 
wars (Guess vs . Jord ache) . The reun ion left me more introspective than ever, 
and the jeans war victory emboldened me for daring personal strategies. After 
taking some time off to smell the roses and gain greater perspective on our lives 
and goals, my wife and I concluded that we could impro ve our "qu ality oflif e" 
(a cliche phrase today th at is nonetheless accurate) if we relocatea from Southern 
California to the Northwest. And that we did. 

July r99r. I bid farewell to the Los Angeles law firm that was my prof es
sional hom e for sixteen years (and w here I was one of the managing partners for 
half of those years); I finished my stint as president of the Yale Club of Southern 
Californ ia; M ara gave up her floral design business; we sold ·our house in Pacific 
Palisades; and we then packed up the kids and their pet rat (affection ately known 
as "Mouser") and caravanned station wagon style up Hi ghw ay 1 to Portland, 
Or egon . Our new ho me . Apparently part of a larger out-migration by bab y 
boom ers from golden California, our move attracted media attent ion and 
became the focus of an October 1991 New York Times articl e. 

No regrets at all. Th e rain can be re lentless, the ch illy air sometimes 
piercing, th e Blaze rs are th e on ly game in town, th e antigay movement too 
active, and state and local governments too stretched financially, but we love our 
new life in th~ shadow of Mount Hood. We enjo y public school s (now ru n by 
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Yale classmate Jack Bierwirth) , short commutes, neighborhood s, politically 
active communities, a small and relatively friendly legal community (yes, I am 
still practi cing law; so not a total change in lifestyle), and more cultur al events 
than we can attend. 

My kid s' pet has gone to rodent heaven, but she has been replaced by 
new and improv ed rats which are gen erating offsprin g at record ra tes. Playing 
baseball, basketball , and saxophone (not all at the same time), our son David is 
having his Bar Mitzv ah the same month as this R eunio n. Jenna is busy wi th soc
cer, piano , and jew elry making, the last a creative talent she has learne d from her 
artist mom. Ma ra is on the Board of the Oregon Holo caust R esourc e Center, 
th e American Jew ish Committee, and our synagogue. Some how she also finds 
tim e to make and sell beautifu l and unu sual j ewe lry (th ey are more permanent 
than floral designs). 

I have come full circle in twenty-five years. From Yale, a small, self-con 
tained comm unity, to Portland. It suits me. It mu st also suit a lot of other Yalies. 
Of eight een hom es on my stree t, th ree are occupied by Yalies (Classes of '66, 
'68, and '69). Ma ny of our classmat es have moved to Portl and , joinin g several 
who have returned to their native land (including Tom Fuller, Walt M cMon ies, 
Rick Gustafson, and Bill Robertson, my freshman roommate who left Yale in 
1966 and twenty-five years later enco uraged me to migrate to Portl and) . Some 
brave or tw isted sou ls have bucked the trend (e.g ., Rob Hi gh) and left th e 
Northwest, neve r to return. Although th ere is no more room for newco mers 
here (now tha t we have arrived), we would love to host classmates for visits. 

FRANK C. SHORTER 

890 Willowbrook Road, Boulder, CO 80302 

(303) 449-2284 

PETER W. SHULL 

43 r We st Oakdale Street, Apartment 5D, Chicago, IL 6065 7 
(3 I2) 472-4 169 

It hasn't been all lux and veritas, but I'v e had my share, and of good for
tun e as well. 

In an effort to prolong the sixt ies (I thou ght indefinitely then), I lived in 
San Fran cisco until 1977 wh en, repossessed by an innate mid wes tern sensibility , 
I landed in Chicago, where I still reside. Wit h two partners, I own and manage a 
commercial facility planning and 'interior design firm , wi th a client base cons ist
ing primaril y of Fortun e 50 0 types, who requir e me to act my age , and an 
employee base of fifty with a median age of twe nty- seven, who require me not 
to admit it. The alarmingly small profit margins of my chosen caree r are luckily 
far outweighed by the enorm ous pleasure and crea tive expression derived from 
our wo rk ; it has bee n a great exper ience growi ng up with thi s still em ergin g 
prof ession. 

Although I travel we ll and regu larly, I' ve not been back to New Ha ven 
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since '69. What's worse (though obviously correlative), my communication with 
those of you who brightened and shin ed our four years together has dimini shed 
to th e rarest and seeming ly most herc ulean kind of flee tin g cor respond ence, or 
none at all. 

It would be good to reestablish some of those lost cont acts (yo u know 
who you are) in our next twenty-five and to maybe even see you (or pretend to) 
at our fiftieth. Be well, and have some fun. 

WILLIAM A. SHULLENBERGER II 

Makerere University, P.O. Box 7062, Kampala, Uganda 
Sarah Lawrence College, Bronxville, NY ro708 (after July I, I 994) 

Gr eetings and salutation s, broth ers. There seems to be no way to write 
one of these notes without gettin g nostalgic or puffing oneself up. I guess that' s a 
risk worth taking. I want the friends I'v e lost tou ch with but still miss, especially 
in Berkeley and Elihu, to know that all is as well with me and mine as I could 
hop e for. God has continu ed to be kind to m e, for reasons best known to him
self. 

I lost my father in August 1968 and my mother in Au gust 1971. I m et 
my··soul mate, Bonnie Lowry Alexander, in th e fall of 1971, and we have been 
companions of the road eve r since. We've raised Shannon, Bonni e 's dau gh ter 
from her former marriage, to the thr eshold of adulth ood. Shannon is presently 
trying to find a place for herself in postmodern America with a liberal arts 
degree, a swee t blu es voice, a tou ch with clay and wo rds, and a stron g sen~e of 
decency and comp assion. Remember what that was like, getting started? Need-
less to say, it 's no easier now than it was then. . 

I dropp ed master's programs in theology (Union 1970) and education 
(City College 1971), eventually go t it togeth er to work through a graduate pro
gram in English at University of Ma ssachusetts (Ph .D. 1982). My dissertatio n on 
John Milton's heterodox th eo logy was one of the ways by w hi ch God led me 
back to the Church-the Epi scopalians, th e enem y camp for Milton. Bonni e 
meanwhile compl ete d her B.A. at Univ ersity of M assachusetts, then an M.F.A. 
in writing at Goddard College's nonresi dential program. We got around to mar
riage in M ay 1979, and our son Geoff was an anniversary gift, born almost a year 
to the minute after our nuptials. Geoff is a full-blown ado lescent now, with a 
million int erests and opinions. H e's good to be around. He keeps us hon est and 
on our toes. He has a strong sense of justice and a skepti cal fascination wit h how 
th e politi cal wo rld works, as well as a love for the Ramon es, Monty Python, and 
John Ford mo vies. Bonni e's faith survived an M .Div. degree at General Theo
logical Seminary, and sh e has been a (frequen tly lon ely) voice of conscience in 
th e Episcopal Church for some tim e now. Our under standin g of the gospel has 
led us to a consistent pro-life ethic, wh ich leaves us at odds with our lib era l 
friend s on the issue of abortion and with our evange lical friends on the subjects 
of flag-wavin g and militarism. We have found some supp ort and kinship wit h 
the goo d peop le of outfits like the Seamless Garment Netwo rk and Feminists for 
Life. 

A Fulbri ght lectur eship has brou ght us to U gand a, where Bonni e and I 
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are both teaching at Makerere University. Uganda is a bruised and broken par
adise of good people who deserve a better history than their post-colonial leaders 
have offered them. Our Makerere students are the children of the Amin and 
Obote years of terror, and it is astonishing how they have managed to cultiv ate a 
spirit of resilience, hope, discipline, cou rtesy, and commitment. Children mean a 
lot to people here (an American aid worker describes them with a certain mix
ture of bewilderment and con temp t as "pro-natalist"), and many people now 
have the cautious sense that at last a humane government, committed to democ
ratization and development, has given their children a future to hop e for. We 
love it here; a grant renewal will allow for us to work here through the summer 
of 1994. If you can find a way to do it , give yourself a sabbat ical, pack your bags 
and kids and head somewhere like Kampa la, where your gifts and skills wi ll not 
bring you much in the way of wealt h , powe r, fame, or even comfo rt , but they 
will matter to the people who need them, and you won't regret too much leav
ing the rest behind. 

When we return to the U.S., I'll go back to teaching literature of all sorts 
and combinations, from Homer and the Yahwist to Derek Walcott and Glori a 
Naylor, at Sarah Lawrence, where I've been since 1982. Bonnie and I don't 
seem to settle easily into any of the cubbyholes of identification that American 
cultur e provides these days. Academically, this seems to mean a lot of cross-pol
lination. I try to open up the literary "canon" w here it needs fresh air and to 
remind people that lit erature is no one's private inte llectual property, so they 
shouldn't ghet toiz e the imagination or shut themselves off from any th ing great 
that has been written by anyone. It also means that I try to converse with con
temporary theory w ithout becoming the kind of pe dan t whose gibberish 
Jonathan Swift would laugh at . Sarah Lawrence is at times a cultura l funho use, 
always a demanding, impr ovisatory place to teach, academ ically a· few worlds 
away from the place we fantasized about at those mixers in the late sixties. But 
that's another story . 

Of all the thin gs I half-remember fondly or remember half-fondly about 
Yale, the remark that sticks with me as perhaps most treasured: Robert Beach, 
on a road trip deep into the Adirondacks, rasping, "the further they get from the 
city , the more they love J esus." Job s, how righ t you were. Amen. One of the 
images that sticks with me is of Jim Amoss staggering out of th e Jimi Hendrix 
concert at Woolsey Hall with eyes ablaze and smoke pouring out of his ears. 
And what about the Living Theatre? I am not allowed to burn money. I am not 
allowed to smoke marijuana. Heavy. Breathe, breathe, fly. 

I hope you are all still flying. I won't be with you at reunion time. If 
there's room in the book, let this tail end of a poem stand in for me. I wrote it 
this year to say farewell to the grad uating students I'd adv ised and worked with 
at Sarah Lawrence; but being about bright college years, it's someth in g I also 
want to say to my long-lost friends after many years. Meanwhile brothers, keep 
the faith. Love your enem ies. Keep on keepi ng on. 

From "The Beginning ofWisdom": 

So, figure, when the time is ripe, 
we're bound to meet again, perhaps outside 
a shabby tin-roofed market stall in the third ~o dd 
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(the one where the imagined and the real are one) . 
Call it the Common Man's Friendship Shop, 
stacked to the rafters with all 
the untold goods of earth, 
and even if the veil of dust 
kicked up by hom ewar d sojourners 
makes recognition hard , 
your voice will be as unmi stakabl e 
as it has always been, 
for those who br eak words once together don't forge t. 
We'lljoke about how knowledge and affection come 
as unpredictably as startled bees lost up the pants , 
and laugh the sweet intimate laughter of friends 
who have had the great pl easur e of reading books together 
and sharing such non sense as somet ime s comes to mind 
at tim es lik e this when anyth ing is possible, 
knowing it all will be well, 
as well as anyone who loves 
this brokenhearted world 
could keep on praying for. 

PROF. WILLIAM PHELPS SHUMAN 

P.O. Box 368, Shelburne, VT 05482 

Just back from a two - year sailing sabbatica l in Polynesia, I'm now a Pro
fessor of M ed icine at the University of Vermont. Anyone passing through the 
Burlington area should stop by! 

CODY D. SHWAIKO 

No Address Available 

ROBERT SIDENBERG, JR. 

3319 Irving Avenue, South, Minneapolis, MN 55408 
(612) 825-0239 

Married to Susan sinc e 1977; stepdaughter Natasha Avery (twenty-three); 
son Rob (fifteen). 

Design and build furniture and sculptu re. 
Recently published Brainwash , a collection of quotations printed on 

adhesive labels-ask for it at your favorite book/ card/ gift store or write: Silk 
Mountain, 123 North rst Street, Minn eapolis, MN 55401. 

Did I miss a key lecture in Math ro? What's wrong with this equation? 
Hard work x long hours = low incom e. 

Does anyone still hav e their not es? 
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PROF. JONATHAN L.F. SILVER 

24 East nth Street, New York, NY 10003 

(212) 460-8917 
Cardozo School of Law, 55 Fifth Avenue, New York, NY 10003 

(212) 790-0272 
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When my father, Yale '39 (Berkeley College), dropped me off at Yale, he 
told me that these would be the best four years of my life, but that I wouldn't 
know it until later. I decided I would. I did, and that's why I still go to eight or 
nine games every year. But I've decided my father was imprecise; 1965-1969 
were the free-est four years of my life, but perhaps-it's hard to say it-not actu
ally the best. That's what I'll tell my son, Joshua, when I drop him off at , 
Swarthmore in six weeks: that the next four years will be the free-est, and 
among the best, of his life. We had a wonderful privilege. We were free of the 
responsibilities that daily life has imposed upon us for the last twenty-five years 
and which grow larger all the time. All we had to do was think, talk, read, write, 
and play. 

I've noticed, though, that discharging responsibilities is rewarding. Josh is 
the best thing I've done with my life, and I didn't even know him at Yale. See
ing a student learn how to think, in my class, partly because of what I say, feels 
good. I've learned how to do at least these two things well: father my son and 
teach first-year law students a course of one hundred selected, strung-together 
cases from Prosser's Cases and Material on Torts. 

On the whole, I'd say that human beings have been a disappointment. 
Though there are exceptions, people are a selfish, nasty, narrow-minded, brutal, 
superficial, shallow, dishonest, ignorant lot; with little regard for Truth (or 
Light), making even less effort to find it, and scoffing at the concept itself as 
politically incorrect. Daily reminders of all that notwithstanding, my youngest 
brother's suicide, at age twenty-nine in 1986, is enormously sad. I understand 
that one might choose, as some of our classmates did, not to live in this world, . 
but it used to be hard to believe that emotio ·nal pain c·ould be so acute as to 
make taking one's own life almost attractive. His death made me realize that 
continued existence can be very much harder than I can imagine. Still, it seems 
such a sad waste. When my mother died in 1973, I learned, as I'm sure most of 
you have by now, that one is a much smaller number than two. I can't imagine 
not having my father to talk to, but that will happen too. 

I have a few books in me, and I still expect to get them out, though I 
have had writer's constipation for too long. I'd like to write about the judge I 
clerked for, the country's first black judge and the leader of the civil rights 
movement before Thurgood Marshall and Martin Luther King, Jr.; images of 
law in Gilbert & Sullivan and Agatha Christie; the unconstitutionality of the _fed
eral bureaucracy; and at least one murder mystery. I think I'd like to live on a 
boat for a while, and I know I'd like to be an appellate court judge. And I'd like 
to meet a woman who was really right for me. Are a couple of aphorisms (with 
citations) within the very broad bounds that Brian and Tom set? 

Loving someone means you give them the power to 
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let you down. (Yale 29 Harvard 29, November 23, 
1968. Sorry B.D., but you wanted candor.) 

If she didn't love her father, then she can't love 
you. (Anon. Slightly overbroad, but life is too 

short to find the others.) 

Speaking oflife being too short, the absolute deadline for this is July 15, 
and Bastille Day ended four hours ago, and I'm tired. Though this is for the 
Reunion, the Twenty-Fifth Anniversary of The Tie has its attractions, too. 
Come to the Bowl November 20. You'll be glad you did. (I've submitted a pic
ture of Josh [and his mother, Margi, for those who remember her] at dinner 
before high school graduation last month; and one recent one of me.) 

IRA B. SILVERSTEIN 

617 Addison Street, Philadelphia, PA 19147 

WAYNE D. SIMMONS 
I 

606 Marne Avenue, Monongahela, PA 15063 
(412) 258-6833 

WILLIAM D. SIMON 

4506 Elm Street, Chevy Chase, MD 20815 
(301) 657-2068 

Ackerson & Bishop, Chartered, 1275 Pennsylvania Avenue, NW, Suite 1 roo, 
Washington, DC 20004 

(202) 637-03 50 

I arrived in New Haven in 1965, planning ultimately to have a career as 
a trial lawyer or politician; I left in 1969 with a job as a ·school teacher, planning 
to return eventually to a suitably ivied campus for a Ph.D. and a career as a 
scholar. When I returned to Yale in 1975 it was for law school, and by the time 
I left again in 1978, my sights had returned to litigation. The development of my 
Washington, D.C., practice has instead carried me into the fascinating world of 
mergers and acquisitions, corporate and tax law, and general business problem 
solving, all in a city which has turned out to be surprisingly interesting, surpris
ingly full of good tennis partners and bicycle paths, and not at all bad for 
restaurants, although there is still no pizza to rival New Haven's. 

Cindy and I tied the knot a week before graduation; our anniversaries 
have thus coincided with reunions. We observed our twentieth at Pepe's, and 
plan to be in New Haven for the twenty - fifth, along with Jonathan and Ben
jamin, who .by June 1994 plan to be fourteen and nine, respectively. Cindy also 
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picked up a law degr ee at Yale, has been in private practic e , and has taugh t at 
Georgetown Law School. 

YANNIS M. SIMONIDES 

40 Floral Drive, H astings-on-Hud son, NY ro706 

(914) 478-7865 

Over th e years I h ave worked as an actor, director, playwri ght, screen-
writer, produ cer ·of theatre and television, and teacher. · 

I have headed college departm ents, theatrical institutions, television pro
duction companies; have traveled far and wide and gotten my share of awards. 

Nothing compares, in scope or pleasure , with the birth of my son , Ion, 
in 1992. Th e boy's humor, energy, spiri t and love of strang ers are for my wife 
Zoe and me, a sour ce of constant surprise, deligh t, and faith in th e younger gen 
erations. 

Zoe, Ion, Zoe's daug ht er Celeste, and I have a farmho use and land on 
the Cycladic Island of Kea, overlookin g the Aegean Sea. Soon Zoe will earn her 
Ph.D. in Classical Studies at Columbia, an d the fami ly will move to Kea, an 
island of five thou sand years of recorded history and a peace ful, highl y text ured 
landscape. I want to focus on some per sonal research and writing and grow olive 
trees, fruit and wine. Zoe wi ll teach and wri te, in Greece and Europe. 

As fate would have it , Kea's most famous citizen eve r has be en 
Simonides, the 6th centu ry B.C. lyric poe t , through whose epigra mm atic verse 
the fallen Greeks at Marathon and T hermopylae left their messages to the w orld. 
In the foreground of the half-bu ried amphitheatre in Karthaia, Kea's classical 
citadel, and in the hand s of my son 's children, I see future yellow ed theatre clip
pings: "Simonides R eads Simoni des ... " 

DAVID E. SIMS 

P .O. Box 136, Athens, M E 04912 

HOWARD L. SLAVIN 

64 Co llins Road, Waban, MA 02168 
(617) 965-1789 

JIM SLEEPER 

225 East 14th Street, Apartment 2B, New York, NY rooo3 
(212) 420- 8426 

I know I'm not alone in feeling that some thing was terribly wrong about 
Yale for me durin g our time there-or that something was terribly wrong abo ut 
me for Yale. It' s hard even now to know w ho or what was wrong, since the cul-
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ture of the college was in transition, and what does a nineteen- or twenty-year
old really know, anyway? Suffice it to say that there was no "fit," and it seemed 
to me that for every one of us who spent his undergraduate years living what 
amounted to a lie at old Yale, ther e was another one thrashing about, try ing , in 
vain, to reconcile Yale with the siren calls of Dylan, the Stones, and the move
ments that were cresting in the sixties. 

Mostly I hid from the place , running off to visit friends who lived in an 
apartment near Columbia. (Remember the New Haven Railroad's two-day 
round-trip ticket to New York? I think it was $4.77 and I paid it at least a hun
dred times in four years.) 

After prolonging my thrashing by working with drugged-out teenagers 
as a Conscientious Objector and by taking a doctorate .in education at Harvard, I 
pursued some serious downward mobility, editing and publishing small weekly 
newspap ers in a coup le of Brooklyn's most devastated, m enacing neighborhoods, 
feeling my way as best I could into the center of the urban racial dilemmas 
described in my The Closest ef Strangers (W.W. Norton, 1990). These were the 
most difficult and exh ilarating years of my life to that point; I remember sitting 
on the floor of my Brooklyn tenement one night, taking a fund-raising call from 
a Yale classmate who was trading curr enci es for Citibank, and not having words 
to tell him that I was so poor that my phon e was about to be disconn ected and 
that, even at that moment, I cou ldn 't make any outgoing calls. What I really 
couldn't explain was that I was deeply, darkly, happy, and that Yale was a million 
miles away . 

A super ior education w ill out , though , and I entered the 1980s as a 
speechwr iter for New York C ity Counc il Pre sident Carol Bellamy and then as 
Charle s Rev son fellow at Columbia, studying urban hou sing development. Since 
then I have been a wri ter, mainly. I've just finished five years as a member of the 
editorial board at New York Newsday, and am about to begin a twice-week ly 
column at Mortimer Zuckerman's New York Daily News. Perhaps some of you 
saw my profil e of black activist Al Sharpton in the Janu ary 25, 1993 New Yorker. 
I'm work ing on another book. 

I'm married to Rach el Gorlin, a Bryn Mawr graduate who ran R ep . Les 
AuCoin's losing campaign against Oregon Senator Bob Packwood and now 
works for Rep. Steny Hoy er, who chairs the House Democratic Caucus. Yup , 
we commute, New York City to D.C. and no kids-yet. Rachel is thirty -eight, 
and we're planning on it next year. 

I don't look back so harshly at Yale now. Much of it was a waste, but I'm 
sorry that I did hide from its better traditions and from some wonderful peopl e 
whose offers of friendships I misread or rebuffed in that time of tumult and bot
tom less self-absorption . We were lost in a tempest, and tho se of us who have 
since managed to become strong swimmer s in deep waters shou ld at least salute 
one ano ther. 

BRUCE M. SMALL 

No Address Available 



-Josh Silver (son ofJonathan) with his mother Margi 

William and Cindy Simon and sons Alan and Rhona Smith 

Jim Sleeper Jerry E .. Smith Ted Snow 
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MICHAELS. SMERNOFF 

959 Paw Paw Court, Tallahassee, FL 323,12 

Tallahassee is a lovely place-somewhat New Englandish in appearance. 
In 1969 I could not have imagined myself here, working at a newspaper. That's 
what I do-Vice President/Operations for the Tallahassee Democrat. Very inter
esting, exciting, and even frustrating-never dull-with advertising division folks 
bumping me from the right and the journalists from the left, and I like them all. 

For those of you who remember me heading off to law school, I ended 
up as an M.B.A . and C .P.A. instead. 

Still married to Candy, since 1971, and the family's improved with J essi
ca (1978) and Megan (1986). 

I rem ember many things, but the fondest is the overall quality of life and 
experience at Trumbull. Potty-Court Frisbee, courtyard kegs, softball with 
George Plimpton, Jo seph H eller's opening -night crowd, the Colonel's Green 
Lizzies, and all the people, mainly the people. That's what's frightening-seeing 
people after twenty - five years can harm those memories. I doubt it, but it's scary. 

Final memory-June 9, 1969, upon returning home after graduation, a 
preinduction, report for physical, bring your toothbrush notice was waiting for 
me in Massachu setts. Failed physical, bad knees, but what a graduation present 
that initial notice to report was. 

DWIGHT H. SMILEY, JR. 

P.O. Box 4385, Leesburg, VA 22075 

(703) 777-1262 

ALAN G. SMITH 

43 Mayflower Circle, Fairfield, CT 06430 

Since completing my doctorate in political science at Yale (where else?) 
in the 1970s, I have been teaching in the political science department at Central 
Connecticut State University in New Britain. Most recently, my research has 
been in the area of human rights in the Third World. My wife Rhona and I 
were married in 1983, and we have two wonderful boys, Andrew and Dani el, 
ages seven and five respectively. Rhona works as a college textbook editor in 
Manhattan, so we live midway between our distant jobs. 

DAVID GRAYDON SMITH 

No Address Available 
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DENNIS G. SMITH 

Avalon Leasing Systems, P.O. Box 818, Summit, NJ 07902 

(908) 273- 7189 

HON.JERRY E. SMITH 

P.O. Box 130608, Houston, TX 77219 

(713) 432- 1II8 (res.) 
(713) 250-5ror (ofc.) 

United States Circuit Judge, Fifth Circuit Court of Appeals, since Janu 
ary 1988. 

Wife: Mary Jane Blackburn Smith. Children: Rut h Ann (fifteen); Clark 
(twelve). 

City Attorney, City of Houston, 1984-88; Attorney, Fulbright & Jawor 
ski, Houston, Texas, 1973-8 4 (partner, 1981-84); Law C lerk to U.S. District 
Judge Halbert 0. Woodward, 1972- 73; Yale Law School '72. 

LAMAR S. SMITH 

4480 Dexter Street, NW, Washington, DC 20007 

(202) 337-1511 

MICHAELE. SMITH 

Box 561, Southwest Harbor, ME 04679 

(207) 244-3123 

I'm a Vice President, Commercia l Lending , at my "hometown bank"
so much for work. Unlucky at love first time around; m et the girl of my dreams 
(ne: Damaris Worcester) in 1979. Married in 1980 and have two girls, ten -year
old Anna, and nine -year - old Rebecca. We live in a house originally built by the 
Civi lian Conservation Corps bord ering Acadia National Park and looking out 
over twenty acres of blueberry fields. On sabbatical from boards and clubs' fol
lowing Damaris' (successful) fight w ith cancer two years ago and the resulting 
reevaluation of the important ' things in life . I even gave in to th e girls and now 
have a one-year-old bassett hound named Ruby. Fun is camping, hunting and 
fishing (both relatively unsucces sfully), gardening, and ice boating when winter 
weather conditions and sche duling permit. Writing this has reminded me that 
life ain't half bad. 

RICHARD KENT SMITH 

26 Abbott Lane, Wilton, CT 06897 
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I am: 
Husband of the spirited and love ly Vivien Orb ach Smith, New York 

Univ ersity, M.A. Journali sm . (Vivien has recen tly coauthored a novelesque treat
ment of J ew ish surviva l in Nazi Berlin -E uropa Europa meets Mean Streets.) 
Fath er ofTahlia (eight), Arie lle (five), and Jacob (one) . President ofW.R.T. 
Smith Build ers, Inc. M akin g the lives of the safe, safer; and the good, bett er. My 
Yale education enab les me to converse with my clients' servant s in their nativ e 
languag e. Spanish and French only. Poli sh, Portuguese, and Guarani speakers are 
beginnin g to popu late the local pool of undo cume nted domest ics. Custom resi
dential is our base-w ith a heavy mix of com mercia l and institutional 
construction. 

Swamp -Yankee, trade union member, and J ew . Always been th e first, 
been a memb er of Local 210 United Brotherhood of Carpenters since 197 0 , and 
my first (tha t 's right "fir st") brit milah was in 1974. Why more than one is an 
halachic tale of limit ed interest. 

My wife, childr en, and ex tend ed family are the core of my life. Vivien 
and I have brought an em ph atic, tumu ltu ous, and loving brood into thi s world . 
My work w orld is governed by weather and th e seasons (no t to m ention this 
@# $% economy). Family life is by th e calendar. All our children were born in 
O ctober so it' s birthd ay cake in the sukk ah. Sukkoth and Pesach are my favorite 
holidays. A glance skyward on the fifteenth of Tishri and Ni san shows the full 
moon illuminating our celebrations. 

A kosher kitch en feeds a stream of family and guests- Jew and Christia n 
alike . Th e Ch ristians, mo stly siblin gs, parents, nieces, and nephew s, live nearby 
and speak Eng lish. The Zoe Bairdite lives in and speaks Spanish. Th e Jews come 
from near and far speaking English, Gennan, H ebrew, and Yiddi sh. Th e hou se is 
messy and lively. "Lovely" wou ld be nice, but "lively" come s first. 

Most of my life has been in ju st New H aven and Wi lton, Co nn ecticut, 
but I love cities- specifically N ew York, Bo gota, J erusale m, and Berl in. They 
are all "in your face and wa tch yo ur back " places. As palimpsests of commerce, 
religion, and wa r, they co nstantl y push you. H ey, I live in a pe rma nent C lub 
M ed for Todd and Muf fy; got ta get my kicks somewhere . 

May all my former classmates be well. May we all teach our chi ldren to 
love and work hard. And for the next century, instruction in field surg ery and 
small arms tactics cou ldn't hur t. 

T. LAWRENCE SMITH , JR. 

3 5 Stratford Road, West Hartford, CT 06117 

(203) 236-4094 

PROF. THEODORE PECK SNOW 

511 West Eisenhower D rive, Louisville, CO 80027 

(303)666 -7669 (res.) 
(303) 492-4050 (ofc.) 
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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 McLaughlin in August of 1969; some of you 
know her, since we dated throughout most of my Yale days. We imm ediat ely 
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 dur
ing 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 facu lty 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 impor
tantly, fainily 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 chi ld rearing sufficiently challenging and has not 
sou ·ght emp loyment 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 j ewelry 
design, with the hope of eventually having the time to pursue it more serious ly. 

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 differ
ence · 1a:rge enough to eliminate petty squabb ling. The teen years are on us, and 
we are not sure how we will fare- ·were we ever that in secure, that fearful of 
the · coming quest to find our own way in life? Ind eed, maybe today's young 
adults have a point. Maybe they will i~herit a world ofless security, a lifestyle of 
lower qualify, than their parents were bequeathed. How will they meet the chal:.. 
lenge? · 

I have bee ·n largely satisfied with my career, although the days seem to 
keep getting shorter as my administrative responsibilities grow alon g with the 
resea rch 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 alon g w ith 
their veritas, perhaps); the creation . (and maintenance through revised editions) of 
what has become a wide ly accepted textbook in introductory astronomy; and 
the nurturing of severa l graduate students who have gone on to promising 
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careers of their own. 
I do think occasionally about oth er directions I might have followed, and 

I still seem to keep getting ideas for new ventures to pur sue, ifonlyihad thetim e. 
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? 

AVIAM SOIFER 

23 Irving Street, Cambridge, MA 02138 

It is hard for a 1960s skeptic who sought change to admit to feeling that 
my own life has been remarkably lucky, happy, or blessed, but that certainly is 
what I feel. The tricky thing at this stage in our lives, I guess, is trying to remain 
sufficiently skeptical rather than cynical or complacent, and somehow not ignor
ing or embarrassing others who are much less lucky/happy/blessed. My good 
fortune has taken many paths. · 

Marlene Booth and I have be en married since she return ed from Israel 
the summer after my graduation; we have two wonderful, healthy, creative, and 
at the least mildly eccentric children: Raphael, who turned twelve on the Fourth 
of July, and Amira, who is eight (and whose May birthday is Mexican Ind epen 
dence Day as well as the birthday of Karl Marx). Rafi has been a vegetarian for 
over thr ee years, do es all the parts in all th e Monty Python sketch es and films, 
love s th eater, and had a very successful Little League season. An1:ira delights in 
being a bookworm , but she also plays soccer, acts, lov es animals, including our 
cat Gali (to distraction), and wants to be a doctor or veterinarian. We are even 
fortunate eno ugh to hav e all our parents living and healt hy and very much 
involved in our lives, as are our extensive ne.tworks of siblings, cousins, aunts and 
uncles, and wonde rful friends. 

Marlen e is an independent documentary filmmaker, who got her M.F.A. 
from the late , lamented Yale Film Schoo l in 1975 and worked at the PBS station 
in Boston for years. Around the time Rafi was born, Marlene began the hard but 
rewarding life of being an independent producer and director, which means rais
ing funds herself for the films she wan ts to mak e. You may hav e seen some of 
her work on PBS or at a college or theater near you. Her films includ .e_ a portrait 
of the impa ct of the great desegregation case, Brown v. Board· of Education ( r 9 54), 
after twenty-five years in Prince Edward County, Virginia-where they closed 
the schools rather than allow int egra tion -and in troubled Boston; a film about 
the Yiddish newspaper ·, Th e Forward, and its role as a kind of i~migrant s' bible 
and Americanization forum; a look at a utopian summer co"m.munity founded by 
Eastern European Jews, called Raananah: A World of Our Own; a~d, most recent
ly, a film called The Double Burden demonstr ating that there have been wo rking 
mothers long before th e phenomenon gained prominence around the time we 
graduated. These films have won awards and conside .rable acclaim, but funding, 
producing, and directing the next one is always a struggle requiring remarkable 
tenacity and persuasiv e skills. Marlen e has used those same abilities in various 
volunteer capacities, including launchin g an after-school progra m that uses and 
teaches Hebrew in a camplike setting, for which she recen tly received a major 
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award from the local Bureau of Jewi sh Education. 
In a roundabout way Marlene got into film through being a high schoo l 

English teacher in Branford, which helped to put me through Yale Law School. I 
starte d law schoo l unsure about w hether law or graduate schoo l made the most 
sense. I was almost certain, ho wever, that my longstanding r-A status wou ld 
mean that I certainly would not finish whatever I chose to start . This made it eas
ier to decide to stay in New Haven, rather than starting for a brief period 
somewhere else. Quite soon after my remarkable good fortune in persuading 
Marlene to marry me, the famous draft lottery and a number deep into the three 
hundreds saved me gut-wrenching deci,sion s and left me free to finish law school. 

Actually-and now I can see somew hat ironically - I did not like law 
school very much. The faculty mostly seemed defensive and overly threatened 
by the events of the late 1960s. I liked some of my fellow students and learned 
from them, but neither made friends as good as those I made during our under
graduate years nor learned as much as I had as an undergraduate. I surv ived by 
helping to start a clinical program in which law students represented the mental
ly ill in Connecticut's largest state hospital and by being a director of an 
innovative Law Schoo l Film Society. I also got involved in something called the 
Political Jus tice Workshop and other such sixties-type legal activities. I remained 
connected to Trumbull as the gradua te fellow helping Kai Erikson, and I even 
got to teach a college seminar. Aware that I probably would want to teach (and 
to use that freedom, respectability, and salary as a base from which to do pro bono 
wo rk), I did the law journal routine (in a rather minimalist manner) and picked 
up a master's degree in urban stud ies. 

Probably because I was able to figure out how to get out of an office in 
which we were locked at the end of the interview day,Jon 0. Newmen, than a 
newly appointed but not yet confirmed Federal District Court judge in Con
necticut, chose me as one of his first full-year law clerks. That year began much 
of my legal education. Then, with the chutzpa of youth and Yale degrees, I was 
able to conv in ce the University of Connecticut School of Law to hire me to 
teach and even to let me teach what I wanted . 

I had a wo nd erful time in those early years of teaching, tried somewhat 
to combine clinical and academic approaches, began to publish articles, and 
made lasting friends. After the great boondoggle of a hum anities fellowship at 
Harvard, I began to try to land a teaching job in Boston, where Marlene had 
begun working at WGBH. In the spr ing and summer of 1979, w hen I was 
working full time in the national office of the ACLU, primarily on the "Secret 
of the H-Bomb" case, I landed a job at Boston University, where I have been 
ever since . I was never enthralled with the management style of Boston Univer
sity's president, John Silber, however, and at times found myself comparing his 
style unfavorably to that of Kingman Brewster and other administrators we knew 
who had to adapt to our stormy times. I found myself thinking-even writ ing, 
though surely neither is necessary or sufficient for the other-about problems of 
complic ity and inaction in this troub led century. 

As of July 1993 I start acting on a new stage. I am beginning as dean of 
the Boston College Law School, a place that seems much more "user-friendly" 
for students and faculty and that is unusual in its commitment to public interes t 
work and in its fiercely loyal alumni. The time and the fit seems just right to me, 
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so, as our reunion approaches, I am buoyed by the excitement of a new venture 
and not weighed down at all yet with the headaches that are rumored to go with 
university administratio _n. 

I also must admit to being pleased that Harvard University Press just 
accepted a book of mine, with the working title The Substance of Pluralism: Keep
ing Company in American Law and Letters, that should hit the remaind er tables soon 
after its scheduled 1994 publication date. The book claims that American law has 
never dealt adequately with the vital role of groups in our society. I try to show 
this by considering both voluntary and involuntary groups, through a mixture of 
materials ranging from case and doctrinal analysis to Shakespeare and Faulkn er 
and to historical examples of guilt by association and association by guilt. 

The gist of the argument is that the commonplace separation of individ
ual and group offers a false dichotomy. Mor eover, context is crucial to 
recognition of individual/ group interd ependence. As I worked on the book, and 
as I have struggled to try to teach and write meaningfully, I often find myself 
thinking of our experience at Yale. Those years suggest that wildly diff erent 
individuals were able to form a multitude of groups; we int eract ed in complex 
ways and changed ourselves and Yale. Thos e changes still seem for th e good. 
Even a skeptic ought to credit positive changes that endure. Perhaps we can 
progr ess still more without forgetting our pasts. 

ROBERT J. SOKOLOWSKI 

One Barristers' Court, Meriden, CT 06450 

(203) 237-2771 

Two years after graduation I began to miss being involved in the sport of 
football so, as an avocation, I became a high school football official. I have been 
working as a field judge for the last twenty-three years, the last seventeen of 
which have been at the collegiate level for the Eastern Collegiate Athletic Con
ference (ECAC). I currently am officiating at the Division IAA leve l in the 
Yankee Conference, the Patriot League, and the Ivy League. I have worked at 
all the schools in the Ivy League with the exception of Yale (officials are not 
allowed to officiat e games involving their alma maters). 

American football has become very popular in Europe and Russia, and, 
as a result, I have travelled to both Hel sinki and Moscow to work games. These 
trips have resulted in some very memorable experiences. 

In March of 1992 my wife Gail and I were in Moscow where I officiat
ed a game between the Mo scow All-Stars and Western Maryland College, 
which was the first time an American college football team had ever played in 
Russia. My hosts informed m e that I was the first American to officiate a football 
game in Russia. 

The Western Maryland team, which plays at th e Division III level, was 
outweighed by the Russians by at least fifty to sixty pounds per man. While the 
Russians were all magnificent athletes, Western Maryland easily won 47-7 due to 
their vastly superior knowledge of the game. But the Russians are committed to 
learning the game, and it won't be too long before they b ecome competitive in 
football just as they have in basketball and hockey. 
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DR. JAMES B. SPAMER 

Court of Appeals, George L. Allen, Sr. Courts Building, 
600 Commerce Street, 2d Floor, Dallas, TX 75202 

(214) 653-6922 

KARL A. SPANGENBERG 

35 Lakewood Circle, North, Greenwich, CT 06830 
(203) 625-0671 

Began living in Connecticut for the first time since Yale years in July of 
1991. Moved to Greenwich after six-and-a-half years in Los Angeles area (Mari
na del Rey, Pacific Palisades, and Santa Monica). California was a rich 
experience: got married to Elaine; had two children, Erik and Greta; bought and 
sold two houses; had two different jobs (U.S. News and World Report and then at 
Time magazine). Came back to New York as head of ad sales and marketing for 
Business Week magazine. Recently moved to a strategic planning role at another 
group at McGraw-Hill (Construction Information ). Enjoy living in Greenwich 
and commuting to Rock Center area. Visit New Haven seve ral times a yea r. 
Wonder if it will be a viable place for my kids, due to cost and lo ss of its soul 
(due to costs). Hoping for the best on both fronts. 

PAUL SPATA III 

1653 Linden Street, East Lansing, MI 48823 
(517) 332-7280 . 

PROF. HARTLEY STEVEN SPATT 

24 Centre Street, Woodmere, NY r 1598 

I revisited Yale a coup le of years ago, when a scho larly organization I 
belong to held its annual meeting at the Yale Center for British Art. Outdoors, 
there was spring warmth, and look s of expectancy on everyone who passed by; 
within, there was a great cultural and educat ional treasure, w hich forms but a 
small part of Yale's unique offering to its students. In Woolsey Hall they were 
playing Beethoven's Ninth. It was the revelation of a great university; but it was 
not my Yale. 

True, my freshman year displayed some similarity to this Yale; there was 
Bladderball, and Mike Medved's hitchhiking tournament, and the beginnings of 
what promised to be a great football team. But in the following years the 
warmth and expectancy faded, as friends disappeared into the re lentless death
machine set . up by Lyndon Johnson in Southeast Asia, and relations wit h New 
Havenites began grow in g grim as well. There were still Tang cups, and Tyng 
cups too, and even the Prom Committee. Imagine: I sipped w ine , wearing 
whit~ tie and tails; I listened to Sam and Dave sing "Soul Man" from that same 
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stage in Woolsey Hall; but everything around me called for "Paint It Black." 
I entered Yale an idealistic scientist, ready to save humankind; I left it a 

cynical humanist, turning to the aesthetic image for refractions of a salvation I no 
longer thought possible. And little that I have seen in the twenty -five years since 
has given me back that hope. In a nation of 250 million, even a thousand points 
of light can provide neither heat nor illumination. 

But at the same time, Yale provided me with the means for making the 
best of this particular bad lot. I got my Ph.D. in English from Johns Hopkins; I 
became a Professor of English in the State University of New York system; I 
wrote three pages' worth of articles, reviews, et al; I married Wendy and had the 
requisite boy and girl-Martin plays varsity football, but Samantha is the better 
bet to be a chip in the Class of '02; I have even successfully recommended one 
or two local students to Yale through the YASC. Thus I feel a little like 
Ahashuerus, doomed to live on until the Apocalypse: never worried about his 
own personal comfort or mortality, but seeing in that assurance no reason to 
become giddy. Maybe when the New York Rangers win the Stanley Cup and 
the Boston Red Sox win the World Series in the same year, I'll have reason to 
join in the "Ode to Joy." 

JAMES E. SPELLERBERG 

123 Lansdale Avenue, Fairfax, CA 94930 

How much influence has Yale had on my life? Slight, I suspect. I was 
well-read when I arrived, but Yale allowed me to cover English literature thor
oughly, as well as to become familiar in detail with the American cinema. I am 
now rereading Troilus and Criseyde, and the Middle English I learned, it turns 
out, never went away. A relative couch potato as an undergraduate, I now bicy
cle to work and take glorious weekend rides over Mount Tama lpais and the 
Bolinas Ridge to the Pacific shore. Could I have taken this up because of some 
deep, residual humiliation at the posture photo that may lie moldering in a store
room in the gym? 

Like, I hope, many of you, I am happiest about and proudest of my fam
ily . My wife, Susan Lundy, whom I met while we were both getting our 
doctorates at the University oflowa, has gone through several careers (teacher, 
adoption recruiter) before more or less settling down as an entrepreneur: her 
insurance brokerage has been in business for nearly fifteen years. My son, Greg , 
now ten, has become expert in soccer, a sport I didn't know existed when I was 
his age. This year (1993) his class placed first in a national contest for the most 
effective and innovative project to protect the environment, and he has been 
traveling to award ceremonies over the past few months, learning more about 
local politicians than a child should have to know. But Yale plays no role here. 

I have had the pleasure of serial careers (by choice and chance rather than 
necessity) since my graduation from Yale . University of North Carolina at 
Chapel Hill and the University of Iowa were kind enough to pay me to read, 
think, and research. I followed with several years teaching and as Director of 
Undergraduate Studies in the photography and cinema department .of Ohio 
State. The Midwest lost its charm in Ohio, so we moved to the one section of 
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the country where we had not yet lived, the Pacific Coast. I worked in advertis
ing for Disney (as well as doing technical chores on several independent film and 
video projects), along the way was introduced to computers, and now design 
and write applications for PCs. I hope the metamorphoses and the learning will 
continue, but if they do, they will no doubt occur without connection to Yale 
or its other graduates. 

So my relationship to Yale is an impersonal one. In the years I contribute 
to one of its innumerable appeals for funds, I view it as a major liberal arts col
lege in a time when a liberal education is not highly valued. In the years I refuse 
to donate, I view it as a fabulously wealthy institution that trains the children of 
the rich . I doubt if these views can be or ever will be reconciled. But I still keep 
in touch with some friends I made as an undergraduate, and I look forward to 
seeing them sometime again, even if it must be at a giant fund - raiser. 

F. JARED SPROLE 

Leasing Technologies International, Inc., Soundview Plaza, 
I 266 Main Street, Stamford, CT 06902 

(203) 967-4300 

PROF. MICHAEL R. STALLCUP 

2290 Panorama Terrace, Los Angeles, CA 90039 

After graduating in 1969 I wanted to go to graduate school in biochem
istry. I also decided to try the other coast, so I entered the program at Berkeley. 
My time there not only initiated my academic research career, but also stimulat
ed my political awakening. At Yale I was exposed for the first time to liberal and 
radical philosophies, but I was not ready to understand or embrace them, since I 
was basically uninitiated and more or less uninterested in politics. 

After finishing my degree in 1974 I was not ready to leave the Bay Area, 
so I began my postdoctoral research training in San Francisco. At that time Uni
versity of California, San Francisco, had just begun to rise from a second - rank 
academic medical center to its current status as one of the premier medical 
research institutions in the world. The research atmosphere was electrifying, 
with some of the best young scientists - in-training in the country to interact 
with. Recombinant DNA technology and the first biotech company (Genen
tech) were born while I was there. I was privileged to train with two truly great 
scientists: the legendary Gordon Tomkins, who died unexpectedly while I was 
in his lab, and Keith Yamamoto, who has become one of the most acclaimed 
and influential scientists in the country. 

While in San Francisco Keith and I and two other postdoctoral research 
fellows started a tradition of going on a three to six-day backpacking trip in a 
different location every year. Today we are all research scientists, and, although 
we live in different cities, we still meet almost every year for a wilderness excur
sion, in the Sierras of California, the Rockies or San Juan Mountains of 
Colorado, or the Wind River Range of Wyoming. Nineteen ninety-three will 
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be trip numb er sixteen . 
Almost exactly ten years after graduating from Yale, wh ile I was finishing 

my postdoctora l research training in San Francisco and look ing for an academic 
faculty pos ition , I played in a tennis game that wo uld change my life. I have 
played tenni s regularly since I was about twelve years old ; I still love the game to 
this day and hop e to continue playing for a long tim e. In spite of my love for the 
game, I wasn' t really very goo d for a long tim e. But whe n you play a gam e 
about once a week for thirty years or so, you tend to impro ve . But I digress. On 
this day in May 1979 I went to play tennis at a park near my apartment, where I 
had played many times before. I played doubl es wi th a you ng woma n nam ed 
Terry Ri eme r, whom I had never met before, although she also had been play
in g at thi s park fo r many yea rs. W e won . My life from that point has been 
imm easurably enr iched. My four years in New Haven and my ten years in th e 
San Fran cisco Bay Area had been exc iting and stimulatin g, but lone ly. For me 
the loneliness ended on that day. 

Terry is a Ca liforni a native, w ho grew up in Los Angeles and then 
moved to San Francisco for twelv e years to revel in the societal revo lution / evo
lution that was taking place there in the sixties and sevent ies. We made the most 
of my seven remain ing mont hs in San Francisco, and at the beginni ng of 1980 
she took the very courag eous step of moving with me to Co lumbi a, South Car
olina, where I became Assistant Prof essor of Biolo gy at th e University of Sout h 
Carolina. In Ju ne of that yea r we returned to California and were married. We 
ju st passed our thirt een th anniver sary. Th e pleasure of our love and companion
ship has provided a happy cen ter for my life . I also think that the feeling of 
well-being has given me a lot of streng th and confidence to deal with the con
stant tri als and challenges of an academic career. I hope to brin g Terry to our 
twe nty-fi fth reunion, so tha t my classmates can mee t th is special person who 
means so much to me. 

South Carolina was an int eresting experi ence . It was obvio usly not one 
of the top academic institut ions in the country, but this had advantages as we ll as 
the obv ious disadvantages of pr ofessional and cult ural isolat ion . The biology 
departm ent there was good enou gh to have a number of bright, eager young sci
en tists w ho, like me, we re trying to get their research programs off the ground . 
Being somew hat off the beaten path of top science, it was a fairly shelter ed envi
ron ment where they tried to foster the development of their new you ng faculty 
whi le they learn ed the ropes of academia. I was fortun ate to get a major grant 
from the federal gove rnm en t right away. Three years later I succeeded in wi n
ning a federa l R esearc h Ca reer Development Award, which paid some of my 
salary in orde r to relieve me of some of my teaching duties, so that I could spend 
more tim e developing my research program. 

As many of my classmat es realized the first time I opened my mouth at 
Yale, I grew up in D allas, Texas. So South Caroli na wasn't too much of a shock 
for me cultur ally, althou gh it was a far cry from Berkeley and San Francisco. But 
Terry was anoth er story. She and the South j ust didn't get along. She gave it her 
best effort for abo ut three years and th en started won derin g how much longer 
she could hold out there. Fortun ately, the R esearch Career D evelopment Award 
and th e five-year research grant that we nt with it proved to be the ticket that got 
us out of th e South and back to the west coast. 
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Frankly, having each lived for ten years in San Francisco, Los Ange les 
was abou t the last place we thought we would want to live. But it just turn ed 
out to be th e best place for many reasons: more job opportunities for Terry and 
me; culture; food; great weathe r (if you don't count the smog); a stimulating, 
heterogeneous mix of people . We moved here in I 98 5 and into a very inter est
ing, beautiful, old (for Los Angeles) co.mmunity in the hills near downtown Los 
Angeles. We dec ided not to have kids, but we have two silly basset hounds, Tilly 
(the Hon) and Bridget, whom we love dearly and spoil rotten. They are just as 
important to us as your kids are to you, so don't be surprised when you start 
telling me about your kids, if I tell you about our dogs. 

After moving to Los Angeles I still work at USC . But now it's the Uni
versity of Southern California instead of the University of South Carolina. I was 
just promoted to (Full) Professor of Pathology, and I have a secondary appoint
ment with the Department of Biochemistry and M olecular Biology. I teach 
graduate students and medical students, but I spend most of my time running my 
research program, which is still funded by grants from the federal government. I 
have also .had some funding from the American Cancer Society. At any given 
time several graduate students, postdoctoral fellows, and technicians are usually 
working under my supervision and paid from the research grants that I have 
won to fund my research. We are trying to understand how stero id hormon es 
regulate the activi ties of cells in our bodies. Hormon es are the chemical messen
gers that travel from one organ to anothe r in our boclies. When they reach their 
target organ, they cause changes in the activity of specific genes in the cells of 
the target organ. Thi s is basic research , meaning that we are not dir ectly trying 
to cure any spec ific disease; we are just trying to understand how biological 
organisms and their cells work. Re sults from work like mine provide a basis of 
knowledge and technology upon whic h more practical studies to cure specific 
diseases are based. This type of basic research may soun d like a luxury, but the 
history of research has shown conclusive ly that practically oriented research can
not succeed without the technology and knowledge base provid ed by basic 
research. 

As time goes by I have become more and more dedicated to my 
research. I have been moderately successful as an academician. I have maintained 
continuous funding for my research by competing for grants from the federal 
government. I have served on several national grant review pan els and have pub
lished more than thirty pap ers in peer - revi ewed scientific journal s. I have 
graduated seven students from my lab wi th Ph.D . degrees, and some of them are 
now faculty member s at oth er univ ersities or scientists in industry. I have won 
some local teaching awards from my department. But of all the criteria I can 
judge my career by, research accomplishments are the most important to me; by 
that criterion, I am still somewhat disappoint ed so far. I would like to leave more 
of a mark on my field than I have so far. Unfortunately, it is not clear whether I 
will have the opportunity to continue my research much longer. Right now, 
because of the tight federal budget, funding is terribly difficult to obtain. I have 
lost one grant, but I still have another one for two more years. New proposals I 
have subm itt ed recently have been reviewed very favorab ly, but ther e were no 
funds available. If the funding situation doesn't improv e soon ... 

In spite of my disappointment in my research accomplishments to date, I 
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really lov e doing and directing my own indep end ent research program. Every 
day there is a new challenge to meet and new things to learn. This is an exciting 
time in biomedical research. Du e to many technical breakthroughs in the past 
fifteen years, our understanding of how living organisms function is increasing at 
an astounding rate right now. The mechanisms of life are truly amazing and 
beautifully complex. Regardless of whether the advances come frorn my lab or 
someone else's, it is a privilege to participate in this excit ing process of discovery, 
and it is very satisfying to see the wonderful progress being made, both in basic 
research and in medical diagnosis and treatment. 

WILLIAM JOHN STANISICH 

No Address Available 

JOHN WYATT STARR 

98 Chestnut Street, Englewood , NJ 0763 I 

PETER G. STASSUN 

u567 SW 84th Lane, Miami, FL 33173 

JONATHAN M. STEERE III 

3143 Cheek Road, Durham, NC 27704 
(919) 683-8532 

JAMES A. STEFFENBURG 

145 Glen Road, New Hav en, CT 065II 

It's hard to believe it's been twenty-five years since a class was all-m ale, 
Harvard tied Yale, and are there still 'brook burgers . While the time seems short, 
the distance seems great. It happened right after graduation as making a living 
and finding a comfortable fit in the world became the new challenge. Living and 
working in New Haven, I followed class notes and Yale new s as remotely as 
more distant alumni. Even though the psychological distance from college life 
increased, Yale's influence remained . The search for knowledge and truth, the 
imperative to serve, and representing Yale with only my best are constant influ
ences on my decisions and actions. 

Returning to Yale in 1979 at School of Organization and Management 
brought back some of tho se "shortest, gladdest" years, but also reveal ed how 
much they were a Yale Co llege experience not shared with graduate and profes
sional students. 

I entered Yale interested in science and left with a History of Art degree. 
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The joy of discovering new horizons continued throughout my varied career 
path from archi tectur e to retail banking to construction management to manage
ment consulting . And with plenty of good years left I am looking forward to th e 
next new horizon. 

For all of these past twenty-five years my dear Gloria has been my love 
and support. We met at a mixer (remember those?), marri ed in Jun e of 1970, and 
she received her drama degree from Albertus Magnus College in June of 1971. 
Sometimes the best is right next door (or just up the hill!). 

BEN STEIN 

4m Oakwynne Drive, Wynnewood, PA 19096 
(215) 896-6386 

JONATHAN STERN 

6 Donellan Road, Scarsdale, NY 10583 
(914) 723-3789 (res.) 
(212) 713-3786 (ofc.) 

Married to Sydney Ladensohn on Augu st 31, 1969, author and lo cal 
newspaper columnist. Children: Christopher Kenneth (Corky) born February 
19, 1975, and Toby James born June 14, 1979. Dogs: Bo (forty-fiv e-pound mutt) 
and Donna (six-pound miniature lon gha ired dachshund). Paine W ebber, Inc., 
N ew York. Board of Trustees: YM-YWHA of Mid-Westchester; Westchester 
American Jewish Committee; Congregation Emanu -el of Westchester. 

One of my most vivid memories of Yale is the dread anticipation, fear, 
and uncertainty I felt as I walked under Phelps Tower and onto the Old Campus 
back in September 1965. Those feelings quickly evaporated as I came to know 
Yale and love it throughout the next four years-four of the most wonderful 
years of my life. 

In the twenty-five years since I left Yale I have been blessed with 
tremendous luck and good fortune. How can I otherwise explain that a blind 
date in March 1968, who repeatedly endured a crazed bunch of 'hounies, would 
turn out to be the greatest wife/friend/companion any man could ask for? We 
have two wonderful sons, one of whom is enro lled at Yale; class of 1997; 

After leaving Harvard Business School in 1971, I ventured to Wall Street 
where I achieved mod erate success amid the manic ups and downs that came 
with the market. I still enjoy coming to work every day to see what the market 
has in store for us. 

I have found great pleasure and satisfaction in coaching my two sons (and 
any other age groups that would have me) in any sport in which they participat
ed. Coaching has afforded me the opportunity to watch many youngsters grow 
and develop, although it feels strange to hear high 'school seniors call m e Coach. 

I cont inu e to love sports in all forms, as both spec tator and participant, 
especially platform tennis (the non-skier's winter love), softball, and golf (where 
I believe I am fin'ally learning how to play the game rather than commit it!). 
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Music also continues to be an important part of my life, both as a listener and in 
trying to learn jazz piano (thank you, Steve Gritton, for all those countless hours 
in Durfee basement and in Calhoun). 

I have also found time to raise some dough for Yale and to do charitable 
work for a few organizations in the area. 

Disappointments? Sure, lots of them. Why haven't I done more with my 
life? I also wish I had continued many of the friendships I began at Yale and sub
sequently let lapse. No place like a major college reunion to rekindle them. 

I have particularly enjoyed my wife's professional success. Four years ago 
she wrote a book about the toy business that was a featured Book of the Month 
Club alternate. The high point of her promotional activities was her appearance 
on a talk show in which she shared the spotlight with a hairdresser who special
ized in astrology. She currently writes a column for the local newspa per th at 
won her a first place award from the New York Press Association for creative 
nonfiction. She deserves all this and more since she has spent so much effort 
putting up with me for twenty-five years. 

As the last class of th e sixties, we were in the uniqu e posit ion to witness 
the cataclysmic socia l changes in our society. It is too bad many of us were too 
young or naive to comprehend their importance. Even so, the four years of col
lege can be said to be the most unique in anyone's life. Here's to a great 
twenty-fifth reunion where we can bring fond memories to life once again. 
Some of us have a lot of catching up to do. 

CHARLES P. STEVENSON,JR. 

No Address Available 

CHARLES K. STEWART 

7 Bristol Road, Northfield, IL 60093 

(708) 446-2382 

JOHN LESLIE STEWART III 

Dai-Ichi Kangyo Bank, Canada, P.O. Box 295, Commerce Court West, 
Toronto M5L I H9 , Ontario, Canada 

(416) 365-9666 

Twenty-five years-it seems like a long time when yo u say it. And yet it 
went by like a breath. 

For two years after Yale, nothing made any sense. The experience I went 
through, however, was necessary, made me far strong er, and set the framework 
for what was to come. I married a wonderfu l girl at age twenty-seven who 
knows me probably better than I know myself and wit hout whom I would have 
been lost. 

If anyone had told me at twenty-two I would now be working for the 
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Japanese, I would have said they were crazy. And yet, I did study international 
relations. So there is a connection. 

Achievements: different than I thought they would be. 
Disappointments: I thought we would change things more than we have 

so far. 
Character: still the dreamer; as strong as necessary; the heart still rules the 

head. 
Best thing I ever did: have children. Our two girls have given me more 

absolute joy than I ever thought possible. 

ERIC M. STIFFLER 

902 Stadium Drive, Macomb, IL 61455 

(309) 8 3 3-39 5 I 

HUBERT M. STILES, JR. 

15 Charles Plaza, Apartment 2102-S, Baltimore, MD 21201 

(410) 332-0382 (res.) 
(410) 625-6840 (ofc.) 

I was drafted in June of '69 in Montgomery, Alabama. Having accepted 
the risk of service in Vietnam, I was shocked when a medical examiner dismissed 
me with a r-Y classification for a weak ankle. Thr ee months later I found myself 
in New York City doing corporate banking at Chemical Bank. New York was a 
place where I could grow, and during the sevent ies my interests ranged broadly 
to martial arts, EST, communal living, Ayn Rand, Libertarianism, banjo, and an 
M.B.A. at night at New York University. 

In the middle eighties I focused my energies more on work and career. I 
left my job as a Vice President in corporate finance at Chemical Bank and 
moved to T. Rowe Price in Baltimore, where I now head a partnership that 
invests in financially distressed companies (an activity we affectionately call "vul
ture investing"). I was married for four years in the early seventies (no children), 
and I now have an unmarried but commit ted family relationship with Constance 
(an editor in New York), daughter Aimee (seventeen), and son Franc;ois (eight). 

At this point in my life, I'm happy with the extent to which I'm profes
sionally respected and financially secure. I'm not rich. Not powerful. Not famous. 
My dreams are about space colonization (Physicist Gerard O'Neil's idea of a man
made habitat orbiting the earth), immortality (through medical/technological 
advances), and a breakthrough in mind science or religion that enables us to 
reclaim lives now wasted in drug addiction, mental illness, and m eaning less jobs. 

My strongest ties to Yale are the experiences I shar ed with my room
mates and classmates. It was these experiences and relationships which made my 
education-not the course content or the instruction. When I look back on 
those years at Yale, I wistfully see the confi dence we had in change and the pas
sion we had for developing our broadest potential. Something I didn't appreciate 
then, and for a while during the seventies, was the powerful need I had to build 
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a secure place in the world from which to be "effective." Years of career build
ing later, I'm now wondering how much effectiveness is really enough. What's 
really important to achieve in the time I have left? What should be changed? 

JOHN V. STONE III 

No Address Available 

PETER B. STOREY 

3 r Palmer Street, Brunswick, ME 04011 
(207) 729-7907 

RANDALL]. STRAFF 

1059 North Sidehill Way, Las Vegas, NC 891 ro 
(702) 459- 15 II 

MARC J. STRASSMAN 

No Address Available 

WILLIAM F. STREICKER, M.D. 

2200 Monument Avenue, Richmond, VA 23220 
(804) 358-9461 

DAVID L. STRETCH 

P.O. Box II8004, Chicago, IL 6o6II 
(708) 705-5984 

GEORGE G. STRONG,JR. 

5455 Castle Knoll Road, La Canada Flintridge, CA 9rorr 
(818) 957-0085 

I'm the managing partner of a litigation and bankruptcy consulting unit 
of Price Waterhouse in Los Angeles. · 

In La Canada, California, my wife Annsley (Wheaton '69) and I live in a 
191 I-built replica of an Andrew Carnegie -o wned castle in Dunfermline, Scot 
land, with our four chi ldren . The oldest two, Geordy (sixteen) and Courtney 
(fourteen), will enter Andover in the fall (1993). 



Herb Stiles Georg e and Annsley Strong and children 

Robert M. Struse and wife Conni Ralph and Ann Swanson 

Morris A. Swartz Ralph Swenson Bradford Swing 



The Aviam Soifer family 

Mike Stallcup and wife T erry Riemer with Tilly the 
Hon and Bridget at home in L.A. 

Th e Jonathan Stern family 

Robert J. Sokolowski 

James A. Steffenburg 

John Leslie Stewart III and family 
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ROBERT M. STRUSE 

DeConcini McDonald Brammer Yetwin & Lacy, 
2525 East Broadway Boulevard, Tucson, AZ 85716 

Shortly after graduation I married Claudia Marks. We hung around Con
necticut until I reported to Navy Officer Candidate School and began my 
three-year tour. I was assigned to two destroyers out of San Francisco and basi
cally cruised around the eastern Pacific. Law schoo l at Syracuse came next. 

We then moved to Tucson, Arizona, where I passed the bar and began 
practicing law in a firm of which I am still a member. We have grown from five 
lawyers to twenty-four in the intervening eighteen years. I work mainly in the 
areas of estate planning and municipal finance. 

My son Tim was born in December 1976 and at sixteen is already sever
al inches taller than I am. He is an avid basketball player and hopefully will 
develop into a sound player. Claudi a and I were divorced in 1982, and I married 
Conni Lienhart in 1987. 

Although Conni and I love the desert climate, we also enjoy traveling to 
other parts of the wo rld. We have tried to frequent the Caribbean as much as 
possible to scuba dive. I have acquired an und erwater camera outfit and there
fore spend much of the dive time making all the mistakes possible and taking 
on ly a few good pictures. How better to" relax than to torture yourself with 
something other than work pressure? The South Pacific will be the next area of 
explora tion. 

ROBERT M. SUSSMAN 

3020 Dumbarton Street, NW, Washington, DC 20007 

(202) 3 37-1599 (res.) 
(202) 260-471 I (ofc.) 

After graduating from Yale Law School in 1973 (Editor, Yale Law Journal; 
moot court finalist), I clerked for Jud ge Walter Stapleton (Di~.trict Court for 
Delaware). I joined Covington & Burling in 1974 and became a partner in 1981. 
At Covington I specialized in product safety and environmental work. High
lights of my practice were Supreme Court arguments in two pro bono cases ( one 
involving efforts by journalists and historians to obtain access to the transcripts of 
Henry Kissinger's telephone conversat ions during the Nixon-Ford years). In 
1987 I left Covington to become a partner at the D.C . . office of Latham & 
Watkins, a California -b ased firm. I started the firm's D.C. environmental prac
tice, which now has over ten attorneys. 

This March, after work on the campa ign and transition, the Pr esident 
nominated me to be Deputy Administra tor of the U.S. Environmental Protec
tion Agency. I was confirmed by the Senate last month. The job is·incredibly 
challenging and exciting. 

On the personal side, I married Judith H . Lanius on October 20, 1984, 
and we now live in Georgetown. We have a wonderfu l son, Benjamin, who is 
two-and-a-half years old and a constant delight. 
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FRANK A. SUTTLE 

535 Bonita Avenue, San Marino; CA 91108 

J. LLOYD SUTTLE 

78 Beecher Road, Woodbridge, CT 06525 

(203) 387- 2847 

STEVEN A. SUTTON 

1821 West Barker Avenue, Peoria, IL 61606 

RALPH]. SWANSON III 

1058 South California Avenue, Palo Alto, CA 94306 

(415) 858- 0675 

I'm a lawyer specializing in environmen tal and genera l business litigation 
and a partn er (since 1985) in a fifty-five-attorney law firm in Sanjose, California . 
I'v e been livin g in north ern California since leaving the N avy after a thr ee-yea r 
hit ch in 1972 and have been a resident of Palo Alto since 1978. · 

My wife, Ann, and I have been married sin ce 1971 and hav e two grea t 
kids. Larissa, born in 1977, is a junior at Palo Alto High School, where she is an 
editor on the school newspape r and a member of the tennis team; Christina, 
born in 1980, is in the eighth grade, plays the flute and is on her scho ol yearbook 
staff. 

I am on the Bo ard of Directors of Cystic Fibrosis Research, Inc., a Palo 
Alto-ba sed organization that raises money for research and pro vides education 
for fami lies, respecting treatments and an even tu al cur e for cystic fibrosis . My 
older daught er was diagnosed with thi s disease in 1988, so I suppo se my numb er 
one dream is for a cur e, which I fully expect to see within the next decad e. 

Like most of my classmates, I presume, I'm shoc ked to think it wi ll soon 
be twenty-five yea rs since graduation from Yale, but I'm lookin g forward to 
hobbling back to the Campus in Jun e for the reunion, w here I hope to enjo y 
on ce again the plea sure of seeing old friend s and sharing, for a few days at least, 
the memories of a place and a time that help ed shap e our pre sent and our future. 

MORRIS A. SWARTZ , M.D. 

1026 Waverly Street, Philadelphia, PA_ 19147 

After graduati on I went to the Uni versity of Mi chigan to pursu e a mas
ter 's in bio engine erin g. Aft er th e rigo rs of all-m ale Yale I delighted in the 
coeducated, socially liberal climat e of Ann Arbor. I finally had some m eaningful 
re lation ships with women and fell in lov e wit h my future w ife, Martha. We 
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were married in August of r97r to the tune of Beatles music, in an outdoor cer
emony. 

I went to medical school at the University of Rochester, where the sun 
does not shine. We then moved to Philadelphia for the remainder of my train
ing. Martha completed her master's in social work, then went on to study law. 

I spent three years directing the Emergency Department at Temple Uni
versity, in the heart of Philadelphia's worst ghetto. It was exciting and 
educationally outstanding, but I realized that my personality demanded some
thing less chaotic. I then went on for subspeciality training in pu lmonary 
medicine. 

My current job at a university-affiliated hospital has been a perfect one 
for me, a combination of practice and teaching. It has been continually challeng
ing and (usually) personally rewarding. I love the patient care much more than 
any administrat ive chores or political intrigues. 

We have a daughter, age nine, who has enabled me to relive my chi ld
hood and provide a greater meaning to my life. Because she is currently an avid 
sportsperson, we have had an easy avenue to communicate. I definitely feel a 
certain pride when she wears one of my old Yale sweatshirts . 

My Yale experience seems rather distant to me. Upon arriving in Ann 
Arbor, Michigan, I had a much clearer idea of how isolated Yale really was from 
the political turmoil of the times up to May r969. I keep in touch with only a 
single roommate and have rarely been back to the campus . Although my educa
tional experience was excellent, my distaste for the distorted social interactions 
with women (mixers, road trips, nights at the Taft) strongly colors my memory. 
From the Alumni News it sounds like Yale is a much better place since coeduca 
tion arrived. 

RALPH M. SWENSON III 

9 Knoll Circle, South Burlington, VT 05403 

(802) 864-4952 

Following graduation from Yale and Army Reserve training, I spent a 
couple of years doing job training and personnel work for Pitney-Bowes, Inc. in 
Stamford, Connecticut. In r974 I graduated from the University of Connecticut 
School of Law. Subsequently, I moved to Vermont, where I am Assistant to the 
Dean and Director of Graduate Admissions at the University of Vermont. 

My fami ly includes my wife, Candice Kraehling Swenson (Mount 
Holyoke, r969), whom I married in r970, and three children: Jill (born r974, 
Brown r996), Daniel (born r978), and Anna (born r982). 

Aside from my job and family, I am involved in a number of civic activi
. ties. Living in Vermont, my ·recreation consists of vigorous outdoor exercise. My 
primary sport is ultramarathon running. 

I feel very fortunate and hope that life has been as kind to all of my Yale 
friends as it has been to me. 
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BRADFORD SWING 

Stearns Weaver Miller et al, Mu seum Tower, Suite 2400 , 
I 50 West Flagler Street, Miami, FL 331 30 

(305) 789- 3470 

Marri ed (Dale Lowery, Connecticut College '69) with two ch ildr en 
(twe lve and five). We nt to England for a wh ile after graduation (Cambridge), 
th en to New York University for an M.A. in cinema studies. Got aJ.D. from 
the University of Miami in 1976 and hav e been a lawyer in Miami sinc e then. 
Primaril y do appellate work. Mo st notable achievement in recent years was sur
viving Hu rric ane Andrew despite total destruction of house and persona l 
property. This is an interesting alternative to midlife crisis: nature has essentially 
returned us to our statu s just after gradu ation. Perhaps in another twenty-five 
years we will finally learn wha t it means to be middle -aged. 

ALEXANDER P. TAN 

440 Lakeview Road , Pasadena, CA 9 1105 

(818) 799-9936 

"Always go to your class reunions," says a local co lumni st in Los Ang e
les. Okay, I'll go, no problem. But figuring out ho w to respond to th e 
twenty-fifth reunion class book info/photo solicitation requir es a littl e mor e 
effort , and the prospect of summarizin g the last twenty-five years in a page-and
a-half causes me to sit back and ponder where the time has gone. 

The summ er after graduation I kicked aroun d for a whi le and went with 
Stew Powell ('68) to Wyoming, and then off to B schoo l at the University of 
Chicago. I lasted one quart er. With the war and a mid-rno s draft number , I 
enlisted in the Naval Reserve for a two-year stint. But after boot camp at Great 
Lakes and a stin t as a seaman appr enti ce on board ship peelin g potato es and 
cleaning latrin es, I decided that thr ee-and -a-half years as an offi cer would be a 
better fate, so I opted for OCS at Newport. When I received my commission I 
requested East Coast shore duty, but in typical Navy style I wound up as engi
neering officer on a destroy er he aded for 'Nam. Despite two tours to Westpac, 
including an unnerving and unwanted stay in D a Nang and a generally miserable 
career as a line officer, th e Na vy did indir ectly influence my caree r. While sta
tion ed on the aircraft carr ier Mid way I read Th e Fountainhead and decided that 
archit ect as hero was what I aspired to be . Mor e on that later. 

The other thing the Navy did was introduce me to my w ife . She was a 
shipm ate's date at a party, . and when they didn't hit it off I moved in. We we re 
marri ed in 1973, while I was in graduate school studying architecture at the Uni
vers ity of Californ ia, Los Angeles. Ellen worked as a teacher whi le I finished 
school. We settled in Pasadena, California, and our children were born in 1977 
and 1980: a son , Nick, w ho wants to play college hockey on th e East coast 
(Hooli , help me), and a daughter, Megan, w ho seems to enjoy just about every 
sport , includin g soccer, softball (dad as coach), basketball, and swimmin g. Speak
ing of sports, I have managed to sustain my tennis game over th e years. Eve n 
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though I was pretty lousy in college, J ohn Ski llm an , bless him, allowed me to 
letter sen ior year. In the ensuin g years I act ually impr oved and have had some 
success winnin g some seniors forties tournaments locally in Southern California. 

Eac h spring one highlight I look forward to is the return of th e Yale ten
nis team to this area . For th e last ten years or so I' ve watched them play 
successfu lly against high-caliber, nationa lly ranke d teams. I recen tly received a 
tennis alum ni n ews letter proclaiming th e Ivy title for 1993 . It is, of course, 
sobering to realize that I am tw enty-five years older than mos t of the se you ng 
men. Th e visit with the team and coaches ena bles me to get som e first-ha n d 
news about Yale, and I'm glad to report that the players are a fine gro up . 

Other than that, my main contacts with Yale have been through period 
ic visits from ex-roommates Steve Holahan , who used to come to Los Angeles 
every co uple of years, and Hal Valeche, wh o did likewise. We haven't seen each 
ot her since the twe nti eth, so I'm looking forward to seeing th em both. For a 
while Wayne Willis lived ou t in this area, and even though we didn't know one 
another w ell in college, we got to know each other better afterward. Sam e with 
Wilkes McClave, w ho lived in Topa nga Canyon and w hom we visited after the 
twentieth . 

Professionally, I've been practicing as an architect for the last fifteen years 
and have had my own firm since 1980. We specialize in what's called urban infill 
housing (read condos), some custom homes, and industrial facilities. A few of my 
projects have been published in loca l and nat ional magaz ines, which I have to 
admit is nice. Th e rewards of the profession are mostly intangib le- the sense of 
satisfaction in seeing a building rise out of the gro und from a set of drawings I've , 
create<;I., knowing that stru cture will probably outlast m e on this planet (barring 
the Big One in Los Angeles before I go) . 

M y most memorable recent achi evement was to hike to the top of 
Mount Whitney, 14,464 feet, in the eastern Sierras, with a gro up of mos tly 
und er -fo rty brothers -in-l aw. I am not a camper/out doo rsman, and it hu rt ! 
However, the whole mal e bonding thin g emerged as we en count ered something 
called a yellow -b ellied m arm ot that stole all my food, a bear that ripped open an 
ice chest and was sent scurry in g by a roc k barrage from one of the more foo l
hardy of the group, another guy who r etched cont in uous ly after we got to 
12,000 -pl us feet but wou ldn 't give up un til we got to the p eak. Certainly th e 
cliche of feeling on top of the world fit when we dragged ourselves over the top. 

I guess the imagery of bei ng on top of the world goes with the Yale mys
tique. In my own case, I can't measure that in terms of great fame or fortune, at 
least so far. What I cou nt among my blessings is that Ellen (n ow a su ccessful 
marriage and family therapist) and I will soon celebrat e our twentieth anniversary 
together, a marriage that has produced j oy, sorrow, ecstasy, a lot of hard work on 
our relationship and grow ing intimacy, trus t in each other, good health, and two 
great kids. 

Co min g back down closer to sea level, I am look in g forward to the 
reunion, to see wha t the old haunts look like and bring Ellen (again) and the kids 
(first tim e) to New Haven. 
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WILLIAM G. TANKOOS, JR. 

Fifty Sunset Road, Darien, CT 06820 

BRENT TAYLOR 

217 17th Street, Manhattan Beach, CA 90266 

GORDON HAINES TAYLOR 

27 Slayton Terrace, Woodstock, VT 05091 
(802) 457-4900 

MARSHALL M. TAYLOR 

285 Bellefontaine Street, Pasadena, CA 91105 

After graduation I spent two years at Irving Trust in New York and then 
returned to California to University of California, Los Angeles, Law School, 
graduated in l 97 4, Order of Coif and Comment Editor, University of California 
Los Angeles Law Review. Married April 5, 1975, to Judith Ann Ferber, who loves 
baseball as much as I do . judy graduated from University of California Los 
Angeles in 1970. · 

I started with the law firm of Lillick, McHose & Charles in 1974, which 
merged with Pillsbury Madison & Sutro in 1991. At our ripe age of forty-five, I 
am even considered a senior partner, i.e., I have survived longer than others. 
Three children: Bryan Davis (fifteen-and-a-half), BrendanJames (thirteen), and 
Courtney (eleven). I don't feel old, but the other attorneys are certainly starting 
younger. Yale and the Vietnam War, which overhung our college days, certainly · 
gave us a perspective that there are other things, fami ly and life, that are more 
important than work. 

W ILLIAM F. TAYLOR, M.D. 

4602 Deer Cross Trail, Charlotte, NC 28269 
(704) 598-1796 

GREGORY B. TEAGUE 

R.R. 2, Box 502, Cornish, NH 03745 

PROF. RICHARD S. TEDLOW 

Harvard Business School, Soldiers Field, Boston, MA 02163 
(617) 495-6688 
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The most important event in my life occurred on November 15, 1986, 
the date on which Joyce Root and I were married. I was thirty-nine at the time, 
and Joyce a year older. Neither of us had been married previously, and both had 
figured that we were destined to go through life single. Thankfully, that has not 
been our fate. 

Joyce is a psychiatrist and psychoanalyst in private practice. Not a day has 
gone by since our wedding when I have not looked forward to learning abo ut 
her work. More important is the fact that our love grows every day. This is a 
happy marriage. 

On August 13, 1992, Joyce was diagnosed with cancer of the breast. The 
whole experience-the surgery, the chemotherapy, the physical pain, and per
haps above all the overwhelming fear-has been hideous beyond description. It 
now appears, however, that Joyce has a good chance of surviving this cataclysm. 
Her courage has been remarkable, to say the least. She actually continued to 
practice medicine during her course of chemotherapy. 

From a professional standpoint, my career has progressed more success
fully than I had any right to expect. I hold a tenured full professorsh ip at the 
Harvard Business School, where I have significant administrative responsibi lities, 
teach a lot of wonderful students, and conduct research on the history of mar
keting. 

I have enormous respect for my colleagues and for the School as an insti
tution. I feel we have the ability to listen to the truth and the strength to change 
when change is called for. , 

Among my greatest regrets is that I have not had the time to keep up 
with my friends from our class. I am only in touch with a few. 

I enjoy all those contacts a great deal, but I would like to say a special 
word about Reed Hundt. Reed really has helped me grow (we have coauthored 
two articles); and he has taught me much about how the world works. He shares 
his many insights with an openhearted generosity and a wit matched by few 
people I know, 

Life goes by too quickly. 

CLAUDE W. THAU 

r r 30 El Sur Avenue, Arcadia, CA 91006 

(213) 742-2242 

Family: Married since 1970 to Bertina Hennessey, whom I dated my last 
two years at Yale. Our son (1978) is extremely knowledgeable regarding history, 
military affairs, diplomacy, and economics. Our daughter (1982) does very well 
in school and is a very adaptable child, getting along well with everyone in any 
setting. 

Our best family memories deal with our two lengthy trips to Europe 
(four weeks and three weeks, respectively). 

Interests: I've served primarily environmental and educational organiza 
tions in a variety of volunteer capacities since graduation and look forward to 
continuing to do so. 

Work: At Transamerica I was significantly involved in many major 
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changes w hich occurred in the life insurance indu stry in the 1980s and now 
serve as Chief Operating Offic er of our employer / emp loyee life insuran ce com
pan y. Group life insu rance is very satisfying to me be cause each day we pay 
claims, the pro ceeds of which are extremely import ant to people. Were it not for 
our life insuran ce , many families would be destitute upon the death of one or 
both of their breadwinners. 

Beliefs: From my interests, you can guess that I have been concerned, 
sinc e prior to attending Yale , about our grave env ironm en tal and edu cation al 
short comi ngs. I also support "choice" (with respect to both birth and death), fis
cal conse rvati sm, bu sing for int egrat ion of our school s, affirmat ive act ion 
wi thout reverse discrimination, fair discrimination , business right s, U.S. English, 
etc. I am humbl ed to observe that the tolerance that I and others have espouse d 
has inadve rtently con tribut ed substantially to the dissolu tion of our valu es as a 
society. 

GREGORY N. THOMAS 

P.O. Box 349 , Aspen, CO 81612 

(303) 925-4263 

My wife Susie, daught er Katie, dog Chamois, cat Orkin,and I are enjo y
ing a won derfu l outdoor life in th e mountains near Aspen, Colorado. This 
relaxed lifestyle is all the swee ter as it follows my retirement from a twenty -year 
career in th e inv estm en t banking bu siness. I now have the luxury of tim e and 
spend much of it skiing, hik ing, biking, and camping w ith my family. There 
rema ins plenty of time for th e pur suit of perso nal inter ests; in particular, the 
development of my carpentry skills as I rehab an old apartment buildi ng we own 
in Aspen . Working with my hand s has prov en to be very satisfying, and I won
der why it took me so lon g to discover it. We'd love to have yo u visit us (bring 
your skis), but be prepared to earn your keep with a littl e barn duty or perhaps a 
few hours with a paintbru sh or hammer. 

JEFF B. THOMPSON 

Route 1, Box 188-K, Quincy, FL 3235 I 

(904) 442-4 192 

JOHN JONES THOMPSON, M .D . 

2524 SW 17th Avenue, Portland, OR 97201 

(503) 243-293 I 

JUDGE MYRON H . THOMPSON 

3125 Cloverdale Road, Montgomery, AL 36106 

(205) 264-9 762 
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W. McILWAINE THOMPSON,JR. 

I Apple Tree Lane, Charlottesville, VA 22901 
(804) 295-3535 (res.) 
(804) 295-05 I 5 (ofc.) 

"Daddy, when Orme is only four, you'll be fifty!" exclaimed my daugh
ter. Yes, when some of you will be grandparents and dipping into your savings 
to take a Yale Alumni Association cruise to Norway, I will be using my IRA to 
put my children through college. In 1981 I married Elsie Dunn Wilson (Rad
cliffe '72, University of Virginia Law '75) whom I met in Houston where she 
was Assistant General Counsel for a natural resources company. Today we live in 
Charlottesville, Virginia, with our four children, Will (ten), Alice Haven (eight), 
Anne Claiborne (four), and Orme Wilson (four months). We feel greatly blessed 
by this little tribe, although they keep the household in mild chaos with the 
demands of school, sports, scouts, music, now complicated by diapers again. 

My family started in Houston, but my career started in Richmond where 
I went to work for a law firm after graduation from University of Virginia Law 
School in 1972. It was not exactly an auspicious beginning, as I collapsed with a 
severe case of malaria after only three weeks. I had brought back more than just 
two rugs from a trip to Afghanistan, where a group of us hiked in the Hindu 
Kush mountains and traveled around the country for several weeks. Neverthe
less, after several months I plunged back into the firm and did a little bit of 
everything froin litigation to corporate work. 

In 1974 I helped Andy Krusen (Princeton '70, and husband of my first 
cousin, Jessie Thompson) set up an oil and gas exploration company. Although I 
enjoyed the practice oflaw and in particular the camaraderie of a very fine group 
of guys, in August of 1976 I moved to Houston to work full time for the com
pany, which we sold in l 98 r. For several years after that, Elsie and I stayed in 
Houston, where I continued to drill some wells and we both practiced law. Dur
ing that time I worked with the Houston Metropolitan Ministries, an 
interdenominational social service organization, helping to develop a job readi
ness training program for inner city youths. This project provided training for 
underprivileged young people and also part-time work through a pallet-making 
shop and bulk mailing operation. 

In 1984, with a second child on the way, we decided to move to Char
lottesville. Before we left Houston, I helped Steve Davis, a classmate in Branford 
College, set up (what else but) Branford Publishing, Inc., which publishes local 
parenting magazines in San Antonio, Houston, and also, through licensees, in 
New Orleans and Atlanta. In Charlottesville I have been involved in a variety of 
entrepreneurial activities including start-ups of a manufacturing company making 
wood products (everything from cremation urns to high-end audio speakers) and 
a biotech company working on diagnostic and pharmaceutical products for 
insulin resistance. I am still actively involved in the oil and gas exploration busi
ness. 

With a father, grandfather, and great-grandfather who were all Presbyter
ian ministers, I have spent quite a bit of time serving as an elder of First 
Presbyterian Church in .Charlottesville, in Presbytery activities (including one 
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term as Moderator), and as a member of the Board of Trustees of Union Th eo
logical Seminary in Richmond where both my father and grandfather taught. 

For recreation I play tennis when I can, read avidly (our house always 
seems inundat ed with books) , and as a newly trained Assistant Scoutmaster 
expect to start hiking and camping again. 

As a fami ly we get away to Hot Spri ngs in the mountains of Virginia , 
next to The Home stead Hot el. Elsie and I both miss Texas; but with family close 
by, four beaut iful seasons, mountains and the beach, it is hard to beat Virginia. 

If any of you get to Charlottesville or Hot Springs, I would welcome a 
call . 

_RICHARD P. THOMSON,JR. 

3615 Colston Drive, Charlottesville, VA 22901 

(804) 979 -9044 

. JAMES M. TOLMACH 

Hand Made Furnitur e, 1143 Ponce de Leon Avneue, NE, Atlanta, GA 30306 

(404) 873- 4460 

R ICHARD R. TREFFERS 

10 Vista Lane, Walnut Creek, CA 94595 

(5ro) 938-3350 

TOMC. TSUI 

3606 Bent Branch Court, Falls Church, VA 22041 

(703) 3 54-6266 

Forks in the road . . . 
I must have come across a million forks in the road since I left J apan in 

the mid- 196os to come to the States. I like to think that my turning right or left 
at th e fork was based on conscious decisions, but-sometimes - I feel, maybe, 
someo ne else was behind it. Maybe. 

Why did I end up at Yale in 1965 instead of enjoying the Southern Cali
fornia sun at Pomona College to study premed? Why did I study international 
relations and econ and end up at the World Bank fixing econom ies and govern 
ments, instead of fixing nos es and gall bladder s? It couldn't just be the 
discourag ing climb up Prospect to Kline Tower to do biochemistry. It couldn't 
be the alternative-singing at Mory's with th e Augmented Seven of Yale and 
spending spring vacations in Puerto Rico or Florida. N aw. 

After Yale how did I en d up in sunny California after all , doing an 
M.B.A. in finance in Palo Alto instead of aJ.D. at Cornell? I've always preferred 
the constru ction of the legal framework over the construction of a corporate bal-
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ance sheet-but! I met Kay at Stanford, and I've always had a soft spot for smart 
nurses who were cute to boot (after all, I'm not going to nurse the babies to 
health ... they're contagious!). Instead of going-as planned-to Singapore with a 
shiny new M.B.A., something shoved me to Washington, D.C., and the World 
Bank, where Kay and I cou ld get to know each other. After all, what's three 
years? And Singapore wasn't going to disappear. One cycle of three years, and 
another cycle of three years, and another. And another. Over twenty years later, 
Singapore's just ano th er city-state I read about. The reality is Falls Church, Vir
g1ma. 

What's in Falls Church? There's a tree-lined street called l?ent Branch 
Court. It' s where the decision to have ch ildren turned out to be a nondecision. 
When yo u 're a lusty teenager, the warning is: keep a condom in your pocket. 
You might get the girl pregnant . When you're an aspiring father-to-be, you 
realize that you never had to have a condom. Why, you're probably sterile and 
harmless to womenkind. But then, perseverance strikes pay dirt (or a littl e angel 
named "Emma"), and th e fork in the road turn s us to parenthood. The little 
sperm had a tail, after all. Two other tykes follow-David and Will. Can't stop 
having kids-it's Rabbit Tsui on the warpath! 

Life goes on. The Wonder Years (note, Bob Brush!). Serendipity in the 
Suburbs. Neighbors become good friends. Neighbors become best friends. 
Neighbors become godparents. To all three kids. Life is hard to beat. Yes, too 
much work and too little time with the kids and leisure. But how can you beat 
trying to save the wo rld and being paid for it? In Kenya, in Turkey, in Sri Lanka, 
and now in Nepal? The whirl of the workaday world. Deadlines, rushed over
seas business trips, careers (up and down), friends getting divorced, foends' kids 
getting married. The hairline is receding; Rogaine works only on one-third of 
the victims. Too bad I'm part of the two-thirds . Retirement? Not me. 

One day', you get a letter in the mail. It reminds you that your two little 
boys each took a critical fork in the road when they were born and had to be 
rushed to ICU at the Chi ldr en's Hospital. One was born three months prema
ture at two pounds. The other one had a hole in his heart wall and had to have 
open-heart surgery at nine months. Tough kids. Tougher parents. But the right 
choice was made at that fork in the road , and the two boys made it through. 
Was it prayers? Was it not walking under the ladder or beating the black cat to 
the punch before he crossed you? Maybe it was that ext ra loot you put in the 
tray at church? 

But that letter stares at you. It reminds you that, when the boys took 
their fork-they also took some transfusions. Blood transfusions. At a time 
before blood tests were thorough ly tested for HIV-positive characteristics. What 
does it mean? Is the letter saying that David and Will weren't meant to be? 
Those funny guys that look like me? Are you kidding? I'm ready for the hero ic 
stuff-throwing myself in front of trucks to save the kids. Punching out the 
chi ldn apper or abuser. Even paying for the increased car insurance premia for 
traffic tickets to kids under twenty -five. But AIDS?! 

It 's weeks. Only weeks. But th e blood test results for the boys don't 
come back. It's just old-fa shioned torture. The days don't drag-they drip like 
the old Chinese water torture. But one day, one day Children's Hospital calls. 
The boys took a turn at the fork in the road. And it was the right turn! 
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So, the boys are still here. And we're not mak in g tho se end less trips to 
the Childr en's H ospital again. Not lik e when th ey were first born. An d we're 
not going for AZT treatments and read ing abou t alternative therap ies. In stead, 
they get up at 4 a.m. to go to swim practices. Th ey flex their beautifully tann ed 
muscles (reflection s of their primary sperm- donor) and slide int o the pool to set 
another club record in bu tterfly, breast, free -style. And th ey wan t ju nk food 
instead of gourm et Chin ese cuisine. And they want to see J urassic Park instead of 
a rerun of Wuthering Heights. Why not? They've earned it. 

DANIEL McKENDREE TUCKER, M.D. 

Child and Adu lt Psychiatry, Bay Land Plaza Center, 
r I West 23d Street, B-2, Panama City, FL 32405 

(904) 763-5765 

Yale C lassmates of 1969: 
Twenty-five years out, I assert freedom of speech. I strive for courage of 

convictions. I have goo d wo rk to do; I love and am loved. I fear for my person
al safety in an irrepressibly bizarre world, but mainly I fear for the well-be ing of 
my family. I cope wit h anxiety by assiduou sly doing what is with in my power to 
do, one choice at a time. While cult ivat ing work in wh ich I have no "boss," I 
am ruled by the needs of people wit h whom I am interdependent. I want to live 
life with clarity, directness, tru th, and love. I know too mu ch en igma, paradox, 
convolution , and ambiguity. 

My friend and soul ma te J ean helps me hope and dream. Our chi ldren 
flourish wit h good confidence and are ind ividual s we are happy to know. We are 
whol esome, astonished, and grateful participants in a greater conti nuity. 

I work hard daily. I tire, rest, have fun, and marve l to be alive . So glad to 
enjo y health; trying not to overlook simpl e pleasures, being respectful of time. I 
connect w ith sadness (hop e, respons ibilit y, accou ntab ilit y) to th e fates of our 
genera ti on-so much like all before us, stymied by forces larger than ours, 
drawn into so m uch rep li cation , arriving at such opportunity. And w ith w hat 
imagination? Will our prelude help our ch ildren change the wo rld? Wi ll we give 
th em better light, wisdom, ju stice, fairness, and meaning for life? 

RICHARD B. TUCKER 

P.O. Box 1299, Shepherdstown, WV 25443 
(304) 876-6169 

DAVID F. TUFARO 

216 Edgevale Road, Baltimore, MD 21210 
(4IO) 43 3-8440 

I married Sharon Ohlweiler in 1979 and have three daughters, Theresa 
(thirt een), Jennifer (ten), and C hristina (six). I have resided in Baltim ore sin ce 
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getting out of law school in 1972. Aft~r practicing law for five years I got into 
the apartment development business, which I have been doing ever since and 
enjoying immensely. I have developed in all of the major metropolitan areas in 
the mid-Atlantic region. I have enjoyed getting to know people in the various 
geographic areas where I have worked. We have emphasized high quality design 
in our apartment projects and have been recognized with several national 
awards. I find the development business extremely challenging, rewarding, and 
satisfying. We have survived this deep real estate recession and look forward to 
the next up cycle. 

Major pet peeves: The legal profession and the current state of the law. It is 
out of control, overbearing, and having a negative effect on the way we think 
and act. It is stifling creativity and freedom of thought and opinion. People sue 
for absolutely anything and everything today. The less you say or do, the less you 
are likely to be sued. What a heck of a way to live! I have not had any bad per
sonal experiences. My reaction is to all of the matters of which I am aware. The 
legal profession is composed of some of the brightest people in this country, but 
I see no evidence of leadership to change the current state of the law and return 
it to more rational standards of the not too distant past. ·· 

ROY L. TURNELL · 

14817 Shaker Boulevard, Cleveland, OH 44120 

PETER W . ULLMAN 

P.O. Box 737, Branford, CT 06405 
(203) 481-5962 

JAMES H. UNTERSPAN 

638 Park Avenue, Montgomery, AL 36ro6 

(205) 834-5284 

Attorney with federal government, providing computer litigation sup
port. Married for twenty-four years to the small blonde woman frequently seen 
in Jonathan Edwards after hours. Numerous hobbies including home renovation, 
snorkeling, white water rafting, and hiking . Films continue to be a passion. 
Regret never having written the great American novel or never having been 
appointed King-otherwise quite trim, healthy (though balding), and content. 

H. THOMAS UPTON 

I 306 Williamson Drive, Raleigh, NC 27608 

(919) 732-3755 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

FREDERICK R. UTLEY III ·. 

36 North Moore Street, Apartment 7W, New York, NY 10013 

(212) 219-8153 

GREGORY S. VAGSHENIAN, M.D. 

l 137 Challenger, Austin, TX 78734 

(512) 261-9999 

HAL R. VALECHE 

118II Avenue of the PGA, Apartment 2- 1-E, Palm Beach Garde_ns, FL 33418 

(407) 626-0595 

393 

This is a perfect opportunity for pontificating on life, work, friendship, 
etc., but I'd hate my self in the morning if I succumbed to that temptation. I 
think it's sufficient to say that the friends I made from 1965 to 1969 remain my 
dearest and closest. 

I think I've been particularly fortunate to have been a part of the events 
which have done so much (for good or bad) to shape our national cultur e- col
lege in the lat e sixties, Vietnam, Wall Street in the eigh ties. (This probably 
sounds like an extended Oliver Stone film .) Although not all of the memories of 
these times and places are unfailin gly pleasant, I still get a great sense of satisfac
tion from having been there, from understanding what really went on . 

On a personal basis, I have a wife w hom I lov e, and have recently started 
a financial services company here in Florida. I'm clearly looking forward to see
ing all of my middle-aged friends again this coming spring. 

MARK L. VAN COTT 

4006 El James, Spring, TX 77388 

(713) 350-2362 

PANCRAS H. VANDERLAAN, M.D. 

P.O. Box 32, Lancaster, NH 03584 

(603) 788-3324 

DR. ROBERT WAYNE VANDEVENDER 

Department of Biology, Appalachian State University, Boone, NC 28608 

(704) 262-3 025 



Alexander and Ellen Tan 

Richard S. Tedlow and wife Joyce 

William McKendree Daniel Tucker 
(Daniel's son) 

Alexander Tan and children 

Claiborne, Mac, Will, Haven, Elsie, and Onne Thompson 

' David F. Tufaro and daughters 



Ted Van Dyke Hugb and Chris Van Dyke 

Robert and Lissa Vernon and children 

Franny and-Mary Van Dyke 

Jory,John, Muffi, and Rett Waldman 
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TED VANDYKE 

224 Everit Street, New Haven , CT 065II 

I've been fortunate to stay close to a numb er of my friends from 
Jonathan Edwards-John Nelson, Paul Gen1tis, Eric Lenck, Steve Haworth. 
These guys remain my best friends. 

My wife Franny and I have been married for twenty-three years. She's an 
Assistant Professor of Math at Central Connecticut State University. We have 
three wonderfu l kids: Chris (twelve), Hugo (nine), and Mary (two) . 

I've worked at the New Haven Housing Authority for th e last ten years, 
where I am now the Special Assistant to th e Executive Director. 

Living in New Haven has many amenities, including a beautifu l old 
house, in a lovely urban neighborhood, dotted with Yalies of all ages and profes
sions. One cannot live in New Haven, however, without having a deep concern 
about the overall quality of life and its impact on the University. 

WALTER]. VAN ECK 

P.O. Box 304, Wilsonville, OR 97070 
(503) 682-0254 

STEPHEN M . VAUGHAN 

Mand ell & Wright, P.C., 712 M ain Street, Suite 1600, Hou ston, TX 77002 
(713) 228-1521 

M arried in 1989 (first and only) Dr. Andrea Cob .en, clinical psychologist. 
Long-time plaintiffs' personal injury lawyer at Mandell & Wright, P.C. 
Further "left" than when I graduated! For examp le, I place environmen-

tal concerns before "growth," and free speech above political correctness. 
Further "right" than when I graduated! For example, I support trading in 

pollution credits, and place free speech above political correctness . 

EDWARD THOMAS VEAL 

No Address Available 

ROBERTS. VERNON 

328 NW 40th Street, Oklahoma City , OK 73 II 8 

I have been very fortunate in the years sinc e I graduated from Yale. I am 
happily marri ed to Lissa Vernon, w ho attended our gradu ation, and we hav e 
been blessed with two wonderfu l children, Rebecca and Michael. Lissa directs a 
private, nonprofit social work agency for the Casey Family Program in Okla-
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homa City, and I'm Head of Westminster Day Scho ol. Fami ly and work occupy 
a majority of our time, but we enjoy both very much. 

W hen I graduated from Yale I joined the Teacher Corps and received 
my M.Ed. and teaching certificate through th at program. After five years of 
teaching in a variety of public schoo l settings, Lissa and I went to Stanfqrd Uni
versity, where I entered a Ph.D. program in educat ion and history. While at 
Stanford I realized tha t what I wan ted to do professionally was to have a schoo l 
of my own. We returned to Oklahoma after an excit ing year on the .West Coast 
and without a Ph.D., and I taught two m ore years in the public schools. Iri 1977 
I joined Westminster Day School with the opportunity to develop a separate 
middle schoo l, and I have been there ever sinc e. Teaching is what I enjoy the 
most, and administration gives me the opportunity to afford to teach and the 
freedom to teach as I wish . . . 

I am active physica lly and enjoy walks wit h my wife and basketba ll and 
tennis w ith friends. Having a schoo l gym definitely pro lon gs .one's playing days, 
and my hea lth has been excellent . What I do most, as my daughter aptly 
observed durin g a recent interview for high school, is wo rk. I work to improve 
my teaching and my schoo l , and the wor k is exciting and rewarding. As I said, I 
have been very fortuna te. My family is wonderfu l, my hea lth is excellent, and 
my work is satisfying. 

RICHARD E. VESTEWIG 

5713 Star Lane, Woodland Hills, CA 91367 
(818) 7I0-1632 

ROBERT P. VESTEW IG 

4014 Rosebank, Houston, TX 77084 

(913) 550-7452 

ARNOLD A. VICKERY 

Vickery, Kilbridge, Gilmore & Vickery, 2929 Allen Parkway, Suite 2770, 
Houston, TX 77rn9 

(7 I 3) 526-0700 

JOHNP. VOLK 

42 Crosswoods Road, Farmington, CT 06032 

(203) 673-5455 
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BRUCE T. VOLPE, M.D. 

ro Sigma Place, Bronx, NY 10471 
(212) 543-4850 

PHILIPP von TURK 

320 Riverside Drive, Apartment 9G, New York, NY 10025 
(212) 316-1889 

I remember the last year at Yale as especially challenging. It was a time to 
conclude one phase. It wa s also a time to make decisions about the next. And all 
the while, Vietnam stared us in the face. 

After Yale I studied law and have been practicing ever since, first with a 
firm, th en with the government in Washington, and now with Chase Manhat
tan. 

It was in Washington that I met my future wife, Susanne. She is also a 
lawyer, admitted here and in Germany. 

Our daughter Julia was born in 1991. Her birth marked a turnin g point. 
It has been an occasion to discov er new things as she do es. We often listen to 
music together, and, for some reason, I have found my inter est in classical music 
heightened. 

I am struck that it is becoming incr easingly difficult to identify with the 
young questing character in The Magic Flute. Rather, th e character whose role it 
is to transmit wisdom to ·a new generation seems a mor e appropriate figure with 
whom one should identify at our stage in life. As if we had the answers. 

DOUGLAS A. VOORHIES 

Silicon Graphics, Inc. , 20II North Shoreline Boulevard, Mount ain View, CA 94039 
(415) 960-1980 

ANDREW N. VORKINK 

27200 Clarksburg Ro ad, Damascus, MD 20872 

(301) 972-3960 

GARY G. VUJNOVICH 

5071 Berwyn Road, College Park, MD 20740 

-EDMUND L. WADHAMS 

2 Lee Street, Onancock, VA 23417 

I have lived on Manhattan's Upper West Side sinc e 1971, and in 1985 I 
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bou ght a house and a piece of Chesapeake Bayfro n t property on Virginia's East
ern Shore. 

I worked for Air France for a numb er of years, but for the last six years I 
have been actively inv olved in commu nity health organizations . I get to travel a 
fair amo unt , but still seek a greater balance in my life. 

RICHARD C. WAKEFIELD 

KPMG Peat Marwick, One Boston Place, Boston, MA 02ro8 

(617) 973-2775 

I married Leslie (Lee) Maclaren in 1971, after she graduated from Mi chi
gan State, and worked for Sports Illustrated in New York City. Lee and I spent 
four weeks trave lin g in Scandinavia, Sco tland an d Engl and in 1972 (before a 
mortgage and kid s precluded such trips). Our son Adam was born in 1974, diag
nosed as learning disabled and mentally retarded in 1977, and has challenged us 
ever since. Tod ay, Adam is a tall, hand some blond with a vivid im agination; he 
enj oys ski ing, bicyclin g and being overly helpful to ot hers. Our second son , 
Matthew, joined us in 1976 and has been a delight ever sinc e (even as a teenag
er !). M att is bright , tall, blond and hand some; computer bull etin boards and 
socce r are among his favorite ac tivi ties. Ca itlin, born in 1979, is a bright and 
beautiful redhead. Her athl et ic en deavors includ e soccer, basketba ll , track and 
lacrosse. We have lived in Concord, M assachusetts, for sixteen years . My wife 
Lee is bright , goo d lookin g, and ac tive in the childr en's activities, including 
schoo l drama. The fami ly spent two weeks in Italy an d Austria in 1992 but 
returned without Caty's appendix! 

I earne d an M.S. in acco untin g in 1970 from Northeastern, despit e hav
ing attended Woodstock in 1969. I jo ined Peat, M arwic k , Mitchell & Company 
in 1970 and earned the Gold M edal in Massachusetts on th e 1970 CPA exam. I 
moved into the tax field in 1973, w as promoted to mana ger in 1975, and admit 
ted as a partn er in 1980 . I was named KPMG Peat Mar w ick's Nationa l Ta x 
Director-Public Utilities in 1982 and National Tax Director-Accounting for 
Inc ome Taxes in l 987. I have specialized in public utiliti es since 1972 and have 
provided expert accounting testimony in public utility ra te cases. I have also 
written articles in pro fessiona l.journals and lectured loca lly and nationally on a 
variety of topics. 

My athl etic activities progr essed from touch football in the sevent ies to 
bicycling in the eighties to golf and skiing over the past ten years. I have coached 
youth soccer and am always one of the most vocal fans at my children's spor ting 
events . 

I have served on the Board of Advisors to the Greater Bo ston Salvation 
Army and curre ntly serve as Vice C hairman and Chairman of the Finan ce Com
mittee. 

The past twenty -fiv e years have gone by quickly and seen many ups and 
downs! Life is sure to bring more of the same in the next twenty-five! 
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JOHN B. WALDMAN, M.D. 

715 Krumkill Road, Slingerlands, NY 12159 

(518) 765-4360 (res.) 
(518) 262- 5088 (ofc.) 

Followin g my graduation I married Marjori e (Muffi) Payne, and we are 
approaching our twenty-fourth anniversary thi s summer. We have two childr en 
of whom we are imm ensely proud . R ett , now a sophomore at Dartmouth Col
le ge , is a graduate of th e Hot chki ss School. Our dau ght er, Jory , is graduat ing 
from Hot chki ss th is spring and will attend Trinity College. Both children were 
heavily recruit ed athletes: R ett in ice hockey and lacrosse and Jo ry in ice hock
ey, field hock ey, and lacro sse. 

Professionally, I attended and graduat ed from the Albany M edical Col-. . 

lege in 1973 . I found medical sch oo l to be significantly easier th an Yale; I 
finished at the top of my class! I comp lete d a six-year residency in neurological 
surgery at Albany following graduation and then fellowships in pediatric neuro
surgery at the Children's Ho spital M edical Center in Boston and The Hospital 
for Sick Children in Toronto. Returning to Albany, I became th e first pediatric 
neurosurgeon in the region and hav e been practicing at the Albany M edical 
Center Hospital ever sin ce. Currently I am an Associate Prof essor and Vice H ead 
of the Division of Neurosurgery. My respons ibiliti es includ e research , teachin g, 
and clinical practice. Medi cine con tinues to be rewarding; how ever, bur eaucrat
ic interference is becoming more and more int rusive. 

· Outside of th e hospi tal, when my wife and I are not travelin g to our 
kids' games, we are invo lved in renovating a "new" home . A converted grist 
mill , originally built in 1720 , rebuilt (on the old foundation) in 1823, and con 
verted to a house in 1977, the struc tur e sits on a stream, the Vlyk ill , just feet 
from the crest of an eighty foot waterfall. Between the mill and the property, we 
have all we can handle in the upkeep. O ver th e past two summ ers, a retired car- . 
penter and I rebuilt two large barns, each over one hundre d years old. 

Since our chi ldren hav e been out of th e house for the past four years, 
Muffi (all ·one hundred pound s of her) has become involved in dog train ing and 
competition. H er Rottweilers have earned degrees in obed ience, tracking, and 
schut zhund trainin g. Althou gh outweighed by the "beasts," she rules the roost 
(of cour se, the same could be said for our relationship ). 

Yale leaves an everlastin g impact on all of its students. For me the pursuit 
of learning and the responsibility to do your best are but two of the legacies of 
my Yale edu cation. Pediatric neuro sur gery leaves littl e room for second rate 
effort, nor did Yale. 

WILLIAM] : WALDMAN, M.D. 

5 8 Bridle Path, Somers, CT 06071 

(203) 749-9520 
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NEAL A. WALDROP III 

OES/EGC-Room 4329A NS, U.S. Department of State, Washington, DC 20520 

GEOFFREY K. WALKER 

Mayor, Day, Caldwell & Keeton, 700 Louisiana Street, I 9th Floor, Houston, TX 77002 

My son, Nicholas, is beginning his senior year at Rice University this fall 
(1993). Lucy begins fourth grade, Alec second. Ann Kennedy ('74) is starting a 
new company (we've been together since 1972). My life seems, by contrast to 
my family's, to be now unexpectedly fixed and content in its compass. 

The years immediately after graduation were white water: married 
Christine and got drafted in '69; was inducted and terrified and then, randomly 
but miraculously, posted to Colorado instead of Vietnam in '70; organized a 
community development program involving thousands of soldiers and poor peo
ple (while also living in Cripple Creek and commuting to the Army); then got 
discharged into a Rockefeller-sponsored "Presidential Commission on Youth 
Involvement in the Bicentennial" (we embarrassed some elders but otherwise 
were not much involved) before entering Yale Law School six weeks late in '71; 
was separated from Christine, found myself to have fathered Nicholas, hitch
hiked around the country all summer and met Ann in the autumn of '72; took a 
summer job in Houston (to which I had never previously traveled) in '73; 
moved to Houston after graduating from Yale Law School in '74 (Ann, stunned 
by my choice, traveled around the world alone with a backpack for a year: only 
after visiting me for another year or so in Houston did she begin to admit that . 
she, too, lives here); learned to play the bagpipes in '75; began doing corporate 
and securities law in '76; bought a house with Ann in '77; married Ann in '78. 

The last fifteen years have been work and family and internal exorcism. 
How fortunate I have bee _n in my spouse and colleagues! Symphonic and cham
ber music and opera provide my spiritual nourishment; recreational reading is 
much-reduced, and physical exercise waxes in the pie chart of my life's hours .. 
Ah, sweet maturity! · 

"Ain't no sense in talkin to me 
It's just the same as talkin to you." 

"You wanna know what I think? 
Just ask anybody!" 

JAMES E. WALKER,JR. 

Route 5, Box 156C, Ellijay, GA 30540 
(706) 273-3465 

Unreconstructed hippie, recovering pothead, good man to one woman, 
migrant farm worker (nine years, retired), Oregon or bust, Southern Appalachi-
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an wilderness-family lifestyle in homemade log cabin, pileated woodpeckers and 
pink ladyslippers, woodcutter, BIG chainsaw, shesh besh, Russophile, scient ific 
and technical translation, practicing Catholic. Little League coaching and Boy 
Scout leadership provide some help in passing as an ordinary, middle - class south
ern white male. Taking the Gospel seriously does not. 

LORENZO A. WALLACE, JR. 

1280 Calhoun Terrace, SW, Atlanta, GA 30314 

(404) 758-3155 
Ultrahome, Inc ., P.O. Box II5478, Atlanta, GA 303m 

(404) 753-3300 

I learned very little from my courses at Yale. Comparatively . The broad
ening of my mind occurred from simple things like sitting at a table in 
Commons and listening to strangers converse on subjects completely new to me. 
Now, twenty-five years later, after having started to play tennis competitively, 
after having taken up piano, and after having gotten my feet wet in acting, I am 
now really, really, ready to take full advantage of four undergraduate years at 
Yale. 

After Yale I earned an M.B .A. from Harvard Business School, spent the 
obligatory two years in the big wormy apple, and am now happily ensconced in 
Hotlanta's southwest quadrant, which I affectionately call the ghetto. C_onstruc
tion is my main endeavor; building new single- family homes (my favorite) and 
commercial remodeling of midsize companies (the most author-friendly). 

Love has proved elusive. Although, as nearly as I and my friends can tell, 
the lack of a tether has no effect upon my unbridled happiness. Friends? Mine 
tend to be diverse. Homogeneous groups bore me. Individuals who may dis
agree with me, but who think logically, fascinate me. And, of course, I love 
anything new. 

Pet peeves? Opening CDs, new cassettes (shrink wrap is a bitch), phar
maceutica ls, reading anything that is smaller than New York Times print (I'm 
going to monovision in six months). I can't wait to be one hundred. 

I like rap music (new art form), shorts (Atlanta is the tropics and con
struction allows one to dress smart), beer (learned that at Yale), psychology 
(human behavior is enrapturing), and the speed with which the world is chang
mg. 

See you at the Fiftieth. 

NATHANIEL 0. WALLACE 

639 Wilson Street, NE, Orangeburg, SC 29115 

THOMAS]. WALSH,JR. 

McDonnell Boyd, Cresc ent Center Building, Suite 623, 

6075 Poplar Avenue , Memphis, TN 38i 19 
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After graduation from Yale I taught high schoo l in the inner city of 
Memphis for three years, then attended University of Virginia Law School, grad
uating in 197 5. At that time I took a position with a Memphis firm, where I 
have remained since then (though the name of the firm has changed a couple of 
times) . I am a partner in charge of appellate work in state and federa l courts. I 
married Jean McKee in 1969 (within a week of graduation). She is a travel agent. 
We have two daughters, Courtney (seventeen) and Meredith (fifteen). I was 
selected for Leadership Memphis in 1985. I have served as chair and board mem 
ber of various church and civic organizations, with a special interest in 
international peacemaking issues. I went to the U .S.S.R. in 1983 as part of a 
peacemaking delegation, and my daughter Courtney went to Russia in 1992 as 
par t of a youth performing arts exchange. My primary avocations remain much 
as they were during bright college years-peacemak ing, writing, and baseball. 
Our children have continued these trad itions. Special memories were excited 
when Bart Giamatti (my Spenser professor) was elevated in the baseball world 
and when William Sloane Coffin visited Memphis and was a guest in our home; 
he delighted my family and friends and helped me link past and present. 

BARRY B. WALTON 

8004 Corete land Drive, Knoxville, TN 37909 

(615) 690-2073 

ROBIN WAPLES 

7318 23d Avenue, NW, Seattle, WA 98117 

A week after graduation I was in Honolulu teaching seventh and eighth 
grade English and coaching water po lo at Punahou School (who said an Ameri
can Studies major wasn't good for anything?). Before long, however, I had 
moved on to Kona and then Maui, working nights as a waiter and wine steward 
and spend ing the days skin - diving and bodysurfing. After a year traveling in 
Africa and Asia and two -and -a-half years living in Australia, I returned to the 
states for my brother's wedding and was faced with deciding what I wanted to 
be when I grew up. The years of attitude adjustment had shown me that there 
are many worthwhile perspectives not likely to be achieved through a Yale edu
cation alone; nevertheless, there were some parts of my brain that simply weren't 
getting enough exercise. In the end, I returned to school to study marine biolo 
gy. This took a wh ile, as Astro IO was the on ly science course I risked at Yale, 
but in 1986 I got my doctorate from Scripps Institution of Oceanography. Cur 
rently, I work for the National Marine Fisheries Service in Seattle as a geneticist 
in charge of conservation bio logy and endangered species issues for Pacific 
salmon. Trying to keep science the focus of politically, socially, and economical
ly charged issues is a real challenge. 

In 1980 I marr ied Pau la Johnson, whom I had met wh ile she was in 
Hawaii trying to find a sailboat to take her to New Zea land (she never made it). 
She is outgoing and intuitive, so our personalit ies nicely comp lement each oth-
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er. Ryan (1982) and Jad e (1985) round out our family; they are great kids, occu
pied by the no rm al hord e of activit ies. W e find Seattle to be quite livable for a 
city (but don't tell your friends; it' s get ting crowded). 

REV. JAMES S. WARD 

7925 Sanfor d Street, O aklan d, CA 94605 
(510) 568-5858 

ALAN M. WARNER 

69-4 8 136th Stree t, Kew Garden, NY 11367 
(718) 261-5886 

DAVID P. WATSON 

No Address Available 

NEILL PAT WATSON III 

117 Ch estnut Drive, Williamsburg, VA 23185 
(804) 229-0529 

PETE WATSON · 

341-A Hi gh Street, Chestertown, MD 21602 

I am still assigned to the Special Forces Con trol Group, and mo st of my 
wor k is technical and classified. Saying thi s mu ch no w is only possible because 
it 's been twe nty years since the end of th e Vietnam War w hen I w ork ed in 
Arm y Counter-Intellig ence. 

Good Luck! 

JONATHAN D . WAXMAN 

103 Kokomo Road, H aiku , HI 96708 
(808) 575- 2398 

STEVEN B. WEBB 

r 1 502 Purpl e Beach Drive, R es ton, VA 22091 
(703) 620-5695 (res.) 
(202) 473-8680 (ofc.) 
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Family and career take most of my time these days and reflect most of 
my accomplishments. Kathy and I are busy raising three boys-Greg, Alan, and 
Chris-in Reston, Virginia, where we've lived since 1986. It's a great place for 
kids to do baseball, swimming, basketball, soccer, Boy Scouts, Cub Scouts, vio
la, and church. Of course, each activity deserves and gets parental involvement. 
I'm even learning to play the vio la, along with Alan. Our daughter, Lisa, is suc
cessfully starting a career as a computer systems engineer in Austin, Texas, where 
her husband is in graduate school studying physics . 

Since 1988 I have been working at the World Bank, four years in 
research and two in operations, as the desk economist for Jamaica. The govern 
ment there has done a lot of economic reform lately, so it is a professionally 
interesting country to work with, as well as a nice place to visit. In the research 
department I spent a lot of time do ing reports on structura l adjustment · for our 
board, but also had some time for real research. For instance, I managed a proj
ect on the political aspects of economic reforms in new democracies. Now I am 
coediting a book from the project, Votingfor Reform, which wi ll contain the 
eight-country case studies of the project as well as a couple of genera l papers. I 
had a great time doing the case study on Turkey. Oxford Univers ity Press will 
publish the book. I also got started on some research on central bank autono
my-developing measures of it and testing for its determinants and effects on 
inflation and grow th. An article I coauthored on that topic won the Yavor Prize 
from Tel Aviv University for the best paper in development economics . 

Before coming to Washington I taught economics and economic history 
at the University of Michigan. Kathy taught speech pathology and therapy at the 
University clinic. German economic history was my specialty. I worked on 
nineteenth century trade and industrial policy (from my dissertation) and on 
reparations and hyperinflation in the 1920s. Wh ile I was at the State Department, 
briefly when I first came to D.C., I finished my first book Hyperinflation and Sta
bilization in Weimar Germany, which was published by Oxford Press (NY: 1989). 

Before Ann Arbor we lived in Chicago and adjacent Oak Park. I st1;tdied 
at the University of Chicago. At first I was in modern European history, but 
then the relentless pressure of comparative advantage (and supply and demand in 
the academic market) brought me more and more to _the economic side of histo
ry. Eventually, I ended up with a Ph.D. from the Economics Department. (Can 
a Yale man become a Chicago Boy? Perhaps in his head but not in his heart.) 
During all this, Kathy got a master's in speech therapy at Northwestern and then 
supported us with jobs in the public schools. We spent a year along the way in 
Germany, on a research fellowship for my dissertation. 

Before Chicago we lived in Philadelphia, while I protested the Vietnam 
War and taught in a junior high school. Mostly I taught reading and the rudi
ments of civilized behavior, but the subjects were geography and history, which 
is what led me to history in graduate school. 

Before Philadelphia was New Haven, which brings us by a commodius 
vicus of recircu lation back to Old Campus and environs . 



Edmund L. Wadhams 

- Larry Weiss at Pergamun, T urkey, 1993 

Lorenzo Wallace 

Marvin and Joan Wexler and children 

Simon N. Whitney, Jr. and family 



Robin and Jade Waples, Father-Daughter Dat e Night, 
Valentine's Day, 1993 

William and Jo-Ellen Wickwire 

Wayne G. Willis 

Andr ew Wechsler 

Adam and Samanth a Wiener 
(Stephen's children) 
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JOHN M. WEBER 

r 5 Kennedy Driv e, Bedford, NH 03 r IO 

(603) 472-5538 

THOMAS G. WEBER 

5331 South Cornell Avenue , Chicago, IL 60615 

The editors want my "achievements, honor s, offices, awards," though 
the information is read ily available at any pub lic library. They also want "losses 
and disappointments ," but allow less than two pages. Inexpli cably they also want 
"peeve s," a call none should answer but th e mo st colorful crank. 

You survey my after -years and see what? - crumpled vectors. My fitful 
starts and stops began at Yale, which I broke off after two years to work in Paris. 
Then I broke that off to return to Yale's French Department and Drama School, 
heading vag uely for a career of crea tive wri tin g, which small terror quick ly 
aborted. I took a job offered by a classmate in a politica l campaign, veered into 
government (to avoid writing), got married, broke off gove rn ment to go to 
bu siness school as my wife suggested, broke up wi th th e wife, worked in busi
ness. for severa l years, then broke that off for the current plateau: writing, 
remarriage, and very act ive fatherhood. 

Thi s life patt ern is not what you'd plan for yourse lf It certa inly does not 
feel like success. Friends say, "Oh, but you have found yourself at last, surely that 
is success." And I imagine tha t is miles better than never finding yourself. Fur 
thermore, my .marriage and my fatherhood are both very satisfying, and no one 
has everyt hing. Does he? 

I got some great prof essional training at the Yale Dram a School in 1967-
69. But my first play, The Board ef Directors, would not emerge unti l 1985, when 
it got a reading in N ew York with The Manhattan Class Company . I then wrot e 
Pilate's Play (1992), about Pontius Pilate naturally. Its reading at a Ch icago play 
festival caused me to throw th e script away and write Moon of Grass Appearing, 
about a governor on th e Old Plains who is put in the po sition of Pilate; this was 
given a staged readin g by a Native Ameri can cast in Nebraska, as well as at 
another Chicago play festival. Then my on e-act play about Vincent van Gogh, 
A Bed Beneath the Stars, was prod uced on the stage of the Art Institute of Chica
go and led to a commission to write My Walls, about Marc Chagall, also 
produced at the Art Institute. I am still, in M ay '93, revising the Indian play, and 
doing a translation of a French comedy, and writing a romantic comedy for film . 
I recoun t these facts like a child recounting pennies in his palm. 

ANDREW R. WECHSLER 

2450 Ontario Road, NW, Washington, DC 20009 

(202) 328-33 58 (res.) 
(202) 973- 9898 (ofc.) 
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I am alive ... married ... gainfully employed .. .ind eed prosperous ... happy ... 
vote ... concerned about w hat I ingest ... have not been arrested in almost twenty 
years .. .look forward to growing older. None of these astonishi ng events and feel
ings were anticipated when I left Yale. The world has changed so much that I 
now plan to return the copy of Marx's German Ideology that I have had out on 
one-hour loan from L&B since 1969. The greatest disappointment is that the 
world remade our generation even more so than the reverse. It is also probably 
our greatest fortune. 

DON R. WEIGANDT 

470 Bellmore Way, Pasadena, CA 91103 

Graduated May 1974 from Columbia Law School after two -year hiatus 
in the U.S. Army, via draft notice from Tricky Dick. 

Married Betsy Busby on August 1974. After five years oflaw practice 
with Roberts & Holland in New York City, relocated to sunny Los Angeles in 
February 1979. Joined Lillick & McHose in March 1979, becoming a partner 
specializing in taxation, joint ventures, and a little estate planning in 1980. Lillick 
& McHose merged with Pillsbury, Madison & Sutro in J anuary 1991. Became 
managing partner of Los Angeles Office of Pillsbury, Madison & Sutro in Janu
ary 1993. 

Two terrific sons, Russell (twelve) and Thomas (eight), who specialize in 
every sport avai lable, provide all the enterta inm ent mom and dad could ever 
hope for. 

You all should be so lucky! I know I am. 

WILLIAM C.L. WEINRAUB 

75 Williams Street, Norcross, GA 30071 

(404) 662-0444 

BRUCE W. WEINSTEIN 

51 Sachem Road, Southbury, CT 06488 

(203) 350-0725 (ofc.) 

I have procrastinated to the point that I had to have this form faxed to 
me the day before the deadline. Actually, I think it's fairly appropriate, similar to 
my approach to completing assignments several decades ago. 

As I write these words, I'm vacationing with my wife, Kathy, whom I 
married the same year I turned thirty, began working for a corporation (Exxon) 
for the first time, and bought a house. It was quite an eventful year, for which I 
prepared myself during the previous seven (post-Yale) by attempting to play pro
fessional football, playing less-than-professional football for the New York Jets' 
farm team, car racing, taxi driving (not simultaneously), substitute teaching, tug 
boat working, and various other endeavors, all of whi ch caused my mother to 
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wonderwhat actually went on at Yale. 
It should be obvious from this that at age twenty-two, I had no idea 

how, nor desire, to network among my classmates. I was off to an interesting but 
slow start. 

After various and seemingly logical-at-th e-time job changes, I am cur
rently managing real estate assets, mostly in the health care field, for a company 
which I own with two partners. I'm satisfied with th e pr esent and confident in 
the future. 

T~e most important happenings between Exxon and now were my chil
dr en, Robert (thirteen) and Livia (eleven). They are a constant source of mostly 
joy, and are not vacationing with us now, but are at camp. This circumstance no 
doubt increases my current feelings of fondness and charity towards them. 

Thinking of their future, I sometimes get concerned. I'm reasonably sat
isfied with their application of the "golden rule," but I perceive that the world 
around them and us has become increasingly greedy and lacking in a willingness 
to take personal responsibility. Lives seem cheaper and taking what is other peo
ple's seems more prevalent. I hope th ese observations are magnified by th e 
incr ease in media hype and/ or my personal tr en d towards more conservative 
views as I accumu late family and things I want to protect. 

In the meantim e, I enjoy, to a degree I never could have imagined twen
ty-five years ago, running into Yale teammates, classmates, and even just other 
alumni. 

PROF. TIMOT HY C. WEISKEL 

Harvard Divinity School, 56 Francis Avenue, Cambridge, MA 02138 

SAM WEISMAN 

2037 Desford Drive, Beverly Hills, CA 90210 

(3 ro) 271-8968 

Th e most crucial fact of my life all these years later is that I'm much hap
pier now. I hope that many of my classmates are in a similar state of middle-aged 
euphoria. Life very seldom turns out for people the way th ey think it will, and I 
am certainly no exce ption. 

During most of my Yale years I spent the greater portion of my time 
singing and carousing with my singing group, the Society of Orpheus and Bac
chus (The SOB's), doing more serious sing ing (and more carousing) with the 
Glee Club, and singing at a Jewish temple on Friday nights and at a High Epis
copal church on Sundays to mak e spending money (no carousing in either of 
thos e venues). All this vocal work, as well as a B.A. in music history, would in a 
cause-and-effect kind of world lead to a career in music. I, however, think it 
mak es perf ect sense that I now make a living as a director/producer in movies 
and television, because one of th e most important aspects of telling stories is 
music. Additionally, the origins of modern dram a and comedy are based strongly 
in th e church, so it seems as if my career was laid out for m e back in my Yale 
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days-numbly sitting for hours on end in Temple B'Nai Jacob and Christ 
Church, wishing I could be doing anything else. 

Anything else usually meant things other than pursuing academic excel
lence, a fact that I came to regret very soon after graduation. Neverthe less, I 
managed to be influenced in a forward-moving fashion by some interesting 
developments: Receiving the number sixteen in the first Draft Lottery; seeing 
The Who perform Tommy live; and being lucky enough to be exposed to Peter 
Brook's A Mid-summer Night's Dream and the original production of Jacques 
Brei ... in th e same month, an occurrence that led to my deciding to pursue a 
career in the arts. 

Today, however, as a husband and father, being "an artist" doesn't quite 
seem as important, in the purest sense. My ·wife Constance and I both started our 
careers as actors-a profession for which narcissism is a requisite characteristic. 
Our children-Daniel and Meg-now are the ou tlet for so much of the mis
placed energy of our younger days, and we are much clearer about our priorities 
in general. A marriage that has lasted fifteen years is a rarity these days, especially 
in Hollywood, and we are proud of it. 

At any rate, my acting of late has been limited to a thankfully brief 
cameo in my first feature film directing assignment, Mighty Ducks 2 (coming to 
theaters everyw here March 25th), and an impromptu dramatic reading of th e 
first thirty-four pages of Dickens' A Christmas Carol in our eleven-year-old son 
Daniel's room last Sunday-a performance that was met with great approval by 
the entire family, including our seven-month-old yellow Lab, Lightning. I was a 
bit concerned, however, when Meg, our six-year-old, admitted to being so 
scared by my portrayal of Scrooge that she had to sleep in our bed that night. 

Nevertheless, mo st of my energies for the past several years have been 
centered in the ever-shrinking world of network television as a director and pro
ducer, most recently with the "Brook lyn Bridge" series, where I also had the 
pleasure of directing my wife for the first time. The failure of suc h .a hi gh ly 
praised and well-received show to last more than thirty-five episodes on CBS 
sent a message to me in no uncertain terms that the business of making television 
had changed such that I needed to find someth ing else to do; find another outlet 
for telling stories .... That is, other than my son Daniel's room. 

See you at the movies ... 

LAURENCE A. WEISS, M.D. 

3530 North 45th Avenue, Hollywood, FL 33021 

I attended the Johns Hopkins University Schoo l of Medicine after grad
uating from Yale and was awarded an M.D. in 1973. During the first 
year-and-a -h alf of medical school Malcolm Pond and I roomed together. I aban
doned Malcolm to take up residence with Judy Hammerman, my bride, one 
true love, and wife of twenty-three years. We have been blessed with three 
wonderful children. Alexander, twenty, is a paratrooper in the Israel Defense 
Forces. Jonathan is an eighth grader and Jessica a seventh grader at the Pine Crest 
Schoo l of Fort Lauderdale, Florida. 



408 Yale Class of 1969 - 25th R eunio n Cl ass Book 

Following the completion of a peripatetic po stgraduat e training, we 
mov ed to Hollywood , Florid a. I have had an active priv ate practice of medicine, 
specializing in pulmonary diseases and critical care medicine. The medical com
munity has been quite supportive, and I have been chief of pulmonary m edicine 
at the Hollywood Memorial Hospital and chief of staff at th e Humana Ho spital 
Biscayne. We have been active in community affairs, the local synagogue, and at 
th e Jewish Federation of South Broward. 

The past tw enty-five years have been productive and satisfying to me. I 
am looking forward to continuin g my practice, nurturin g our younger children, 
and to enjoying excitement and success from my adven tu rous eldest son. 

Judy and I are close to our parents and siblings. We have enjo yed a warm 
relation ship with our extended family. 

Almo st each summ er we have enjo yed foreign travel. We take advantage 
of the idyllic South Florida beaches whenever possi bl e during the cleme nt 
weather. Both D ade and Broward Counties have experi enced a .flow ering of 
cultural resources. Our family frequ ent s the local muse ums and th eatrical offer
mg s. 

Although th e demands of my practice are sub stanti al , our famil y has 
managed to lead a rich and happy life in sunny Florida. 

ARNOLD WELLES 

J.P. Mo rgan Securi ties, Inc ., 60 Wall Street, New York, NY 10260 

(212) 648-0353 

ROBERT A. WELLS 

26006 II 6th Avenue, SE, Kent, WA 9803 I 
(206) 854-4055 

PHILIP WERLAIN V 

No Address Available 

MARVIN P. WEXLER 

40 Carleo n Avenue, Larchmont, NY 10538 
(914) 834-0904 

In co llege I was open to th e classroom experience and enjo ye d that 
imm ensely. I regret not having been mo re open to som e other kind s of exper i
ence in colle ge-a lthou gh I might not have sur vived had that been tru e. As it 
was , I made it through the sixti es and the early seven ties because I enj oyed 
book s and class so mu ch, and with some great good luck. I spen t the rest of the 
decade learning a trad e- how to he lp peop le enforc e th eir legal rights. 

A big breakthrough came soon after my son was born in 1977. With him 
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by my side, I achieved a mental state in which standing in a long line at a gro
cery store became an occasion for fun. However, I then had to learn tha t he and 
I are not the same person, and much later I grew to appreciate that. 

Today I greatly enjoy, and am very grateful for, my family-Joan, whom 
I married just before senior year back in 1968, my two children, and my parents. 
I have also been able to convince myself for some time now that my work as a 
lawyer is meaningful, at least most of the time. In addition, I have become quite 
involved in local community affairs in Mamaroneck, New York, although not in 
terms of traditional politics, and I think that, too, is meaningful. 

I am, within my means, a keen supporter of Yale in various ways, 
because Yale helped me greatly in many ways. Among other things, I began to 
learn at Yale how little I know. I continue to be amazed by that. 

Incidentally, if anyone know s the whereabouts of Tim McDaniel, who 
dropped out during our sophomor e year, please let me know. 

ROBERTS. WHARTON, M.D. 

3300 Oldstead Court, SE, Olympia, WA 98501 

(206) 943-9r92 

LANGDON B. WHEELER 

48 Lakeview Avenue, Cambridge, MA 02r38 

(6r7) 354-4047 (res.) 
(6r7) 577-r 166 (ofc.) 

I remember attend ing our fifth reunion, thinking that th e alumni attend 
ing reunions from earl ier classes offered a sneak preview of how a Yalie's life 
should devel op. I noticed how their hair thinned, their waists thi ckened, their 
childr en grew up, and th ey looked more prosperous with each increasing five
year reunion. And now we are at the midpoint of that sneak prev iew, ready to 
examine how we have managed that ultimate scarce resource, time. 

I also remember attending our twentieth, and how disappointed I was 
that almost none of my friends and fellow Calhoun-men attended. (Did they 
know I was coming and cancel their plans?) Despite these multiple no-shows, I 
discovered that I had much in common with my other classmates, even though I 
had scarcely known them when we were at Yale. I also recall the memorial ser
vice at Battell Chapel during that reunion, when members from all of the classes 
came together to remember our classmates who were no longer with us. In that 
service I understood how much we have in common as Yalies, across all classes. 
That service also demonstrated that a reunion missed can never be reclaimed. 

This is it, guys. The big two five. Life's midpoint, if we're lucky. I 
remember you fondly from Yale, have done a poor job of keeping in touch wi th 
you, and hope you will drink a beer with me and bring me up to date next 
spring. You will be glad you attended. 

It w ill not surpri se yo u to hear that I lead a conventional life. I am still 
married to my first wife, thou gh I could~'t make the commitment until just thir-
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teen years ago. We first met in 1969 w hen she was finishing her degree at the 
University of Georgia . Kathy is a graphic designe r and mother of our three 
splendi d kids. 

Bleecker is my eldest and will be eleven at our reunion. H e is the jock 
his father wishes he had been and the goo d student his father should hav e been. 
Lov es all sports and already outskates, outskis, outshoots (soccer and archery), 
and almost outruns me, althou gh we are still evenly match ed in ping-pong. H e 
espec ially enjoys playing the pressur e position of goalie on his soccer and hockey 
teams. 

Katherine will be ten and is mad abou t anima ls. She has a zillion stuffed 
animals and scarcely a single doll. She bursts with creative energy and is a fleet 
soccer player. She has a talent with numbers, perhaps. 

Olivia will be six at our reunion and is easily the most organized member 
of the family. Did Mom misplace the car keys? Ask Olivia wh ere they are. She is 
just learning to swim and rides her two-wheeler with great confidence. She will 
care for her aged parents very well some day. 

We live in a big comfy Victorian a mile west of Harvard Squar e . W e 
love the intellectual energy of Cambridge and the diversity of its resident s. Imag
ine how great Yale would be if it w ere anyplace other than New Haven. I think 
my neighbors in 02 I 3 8 tolerate me as their token nonliberal. 

Ju st in the last few years my career has finally come together. In late 1989 
I founded a money management boutiqu e called Numeric Investors. We use 
whiz-bang quantitativ e techniques develop ed by yours truly and my partn ers to 
aggressively manage portfolios of U.S. equiti es. Our investment returns rank at 
the very top of our industry, so our bu siness has grown very nicely. I wou ld like 
to believe that we have a reputation among money manag ers and clients as the 
pre eminent firm in our field. I am aston ished to find myself in an incom e brack
et de em ed politically incorrect by Bi ll and Hillary and must no w pay much 
more in taxes. I wish that I had had the courage, insight, and good luck to start 
this business several years earlier when tax rates were lower. 

I ~ajoy portfolio managem ent for its intellect ua l challenge and becaus e 
your ski ll and your jud gmen t come through in an unmistakable way in your 
portfolio's returns. Having been fired from almost every other j ob because of my 
conspicuous lack of political skills, I find that the hard, cold wo rld of the stock 
mark et suits me perfectly. Inter estingly, I must credit much of my success to my 
Yale engineering education. I have a view of the mark ets and a mathematical 
framework that have p ermitted me to see and exploit things not detected by 
other, conve ntion ally-educated mark et participants. 

After Yale, the Navy, and Harvard Business School, I had a tough tim e 
figuring out what I really wanted to do wit h my career. After stints in manage
ment consulting and marketing I spent four years on my farm in south ern 
Vermont , tink ering with my stock select ion mode ls and gradually depleting my 
wife's dowry. Fortunately, she is a talented artist and she produced a mod est 
income, but we lived a very basic lifestyle with much of our food hom egrown, 
while Daddy tinkered on his Apple II . 

In summary, our twenty-fifth reunio n finds me pleased with my current 
life from many aspects . Having mismanaged a goodly portion of the last twenty 
five years, however, I am espec ially appreciative that things came tog ether 
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recently, finally, and at last . I look forward to hearing your story next spri ng. Be 
there or be square! 

ROBERT C. WHEELER 

8 Fawn R idge, Wilton , CT 06897 

(203) 762- 0356 

JEFF WHEELWRIGHT 

246 Kern Avenue, Morro Bay, CA 9344 2 

(805) 772- 5 I IO 

If my first book is publi shed in time and does well, I hope to be in New 
H aven. If no t ... Best wishes to all. 

Arti e-l s that yo u , the gyneco logist in San Luis? 

RICHARD WHELAN 

95 Saint Mark's Avenue, Brooklyn, NY r 1217 

(718) 857- 2952 

Sinc e the mid- 197os I have worked full tim e as a free-l ance writ er and 
curator. For lack of a better term, I call myself a cultural h istorian . I wr ite mostly 
about th e visual ar ts of th e nin eteen th and twentie th centuries, w ith a specia l 
emp hasis on photograph y and photojournalism , but I also venture int o political 
history. I'v e had eight books published and hav e w ritt en hundre ds of magaz ine 
articles and reviews . I do some guest lecturing, and I'm hop ing to get a teachin g 
job somewher e far from New York City in the next cou ple of years. 

My first book, a stud y of th e wo rk of th e Briti sh sculptor An th ony Caro, 
grew out of the senior honor s the sis that I wro te at Yale in 1969. Hilton Kramer, 
in the New York Times, called my second book , Doubl e Tak e: A Comparative Look 
at Photographs, "eye-open ing and educating." Tha t book, w hich I intend ed as an 
in troduct ion to look ing at photograph s and as an exploration of th e concept of 
style in photograph y, juxtaposed photographs of the same or simil ar subjects by 
different photogr aphers. 

I spent four years research ing and writing the first full-scale biography of 
photojournalist Rob ert Capa. The review in the New York Tim es called the book 
"first-r ate in every way." The biography was selected by the Am erican Library 
Association as one of the nota ble books of 1985. I also edited a book ofCapa's 
photographs. An exhibition based on that book traveled to museums in approxi
mat ely thirty citi es throughout the Unit ed Stat es, Europ e, Japan, and the 
Peopl e's R epublic of China. 

Investigating the reasons w hy Robert Capa chose not to cover the Kor e
an War, I realized that there was no book that utiliz ed the many key documen ts 
that had been declassified durin g th e 1970s and 1980s to tell th e story of the 
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political side of the war. I therefore set about writing such a book, which was 
published in the spring of 1990 under the title Drawing the Line: the Korean War, 
1950-53. The New Yorker called the book "an intellectually sophisticated history 
in plain language." 

During the period 1989-1992 I have edited, in collaboration with Cor
nell Capa, two books of photographs-one of them a retrospective of the 
photographs that Cornell Capa shot during his thirty-year career as a photojour
nalist, the other a collection of Robert Capa's photographs of chi ld ren . Both 
books are accompanied by major exh ibition s, curated by Co rn ell Capa and 
myself 

In the fall of 1991 was published my abridgement of Ralph Waldo Emer
son's essays, for whic h I wrote an introduction. For this edit ion I deleted all the 
turgid and prolix passages that seem to prevent so many people from -read in g 
Emerson. 

Si.nee 1990 I have been working on a full-scale, life-and - times biography 
of the great American photographer and champion of modernist art, Alfred 
Stieglitz. The biography is to be published by Little, Brown & Company early in 
1995. 

One of the greatest pleasures of my work is that it involves quite a lot of 
traveling. I have just returned from two weeks in Venice and a month at the 
Rockefeller Found ation's villa on Lake Como . Over the past few years work has 
taken me to Santa Fe, Eng land, Hungary, and Japan. One of the advantages of 
being a bachelor is the freedom to pull up stakes and take of£ 

ANDREW M. WHITE 

706 North Canon Drive, Beverly Hills, CA90210 
(310) 275-0217 

GILBERT T. WHITE 

Route l, Box 670, Grand Marais, MN 55604 
(218) 387-2712 

JOSEPH M. WHITE, 4th 

Joseph White Associates, 248 Main Street, Ledgewood, NJ 07852 
(201) 927-6976 (res.) 

Still work ing/p laying hard at the computer consul ting game - ·making a 
real difference in helping to desegregate urban school systems through magnet 
schoo l programs. Celebrated thirty years of sin ging with my I ooth Messiah in 
Carnegie Hall this past December. 
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DUDLEY P. WHITNEY 

HCR 71, P.O. Box 65, Windsor, VT 06589 
(802) 674-2416 

SIMON N. WHITNEY,JR., M.D. 

P.O. Box 7, Snohomish, WA 98291 
(206) 568-0508 (ofc.) 

I entered Yale a little unsure of what I wanted. I dropped out (before 
that became fashionable), th en reentered, th en dropped out again, then was 
readmitted for a second time, thanks to Martin Griffin, a particularly understand
ing dean. I finally graduated in 1974, completing my nine-year B.A. 

Things got calm er after that. I w ent to New York University M edical 
School and then did my specialty training in family practice in Seattle. I've been 
a family physician in semirural Snohomish, Washington, since 1982. 

I marriedJudy Levison while I was in Seattle. I need ed obstetrical con
sultation for a patient with a difficult labor. Judy was the consultant. We did the 
cesarean section together, which worked out as well for us as the patient. We 
were married in 1982. We have two children, Diana, born 1986, and Jordan, 
born 1990. 

I used to enjoy outdoor activities-hiking, tennis, and so forth. With 
two small children and a busy practice, my hobbies have approached the vanish
ing point. I have found time for some community activities-I was chair of the 
medical committee of the local Planned Parenthood affiliate for a while; I've also 
supervised the fire departmc:nt's aid crews. But in general our life is pretty 
domestic, which suits me fine. 

My best to you all. 

DAVID P. WICKERSHAM 

No Address Available 

WILLIAM B. WICKWIRE 

36 Russell Street, Hamden, CT 06517 
(203) 288-9546 

After graduation I spent three informative years at the University of Col
orado School of Law in Boulder (a beautiful setting) and had good times with 
classmates and friends, while obtaining my J.D.: partying, CU football (Go 
Buffs) , and skiing. After law school I decided not to practice law for a few years. 
I edited law book s at West Publishing Company on Long Island, bu.t such was 
not a career path for me. My father, brother, and I ran The Old Guilford Forge, 
a retail store and mail order busin ess, for a few years until we sold it. I attempted 
a crack into th e film indu stry, by trying to raise the financing for a film version 
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of The Rebellion of Yale Marratt by Robert Rimmer. 
I finally took the plunge and opened a law practice on Church Street in 

New Haven. Eventually, I specialized in handlingjuvenil e delinquency matters, 
first as a defense attorney and then as a prosecutor. Since July of 1979 I have 
been one of Connecticut's State's Advocates (prosecutors) for ju venile matt ers in 
New London and New H aven. I find the work interesting and challenging and 
hope that I , along with others in the system, am benefiting the juveniles and 
society. 

I am a survivor of Hodgkins Disease. I was treated through Yale-New 
Haven Ho spital and am grateful that I am still in remission. 

Since graduating from Yale, the most significant date in my life was 
March 23, 1978, when I m et my wife Jo -Ellen; that dat e was also th e en d of 
"The Mixer King." Jo-Ellen has been and still is a special ed ucation teacher. 
Public service has been a rewar ding career path for both of us . Jo-Ellen and I 
hav e a wonderful marriag e and greatly enjoy the life that we have made for each 
other. We enjoy good times with friends and family, antiquing, shopping gener
ally, photography, and traveling (including white water rafting in Maine). We 
plan to have a second home in Vermont. It's been a wonderful twenty-five years 
since graduation ! We are looking forward to Reunion Weekend and sharing 
good tim es-past and present. 

DR. STEPHEN R. WIENER 

127 Nichols Road, Cohasset, MA 02025 

Medical School at Duke, A.B.D. in psychology at Univ ersity of North 
Carolina, Chapel Hill, psychiatry residency in New York City. Married and 
divorc ed in Boston with one son, Adam, fourteen. Happily remarried in Cohas
set, south ofBoston, w ith one daught er, Samantha, age five . 

Caught in th e throes of governmental regulation of my right to practice 
medicine. Playing tennis slower. Looking mor e like Bill Clinton now than Phil 
Donahu e, so I feel ten years younger. Tryin g to deal with the approaching fifties, 
which I thought were finished before we were teenage rs. 

Hop eful of having fourth-generation class members in the Classes of 
2000 and 2011. 

PAUL C. WILKINS, M.D. 

P.O. Box 7171, Charlottesville, VA 22906 

Work: Found er and Medical Director of a fourteen-person multidiscipli
nary psychiatric group pra ctice-half administration, half work with patients. 
Working hard er, making less, but much happier than when tried being medical 
director of a for-profit private psychiatric hospital. Elected a fellow of th e Amer
ican Psychiatric Association. 

Family: Married twenty-five years on June 1, 1993 (got marri ed in 
Dwight Chape l my junior year) to Wenche Larsson Wilkins, who · is still a Nor-
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wegian citizen. She recen tly became a travel agent, now that our son ( only child) 
Jon is twelve years old, in sixth grade, and independent. Th e family's main sport 
is tenni s. Generally take it easy in Charlottesville or travel a lot . 

Ov erall, life's good! 

STEVE WILKINSON 

Main Street, Centerbrook, CT 06409 

Dear Classmates: 
Th e letter requesting information for the reunion directo ry was inviting: 

what a relief to be asked to be frank and to say something about who we are, not 
ju st what we have achieve d. Cheers to the editors. A lin e from Calvin Trillin' s 
book Remembering Denny moved me to respond. It was a rhetorical question ask
ing if a graduate twelve yea rs our senior "whose own striving was aimed tow ard, 
say, the law (thought) the day wo uld come when he'd be asked what his own 
son did and wo uld answer cheerfu lly that his son was a chef?" For the past twen 
ty years I have said cheer fully that I am a chef and, for fourteen, the owner of a 
small French restaur ant called Fine Bou che in Centerbrook, Connecticut (about 
thirty-fi ve minute s from Yale). Happily, I'v e maintained contact with Yale and, 
du e to common francophilic tastes with the ex-M aster of Branford College, have 
been an Associate Fellow there. I became as much of a celebrity in food and 
wine circles as one can become in Connecticut. 

I am ju st on the verge of recovering from a classic midlife crisis. In 1988 
I divorce d my wife of fifteen years. She move d to Vermont with our thr ee-year
old , Sarah. In the mid st of tur m oil I was also trying to fulfill a drea m and 
constru ct a country inn adjoining my restaurant . Th e results were disastrous. I 
now joke that I was one of the leaders in the banking crisis that subsequently 
crippl ed our econo my. It 's nice to look back as a survivor of a "near -d eath '' 
crash, thankful that I could wa lk away with some insights th at only seem to 
come throu gh such wrench ing exper iences . 

Th ere is a Japan ese management te chnique called "Kaizen," which 
rou ghly means "tea rin g do wn to build up ." T he conce pt seems an appro priate 
way to describe my life at this point. Haute cuisine and the world of fine wine 
are fascinating topics, bu t they are no longer the "raison d'etre." Th e frenetic 
pac e and num erous pressures of the restaurant bu siness onc e captiv ated and 
drove me; now they seem irr elevant to the simpli city and balance that I seek. I 
feel the nee d to reinvent myself and look forward to the reunion and getting to 
know some others whose lives in some way haye also bee n circular rath er than 
lin ear. Can we reach back to the sixties and pull out some experience that will 
guide us in this trip around the wheel? 

P.S. Perhaps it' s no stalgia, a need for male bondin g, or a desire for conti
nuity, but I still drive to New H aven to get my hair cut by Rocky at Phil' s on 
Wall Street. 



Richard and Maria Williams and daughters John A. Yarmuth 

Alex, Donna, Ri ch, and Michael Wolf 



Doug, Pam, Patty, and Ben Woodlock . :' 

Ken and Anne Marie Wolf e W . Atom Yee and family. 
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PHILIP C. WILLIAMS,JR., M.D. 

715 Woodbourne Trail, Centerville, OH 45459 

(513) 434-0677 

RICHARD A. WILLIAMS, JR. 

7659 Coldstream Drive, Cincinnati, OH 45255 

After a fair amount of self-analysis, I have recently concluded that much 
of my life since Yale has been an unconsciou s effort to recapture the overall 
experiences of those heady undergraduate years, when I felt fulfilled on so many 
levels. For most people, I have learned, just the opposite is tru e: it was only after 
leaving Yale that they achieved anything like that sense of fulfillment. In my days 
as a Yale undergraduate I felt on top of my game, so to speak, with just the right 
mix of ego-reinforcing factors, viz., emot ional support from a large group of 
like-minded friend s and acquaintances, recognized success on athletic teams, and 
encouragement from faculty in my area of specia lization. My sense of self was 
likewi se aided by an eclectic group of extracurricular pursuits, such as riding a 
Harl ey Davidson, dancing with an exhibition folkdance troup, and singing with 
the Yale Russian Chorus. All of this seeme d to make the sky th e limit, with no 
fantasy appearing too farfetched or unattainable. As the years have passed , how
ever, life 's choices have narrowed, and th e very ability to generate fantasies, let 
alone realize them, ha s diminish ed. At forty-five years of age, in fact, I find 
myself embarrassingly short on tangible accomplishments and long on excuses. 
Having barely survived Yale Law School, where others in my class like Bill Clin
ton and Hillary Rodham thrived, I reasoned that I really should have entered the 
For eign Service instead. I blamed the death of my first marriage, begun so jubi
lantly at Battell Chapel in . 1969, on youthful indi scretion. Similarly, my career as 
a Wall Street lawy er wound down in 1978, after five years of masochistic toil in 
the bowel s of Curtis Mallet-Pr evos t and Davis Polk. I remarried in 1982 and 
have had a respectable, though undistinguished, career as an int ernational corpo
rate lawyer specializing in Latin America and Asia, first working for PepsiCo in 
New York, and now for Chiquita Brands in Cincinnati. My tru e sense of fulfill
ment th ese days has derived from the relat ionship I have with my wife, Maria, 
whom I met in San Juan, Pu erto Rico, and with my daughters, Christina (eight) 
and Daniela (six). Having said that, however, remembr ance of life at Yale even 
now continu es to beckon on a sublimina l level, and that beckoning has prompt 
ed me to respond in odd , vestigial ways. Consider, for example, the compulsion 
towards daily workouts. Even though I no longer compete on athletic teams, 
and th e Payne Whitney gym has faded far from view, I continue to \ mff and puff 
my way through exercises from Sydn ey to Shanghai. Consider, also, that I have 
faithfully practiced my Vniz po Matushk e and Kalinka solos in the flattering con
fines of the show er for years, even though my sing ing career with the Ru ssian 
Chorus ended in the early 1970s. Only the reality testing of an occasional alumni 
concert and my six-year-old's tend ency to cover her ears have convinced me 
that I hav e not quite perfe cte d my technique. The same thing is true of foreign 
language learn ing. My stodgy old Volvo station wagon has become a sort of sur-
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rog ate language lab, its seats str ew n with Chinese and Japan ese language tapes, 
where I continue to strain for the most authentic pronunciation possible . Fortu
nately, I usually travel alone. When it comes to satisfying the folkdancing urge, 
however, I have learn ed that there are fewer, and less soli tary, means available. 
The children have giggled mor e than once at daddy' s earn est attempts to 
rem ember long-for go tten dance steps to intricat e Bulgarian rhythms. In a way , I 
suspe ct th ese and other atav istic tendencies may underscor e my failur e to grow 
emot ionally beyo nd my Yale years. On the other hand, viewe d from another 
perspective, the y function as a kind of continuin g validation and reinforcement 
of th e en tire experience . To preserve sanity and self-este em, I pr efer to think of 
them as the latter. 

RICHARD G. WILLIAMS 

P.O. Box 6374, Louisville, KY 40206 

SCOTT WILLIAMS 

49 Glenmo re Road, London NW 3 4DA, Eng land 

What's to say? Twenty-five years has gone by in a flash! What is both 
startling and satisfying is that so man y memo ries of roommates, friends, classes, 
pap ers, exams, road trips, and the rest remain so perfectly clear. 

In any case, I have been very fortunate over these past years. I have been 
very h appily marri ed to an int elligent and beautiful woman for twenty - one 
years. W e have two boys who have been a real handful , but have always been a 
joy to wa tch and help grow up. Finally, in this period of very difficult change, I 
have held a numb er of overseas assignments with C itibank , which hav e be en 
challenging and wh ich have allowed all of us to see much of the world. This is 
really exactly what I wan ted to do . 

While th ere have been some regrets, misfortun es, and unhappiness, these 
prob lems all seem few and minor. It is with some wonder and wit h pleasur e that 
I can look back over these years, and answe r my question above by saying: " It 
has been wort h it all!" 

JOHN W. WILLINGHAM 

4556 Fernhaven Circle, Winston -Salem, NC 27104 

WAYNE G. WILLIS 

22400 Shaker Bou levard, Shaker Heights, OH 44122 

(216) 295-0 990 

I had a great time explori ng through Yale: starting in the natural sciences, 
migrating to th e social sciences, searchin g for roots in philosophy, all the wh ile 
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building practical understandings in economics and administrative sciences. That 
journey, coup led with our times, made exciting the explosion of my creativity, 
intellect, possibility, maturity, and care. It gave me complete confidence in 
myself and my world; you can't ask for more than that from an education. 

Separating this discussion into "work" and "women" seems natural after 
four years of Yale, what with a week dedicated to school and a weekend not. So, 
that's what I'm going to do: 

As for work, I see a world still wanting me (although I can now imagine 
a time when it won't), and I still view work as a smorgasbord-with me stand
ing now in front of the entrees. Early experiences were great fun and 
learning-full (because, perhaps, at Yale I learned to learn and not rely on being 
taught). I remember great summer jobs as carpenter, McDonnell-Douglas engi
neering procedures writer, student in London, Mayan visitor, and Yale 
purchasing analyst. Fall '69 brought a two-month stint in Naval OCS (accepting 
an early-out program announced by Nixon's "Let's Vietnamize the war and cut 
back U.S. forces"), followed by three years as a New -Haven patro lm an and 
detective (through the Bobby Seale trial and May Day and the Panthers). The 
years 1972 -7 5 were spent in Yale Graduate School (M.A.) and Yale Law School 
Q.D.); then I was off to a traditional, legal career path: clerking for a federal 
appeals judge in Oregon and being a BYM (bright young man) in a prestigious 
California law firm. That lasted for a year, when a law school classmate and I 
cofounded Hyatt Legal Services. The next thirteen years (whew!) was Hard 
Work, growing that company to two hundred offices and $100 million in rev
enues. I sold my interest in 1990 and invested in, and now run, Voice-Tel, a 
voice messaging service provider. More Hard Work . I must enjoy it. 

Despite the gray hair, the middle -aged bulge, and the sluggishness around 
the base paths, I still think of myself as young, and I see the work world as won
derfully exotic and challenging. The next ten years will be my best. I dream of 
building and exiting Voice-Tel and of climbing yet another mountain, perhaps 
in government or academia, sometime in my fifties. I cannot fathom retiring. 

On the other side of life, invo 'lvement with "women" has grown into 
commitments to "fami ly," and I get my greatest joy as a family man . Some wise 
person once said, "On the deathbed nobody ever wished they spent more time 
at the office." True. I have a wonderful wife, Debi, whom I deeply love and 
respect. Just listing her virtues would fill this book. Trust me. 

At age twenty-four I married Stephanie Kittredge, but that marriage only 
lasted eight years. Being divorced in my early thirties was the most painful part 
of my entire life, especially being separated from my two children, Caleb and 
Molly. Although remembering that tim e still saddens me, I count my blessings; 
one's life can be considered blessed if that's the worst that ever happens. 

Much pride and joy comes from my three kids: Caleb, who's a sopho 
more at Vanderbilt-a solid young man, gifted and strong; Molly, who will enter 
college in th e fall-a talented woman, smart, pretty and zestful; and Tyler, age 
seven, a first-grader who has the world completely figured out! I love them all 
more than I can write, and happily, we are one big family, including "extended" 
and "non -nucl ear" members, who are always welcome. 

My innate optimism is undaunted, albeit challenged by the acceleration 
of AIDS and the destruction of critical elements of the ecosystem. I believe tech-
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nology, especially telecommunications technology, will soon "turn the corner" 
on resource usage and waste, especially physical (not biological) resources. I am 
very happy being in the telecom industry. I am relying on my medical classmates 
to figure out AIDS and on my humanist classmates to advance our understanding 
of ethics and relationships so that the someone I help ' you reach out and touch 
will touch you back in a full and rewarding way. 

So, there you go. Stard ate 1994. Captain's log en try at midpoint. Hellu
va trip so far. More to come. 

JAMES W. WILSON,JR. 

222 Chestnut Road, Sewickley, PA 15 143 
(412) 741-8044 

REV. MORRIS K. WILSON III 

7812 Briarcreek Road, West, Tallahassee, FL 32312 
(904) 222-2636 

N. LEE WILSON III 

1881 Forest Drive, Williamstown, NJ 08094 

WILLIAM H. WILSON 

1 University Place, Apartment 11K, New York, NY 10003 
(212) 529-2119 

JOHN REID WINGARD, M.D. 

2716 Canna Ridge Circle, Atlanta, GA 30345 

I am Professor of Medicine and Clinical Director of the Bone Marrow 
Tran splant Program at Emory University School of Medi cin e. 

I have a lov ely wife and four wonderful children aged two to eighteen. 
We lov e to hike and camp. 

LAURENCE P. WINSHIP 

Old Concord Road, Lincoln, MA 01773 

JONATHAN WINTHROP · · 

1055 Shadow Hill Way, Beverly Hills, CA 90210 
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HARRY H. WISE III 

329 West 89th Street, Apartment 5B, New York, NY 10024 
(212) 724-123 l 

ROBERT S. WITHERS 

202 West 80th Street, Apartment 5W, New York, NY 10024 

(212) 873- 1353 

In the first semester of freshman year some of us took a sociology course 
wit h a charming young sociologist whose name escaped me long ago. We stud
ied Sigmund Freud, among others. And in one of the early lectur'es of 
September or October, the prof summarized Freud's professional and social posi
tion and prospects when he was in his early forties-he'd been rejected from a 
full-time university position, had some tenuous part-time academic connection, 
was generally dismissed by his peers and colleagues. As the prof summed it up, 
"He was going through an identity crisis." And we laugh ed, because we certain
ly kn ew about that, Yale was a good place for identity crises . But we were 
delighted that a big - league guy like Freud might have been doing this as a 
grown-up person. It was reassuring, encou raging , empowering, though maybe a 
little bit scary. 

Well, some of us embarked on our identity crises with a vengeance . My 
second wife called us "the wrong Yalies"-the kind she kept meeting-classics 
scholar s from godfat her neighborhoods, genius homosexual composers, short
wave radio fanatics, tripp ed-o ut lovers of the arts. We sang "We are poor littl e 
lambs who have lost our way" and "Hey Mister Tambourine Man" at freshman 
commons and worked on our lifestyles. · 

Tim Leary and Leonard Cohen and the Velvet Underground in the six
ties, David Bowie and Lou Reed and conceptual Balinese rock and roll in the 
seventies, lying low, co-opt ed or dead in the eighties. Well, the laugh from here 
is a littl e different-irony the main ingredient, with dashes of bitterness, regret, 
nostalgia , and empathy for flavor. Twenty-five years of identity crisis, with peri
ods of temporary stabilization as we lat ched on to jobs, professions, friends, 
girlfriends, wives, children, projects ... and hung on to some of them, let go of 
others. Still friends with most. -

Important people? A kid with tattoos, Uncle Mo running afoul of the 
law in Paris and New York, thr ee wives, Israeli filmmakers, und ergro und film
makers, poets, musicians, painters, flamenco dancers, two children. Activities? 
Making art films and documentaries, ghostwriting, teaching, surfing the Int ernet, 
flamenco guitar, try in g to make a dollar. What does it all add up to? Well, my 
ten-year-old daughter says she thinks about death every night at about nine 
o'clock, and about why everythi ng exists, and about what nothingness is like. 
But she still loves to sing, and dance, and make up stori es. That seems like the 
right approach. 

Those of us still alive don't know if we've mellowed, or ju st learned to 
pick our fights more carefully. In any case, happy to shake hands with anyone 
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else who's made it thi s far. Greetings to the wro ng Yalies and the right ones 
too-the fat lady hasn't sun g yet. 

ROBERT J. WITTEBORT, JR. 

5555 North Sheridan Road, Apartment 1203, Chicago, IL 60640 
(312) 728-2779 

Remembering Yale: Because I'm a relatively closed, stru ctur ed person, I 
start by remembering buildings: mortar, flagstones, crenellations, Gothic excres
cences, out - of-proportion Georgianics, things that will be warm and steady in 
memory, thin gs which will gree t me should I happen to arrive for the fiftieth 
reuni on; things I grew to know well through the N ew Ha ven wi nters; things I 
inve sted wi th my growing conscio usness of beauty and histo ry, and which con
sequently bear the burden of my educational ecstasies and epiphanies; things, like 
the buildin gs betw een the ho spit al and th e campus, whic h repr esen ted The 
World as I traversed the gulf betw een my room and my jo b ; the first buildin g
Street Hall-and the moment in which I saw it ... and gradually, subtly, inevitably, 
surprisingly, the thoughts edge over to the people inside th e buildings, a major 
shift from mortar to evanescent flesh, to mom ents long gone but so well remem
bered, to others, others-my great est adol escent fear, tho se I once 
avoided-oth ers conque r the memory and dominate the meditation. Th ere was 
a process there, in which I shed shyness and found a voice; a process of proces
sion , of moving from the comfortable, solitary cont emp lation of unresponsive 
bricks to the giddy, electric, unp red ictable conn ection s with others which Yale 
somehow made necessary, inevitable. A rich, painful pro cess full of apprehension 
and promi se, life's first great chan ge. And in embracing my classmates and teach
ers I first found the ambit of my own arms. 

RICHARD B. WOLF 

ro5 Laurel Hill Drive, Starkville, MS 39759 

(601) 323-9649 

After graduating from Yale I planned to join the Peace Corps and save the 
world, but I marri ed a special education teach er from Southern Connecticu t and 
saved myself instead. We hone ymoon ed on the Akan Highway in a VW bus en 
route to teachin gjobs near Fairbanks. Because teachin g eighth graders was too 
much like lion taming, I convin ced my wife to return to the lower forty-eight 
one year later, so I could study English literature at the University of Chicago. 

Wh ile I was com pleting my Ph.D., I was offered a one-y ear instructor
ship at Mi ssissippi State University. Knowing all there was to know about the 
South . (from the movies), I nearly refused. We have lived in Starkville, Mississip
pi , ever since. Thanks to the weak j ob market in English in the sevent ies, 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 numb er of good studen ts. 
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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 impor
tant 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 . 

F. KENNETH WOLPE II_I .. 

929 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10028 

(212) 916 - 8320 

After graduation and a stint in the Army, I came to New York, where I 
have lived all but two years since. I spent those two years in London, where I 
had the good fortune to meet my wife Anne Marie, who jokes that she is one of 
the Eng lish antiques that I brought back to New York : 

My career has mainly been with direct marketing companies. I worked 
at Avon Products for fourteen years and for the last five years have been with a 
private company in the direct mail catalog busfoess. Over the years I ha~e 
worked with companies in Latin America, Europe, _.arid the Far East. One of the 
real pleasures of my career has been getting to kn'o_w the ·different peopl~s in 
these parts of the world. 

I have stayed interested in Yale activities since graduation. I have been 
involved in fund - raising for our class and as a member of the Alumni Fund 
Board. At different times I have been active in the Yale Clubs of New York and 
London. I have found these continuing Yale associations enjoyable and stimulat
ing. 

CHARLES L. WOLTMANN 

5715 Spring Oak Drive, Los Angeles, CA 90068 
(213) 465-4664 

DAVID H. WOOD 

4166 Jara Lane, Cincinnati, OH 45209 
(513) 321-0662 
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JOHN BRADLEY WOOD 

No Address Available 

MICHAEL M. WOOD 

4540 Dexter Street, NW", Washington, DC 20007 

TH ·OMAS H. WOOD, M.D. 

500 Hilltop Drive, Apartment 230, Redding, CA 96003 

DOUGLAS P. WOODLOCK 

52 Turkey Shore Road, Ipswich, MA 01938 

(508) 356-5990 
1502 U.S. Post Office & Courthouse, Boston, MA 02109 

(617) 223-9293 
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I drifted out of New Haven at the beginning of the summer of r969 
more or less as I had drifted through Yale College during the previous four years: 
searching for a good vantage point from which to observe-and perhaps mod 
estly to influence-the pageant of life. T hose four years had provided, through 
an open textured libera l arts education gained in the company of diverse class
mates and faculty, a sense of how broad the available horizons were. The end of 
the summer brought a permanent compass for my drift, when I married Patty 
Powers, who had been throughout co llege and remains today the still point in 
my turning world. The following quarter century has largely been a process of 
working out the deta ils. 

We first went to Chicago, where Patty entered the University's Graduate 
School of Business that fall and I began plying the one pract ical trade I appren 
ticed for at Yale by working as a reporter for the Chicago Sun-Times . Chicago 
was an exceptiona l newspaper town in those days with four major dailies com 
peting direc tly through extended press runs by which the two morning papers 
and the two afternoon papers all went head - to-head each day in the a.m. and 
p.m. rush hours with their respective first and final editions . The city itself was a 
great groaning smorgasbord of reporter delights. In particu lar, the steaming 
scraps of controversy left on the shores of Lake Michigan after the previous sum
mer's Democratic Nat ional Convention-most dramatically laid out in the 
Chicago Seven trial that fall and the following winter in the Federal D istrict 
Court-remained a vivid presence. The first Mayor Richard Daley still stood 
astride the city as a political colossus , incidenta lly elevating the newspaper 
reporter's sense of self-worth by periodica lly inveighing against wha t he called 
the media's "insinuendos." T he ethos of the place was captured by one of my 
colleagues who described Ch icago as "a city without foreplay" where politicians, 
businessmen, dissidents, journa lists, scoundrels and saints skipped preliminaries to 
get down directly to their interest of the moment. 
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The newspaper business is a superb place to begin one's work life 
because it affords a ringside seat to significant events even before you've earned 
the right to be there. And tha t was nowhere more evident than in Chicago 
where no one bothered to obstruct the view with elaborate pretense. Th e ethos 
of the business was captured by one Chicago newspaper publisher who said the 
role of the newspaper is "to raise hell and tell the truth." In a competitive news
paper town the tend ency is to emphasize the former at the expense of the latter. 
For my part, I covered school s and crime and cops and elections and courts and 
spent a term reporting on the Illinoi s General Assembly in Springfield before we 
moved to Washington, D.C., in the summer of 197 1, when Patty graduated and 
went to work with the Board of Governors of the Federal Reserve System and I . 
began reporting from th e Washington Bureau of the Sun- Times. 

My principal beat was the Supreme Court, and coinciden tally I ,enrolled 
in the evening division of the Georgetown Law Center to develop some exper
tise in the area I was covering. It was a transit ional time for the Court; my first 
stories dealt with the nominations of Lewis Powell and William Rehnquist and 
with the redirection their appointments brought to the course of the law. In very 
short order I was struck by the comparative superfic iality of my writ ing about 
legal happenings as a journalist and by the intriguing opportunity to dig deeper 
through an int ensive stud y of the law, in order, as Justice Holmes wrote, "to 
connect your subject with the universe and catch an echo of the infinite, a 
glimpse of its unfathomable process, a hint of the universal law." Mor eover, I 
began to see that the law practiced well held out th e prospect to deal directly 
with and shape-ra th er than merely observe-the vagaries of the human condi
tion. In short, I was seduced by the jealous mistress of the law and halfway 
through law school left journalism to join the staff of the Securities and 
Exchange Commission. 

Working full time and attending law school on one's off hours has a way 
of clarifying the mind. T he most senior of my current colleagues, Bailey Aldrich, 
periodically criticizes "lawyers with an instinct for the capillaries"; getting 
through law .school whi le holding do wn steady employment didn't permit me 
anything but the cultivation of jugular instincts. Th e way in which I obtained 
my basic legal education in Washington both in schoo l and at work provided an 
ideal balance between theoret ical framework and practical application. George
town had a large stud en t body-many of whose members themselves also held 
demanding regular jobs in government and its ancillary activities while pursuing 
their legal education. It also had a broadly based faculty of full-time professors 
and practicing adjun cts drawn to a city whose reason for being is the law in var
ious of its incarnations. It was the perfect institution to channel my drift int o the 
legal profession. 

Over the four years we spent in Washington, however, it became 
increasingly clear to Patty and me that , despite the city's many ent icements and 
charms, we had no interest in settling there. Washington is a company town in 
whic h privacy is hard to achieve because one's relation to and status in the com
pany's activities is readily calculated and calibrated even by comparative strangers . 
As fascinated as we were with what the Washington Post found fit to print each 
morning, we felt that there was more to the life that we aspired to live than 
what was framed by Washington's daily chroniclers . We wanted the same city 
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scale and similar civic vibrancy and sophistication but a richer and more multidi
mensional setting in which to raise a family. We chose Boston, where Patty 
transferr ed to the Federal Reserve Bank and I have been involved with the law 
ever since. 

In moving to Boston I had accepted a clerkship with Jud ge Frank J. 
Murray, of the United States District Court for the District of Massachusetts, and 
completed the transition from avid observer of court activity to engaged partici
pant. The year with Jud ge Murray, who had been a trial judge for thirty years 
when I joined him and is still at eighty-nine my colleague on the District Court 
bench, confirmed the view of the federal judge's job I had developed while cov
ering courts as a reporter. To paraphrase an observation made by Chief Justice 
William How ard Taft at the end of a long and varied career, the work of a fed
eral trial judge subjects a person's character, courage and resourcefulness to a 
daily test against a variety of tasks without equal in public life. The application of 
probity and independence which I observed Jud ge Murray bring to the job that 
year provides my own bench mark for professional aspiration. 

Patty and I bought a house in Hamilton, Massachusetts, about twenty
five miles north of Boston, and ju st as I completed my year with Jud ge Murray 
and began the actual practice of law with Goodwin, Procter & Hoar in October 
1976, our first child, Pamela, was born. We settled into the life of an effective ly 
exurban nuclear family with a home sufficiently far from the city to have rural 
qualities and a sense that our hearth-and not the city's business district-was 
the center of gravi ty. We could, for examp le, cross-coun try ski out the back 
door on nearby agricultural and conservation land; my most vivid memory of 
Pam's first year is her laughter when she and I took a spill in th e snow while I 
was cross-country skiing and she was along for the ride in a Snugli lashed to my 
chest. It was an early example in a cont inu ing pattern of my clumsy protective
ness in an effort to bring us together in activities and of her - and later, her 
brother's similar-b emusemen t at the results of my efforts. From a domestic per
spective, I found tha t my postcollegiate drift had reached a satisfying destination. 

My sense of where satisfaction s could be found in work, however, had 
sharpened, and the tradit ion al business of a large law firm in Boston did not pro
vide the richness that I was looking for from a vocational perspective. The firm 
was just beginning the expo nential growth exper ienced by successful law firms 
in cities throughout the country during the seventies and eight ies. The attendant 
economic incentives did not provide encouragement for a full-blooded trial- as 
opposed to a relatively less sanguine litigation-practice. I sought public service 
outlets for my interests by taking on responsibility in town affairs, serving as 
Chairman of the Zoning Board of Appeals, and I worked as a Special Boston 
City Corporation Counsel assisting in representing the Boston School Commit
tee in finding responsible ways to comply with the remedial phases of the Boston 
School Desegregation Case. But when the oppo rtunity for appoi ntm ent as an 
Assistant United States Attorney in the criminal division of the office came my 
way, I jumped at it. 

Th e great model of the American/lawyer/public servant, Henry L. Stim
son, said th e most fulfilling job he had ever held was that of United States 
Attorney. The mixture of public purpose and advocatory challenge brings conse
quent professional satisfaction difficult to duplicate_in any other position in the 
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practice of law. I found myself in a real full-blooded trial practice involving cas
es of significance and interest shared and supported by a collection of talented 
and committed colleagues. I worked in the public corruption area principally, 
although the chance to try any kind of case would frequently draw me into nar
cotics prosecutions. Th e importance of the mission and my fascination with the 
skills demanded-particul arly actual trial skills-combined to reinforce a tend en
cy I have developed toward long hours at work . 

The ability to work those hours is in large part the consequence of a sat
isfying and supportive family life. That aspect of my life was further enriched 
when our second and youngest child, Benjamin, was born shortly after I joined 
the U.S. Attorney's Office in 1979. We moved that year a bit farther north of 
Boston, to Ipswich, where we continue to live in a rambling shingle-style house 
on the Ipswich River about a mile upstr eam from the ocean. Two years after 
Ben was born, Patty, who had been working part tim e since Pam's birth, made 
the decision to leave the Federal Reserve and the workplace in order to devote 
her tim e to our children and home and to community and church activities. 

After four years in the U.S. Attorney's Office, I-returned to Goodwin, 
Procter & Hoar in 1983. Although I had managed to skip the most tedious years 
of law firm associatedom, the withdrawal from public service and reentry into 
private practice took a psychological toll. Moreover , it .became increasingly clear 
that litigation practice in a large firm, even for a partner with substantial trial 
exper ience, would provide me with insufficient time in court unless I took 
extraordinary measures. Fortunately, my civil practice was varied, dealing with a 
range of securities fraud, first amendment, land use planning and trade regulation 
matters, but it was on the criminal side that I was able to enhance my trial wo rk. 
When the state legislature reorg anized the public defender structure of the state 
courts in 1984, the justices of the state supreme cou,rt appointed me to the over 
sight body, the Committee for Public Counsel ,Services, and my com mitte e 
colleagues in turn elected me the first chairman. The work was as meaningful as 
any a .lawyer could perform because it pr esen ted the challenge of arranging for 
the profession to provide the highest quality legal counsel available in the Mas
sachusetts state courts without respect to a criminal defendant's financial 
circumstances and, th ereby, to assure that the Constitution~! promise of due 
process was fulfilled. In addition to that role in overseeing th e public defender 
program, I took on spec ific case assignments, bringing the resourc es of a large 
law firm to bear in the defense of several indigent persons accused of serious 
crime, including murder. 

I assumed without a significant sense of personal dissatisfaction that the 
remai nder of my work life would invol ve carving out a comfortable, if some
what unusual, niche for myself at the firm, insuring adequate support for pro bona 
activities and the range of work I enjoyed doing. N everthel ess, I had substantial 
reservations about the quality of life in the large law firm setting. The economic 
structure militates against a full rang e of clients or issues; only those clients and 
interests with substantial resource s-and the very lucky few whose special needs 
capture the attention of a firm lawyer concerned with pro bona work-are likely 
to be able to secure represe ntatio n from large firms. Moreover, the large and 
growing firm size which successful law offices inevitably seem to assume imp edes 
a truly collegial setting for the practice of law. The imperatives of efficient divi-
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sion of labor in creasingl y distan ce m em bers of the partner caste not only from 
each other but from the h ands-on research, wri ting, and fact-development tasks 
that I especially enjo yed . 

M y personal concerns abo ut th e actual pr act ice of law in a large firm 
effectively became moot in 1986, how ever, when I was appointed a judge of the 
United States Distri ct Court for th e Di stric t of Ma ssachuset ts. Explaining ho w 
such an appointm ent comes abo ut tends to invol ve th e r eco untin g of int ricate 
and idiosyncratic detail bar ely of in terest eve n to one's family. It is sufficient for 
pr esen t purposes to say that th e stars seemed to be in alignm ent for me when a 
vacancy arose and, despite a singular lack of partisan political involv ement at any 
time in my career, I emerged as the nominee without any particular controversy. 

I now cannot im agine being int ereste d in any other job and am certain 
that I will spend the rest of my work days as a trial judge. It satisfies the inter ests 
that drew me into j ourn alism; as I told a former newspaper colleague, " I used to 
spend time looking for stories, no w people bring their storie s to me." It keeps 
me in the trial courtroo m, the one work place I have found endlessly inte resting. 
It challenges my intellectua l capacities and engages my intere sts with its demands 
for personal resear ch, and writing and for fact-finding and careful synt hetic rea
soning. It provides the opportunity in diverse cases to crystallize th e moral 
sentim ents of the community. 

Life tenure as a jud ge provides an ext raor dinary degree of independence, 
but it carries a cor relative obligation. Th e opportunities for largely imp erceptible 
but no less per vasive arbitrariness or for undetected indol en t sup erfi ciality are 
manifold. Only cont inual self-exami nation and an abidin g sense of disciplined 
duty to leave every one w ho app ears before you w ith the sense-and to satisfy 
yourself - that you have given full and fair consi derat ion to w hat they have to 
say can prevent abuse of the judi cial office. 

Justi ce Souter, in his Supreme Court confirmat ion h earing testimony, put 
his finger on the criti cal issue as a mat ter of substance when talking about th e 
important lessons h e h ad le arned as a trial judg e: " if we are going to be trial 
jud ges, whose rulings w ill affect th e lives of other peopl e and who are goi ng to 
cha nge their lives by w hat we do, we had better use every power of our m1nd 
and our heart s and our beings to get those rulings right." That is not because 
what a judge do es is always or eve n frequen tly earth- shattering bu t because it 
affects tho se tou ched by the jud gme nt profo und ly. In th at sense, the apparent 
fairness of the pro cess and the demeanor of the judge may be even more impor
tant th an th e sub stance of the j ud gment. Cur tis Bok made the point with great 
passion: 

The secre t of a jud ge's work is that ni nety - nin e percent of it is 
with trivial matters, and that non e of them will shake the cosmos 
very much. But they are apt to shake the liti gants grave ly ... for 
gover nm en t touc h es them mor e p ercepti bly in the cour troom 
th an at any other point in their lives ... Show me an impatient 
judge and I w ill call him a pu blic nuisance to his face. Let him be 
quick ifh e must be, but not un concern ed, ever. Worse thanjudi ~ 
cial error is it to mishandle impatiently the sma ll affairs of 
momentarily helpless people, and judges shou ld be impeache d for 
it. 
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In attempting daily to meet the challenge of patiently providing fully informed, 
carefully considered, dispassionate but concerned resolution of the conflicts 
brought my way, I have come to feel painfully how demanding the tests of char 
acter, courage and resourcefulness Taft identified are for the trial judge. 

My traditional judicial work has brought an unanticipated additional avo
cation: architecture. The explosive growth in the business of the federal-and 
for that matter state-courts in the last quarter century has generated a need for 
new court buildings. Intensiv e work on a project for a new Boston federal 
courthouse has become a very substantial part of my responsibilities and fills a 
very large portion of my work week. I have also assumed duties in th is area 
through membership on one of the committees of the Judicial Conference of the 
United States. I have spent a certain amount of time as well traveling around the 
country to conferences and meetings trying to convince those with responsibility 
for planning and designing the large numbers of new courthouses that must be 
built throughout the country over the next twenty years that these buildings 
have great promise to enrich-or alternatively, if poorly done, to devalue-our 
public realm. Perhaps more than any other public bui lding, a courthouse must 
embody our most important civic aspirations and be designed and crafted with 
the highest architectural intentions. Watching the architectural profession rise to 
this occasion has ignited areas of intellectual interest for me that lectures by Vin
cent Scu lly had kindled but which had been neglected as my work life took 
different directions. Quite apart from a revived intellectual interest in our built 
environment, however, I feel a visceral passion about the courthouse as a build 
ing type; it is, after all, the place to which I have continuously and now 
permanently returned as my vantage point from which to watch the pageant of 
life. 

A career on the bench is nevertheless isolating. I have found it necessary 
to avoid certain social relationships and business and civic activities because of 
the professional constraints under which I work. As a consequence, family life, 
long hours attempting to meet the challenges of my job, the enjoyment of 
extracurricular reading and relationships with judicial colleagues, law clerks and 
friends-particularly those from Yale-who have no particular relation to or 
professional interest in my work, have taken on a greater importance. Frankly, 
however, that is a setting of priorities I would find congenia l in any event. 

Yet, although the shape of my future work life now has what I believe 
are definite, if restricted, contours, I recognize that my family life in particular is 
rapidly maturing and about to change dramatically. Fortunately, both my parents 
are alive and lively-as are Patty's. And fortunately, our children have had the 
chance to know all their grandparents well. Yet, they are in their seventies and 
eighties. And Pam is now a senior in high school and Ben is entering eighth 
grade. The past several summers Patty, Pam, Ben and I have travelled extensive
ly together en famille, as our parents had with us when we were in school; in our 
case, it has been to various parts of Europe on a program I have devised to dis
charge a self-imposed responsibility to introduce the children to what I call, to 
the rolling of their eyes, "the wellsprings of Western Civilization." I think-I'm 
not sure they agree-we have several more trips to take together before we have 
touched the major points of my program. Soon, far too soon, however, our chil
dren will necessarily be drifting off in their own directions. My hope is that they 
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will also have the good fortune I have experienced to travel with an educated 
sense of broad horizons, favorable winds, and a steady and loving companion to 
help navigate the way. 

DAVID L. WOODS 

JOJO Ventura Avenue, Albany, CA 94706 
(5rn) 527-3913 

Finished college at University of California Berkeley, during "People's 
Park," trave led in Europe for one-and-a-half years, and then went to graduate 
school in neurosciences at University of California, San Diego, with Professor 
(who transferred from Yale) Bob Galambos . Now back in Berkeley, doing 
research in cognitive neuroscience at a hospital near San Francisco. Adjunct Pro
fessor of Neurology, University of California, Davis. Also run clinical EEG 
laboratories in the East Bay. Married to Michele Scapu la, from Ajaccio, Corsica, 
and Paris. Hopelessly Francophile. One daughter, Vanessa. 

JAMES D. WOOLERY, M.D. 

No Address Available 

JAM ES N . WORCESTER 

No Address Available 

ROBER T N. WORKS 

9 Hawthorne Place, Apartment 16K, Boston, MA 02114 
(617) 227-1298 

HERBERT WRIGHT 

Windhorse Productions, Inc., 157 North La Peer, Suite E, Beverly Hills, CA 90211 
(3ro) 858-0288 · 

JAMES R. WRIGHT,JR. 

1600 Redstone, Clinton, OK 73601 
(405) 323-0539 (res.) 
(405) 323-4352 (ofc.) 

After graduation I returned to Oklahoma to attend law school and have 
been practicing law in my hometown for the past fifteen years . I am happily 
married to a local girl and have two bright, beautiful daughters, ages twe lve and 
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eight. We've been through boom and bust here in the Anadarko Basin of West
ern Oklahoma (remember Penn Square Bank?) and somehow hav e survived, 
although I'm still trying to chew up and swallow some of what I bit off ten years 
ago. I have a wonderful family, rewarding work, fond memories of Mother Yale 
and my friends there, a good old pointer, an almost new Browning shotgun and 
access to thousands of acres of the best quail hunting in the world. What more is 
there? 

ROBERT B. YAHN, JR. 

12 Grove Street, Natick, MA 01760 

(508) 653-0675 

MICHAEL TA-HO YAHNG 

43 Brettwood Road, Belmont, MA 02178 

(617) 484-6105 

Married; one child (son, six years old). Have been working for the same 
company since 1975. I've lived in London (1978-80) and am now moving out to 
Hong Kong to develop Bank of Boston's China strategy. Although I have been 
living in the States most of my life, I am Chinese and was born in Mainland 
China and therefore am very excited about living in Asia- returning to my eth
nic roots so to speak. I am sad to be growing older. Staying in shape gets tougher 
and tougher and the knees aren't helping. Howev er, I am very positive about life 
in general and marvel at the changes in the last de.cade. Children growing up 
today have a wonderful time and a tremendous future : • 

JOHN A. YARMUTH 

5008 Nitta Yuma Drive, Harrods Creek, KY 40027 

My moon is in Leo, as is my heart. LEO is the Louisville Eccentric Obse,v
er, the weekly, alternative newspaper which I founded in 1990 and which I edit. 
It currently is the third largest (circulation-wise) general audience publication in 
Kentucky. We've won awards from the Society of Professionaljournali sts- I've 
won for column writing and editorials-and the Writers Foundation of America. 

My heart is also still on the golf course; I'm on the Golf Digest national 
course rating pan el, and The Yale Golf Course is still in my Top IO . I look for
ward to defending my victory in our twentieth reunion tournament. I still regret 
there were no women to enliven our Yale experience, but no more than I did 
our sorry performance in last year's Princ eton game. It was my son's first expo
sure to Bulldog football, which he deem ed more like "Poodle-ball." Don't 
·worry, though, he'll never : be a Tiger. One dream I maintain is coming back to 
Yale as an und ergra duate and finally taking advantage of all the resources I 
ignored twenty-five years ago. That would be the perfect way to retire-in 
maybe another twenty-Jive years. 
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Meanwhile back at the ranch, Cathy (my wife of eleven years going on 
twelve) and Aaron (ten years old in October 1993) are doing fine in Derby city 
(I've been to twenty-nine straight as of press time), with two dogs, two cats, and 
one python named Puzzle (sorry Noah). 

TONY YASINAC 

4124 Wilson Lane, Concord, CA 94521 
(510) 675-7384 

TIMOTHY TITUS YATES 

II5 Beverly Road, Rye, NY 10580 
(914) 92I-I2IO 

ROGER HUNG TUAN YEE 

222 Burns Street, Forest Hills, NY I I 3 7 5 

(718) 544-0939 
Contract Design Magazine, 1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036 

You don't have to be crazy to stand on the subway platform at 42d Street 
in Times Square, New York City, at ro:oo p.m. on a Friday night, waiting .for an 
E train to go home from work-but it helps. As I jot these notes, a group _ of 
smartly attired and obviously merry theatergoers (midd le-aged as I am, I note 
with some hesitation) is descending to the platform from a stairway on my right. 
A scruffy looking, pungent and possibly homeless individual on my left is 
attempting to extract small change from a leather-jacketed, mini - skirted young 
woman so engrossed in her Walkman (earphones visible beneath a baseball cap 
worn backwards) that she is oblivious to him. Behind me, a group of'Transit 
Authority workers are scrubbing down the platform with soap suds, brooms, 
hoses, and loud bantering. If I care to look straight ahead, there are some dis
mayingly large and fearless Norway rats cavorting on the trash-filled tracks. IfI 
don't care to look, I can review my itin erary for a business trip that will take me 
thousands of miles from these tracks in a few days. 

I don't know if this tableau vivant accurately sum s up the years betvV"een 
graduat in g from Yale as a member of the Class of 1969 and being part of th e 
U.S. work force in 1993, the eve of our Twenty-fifth Reunion. It certainly 
reminds me of the delicate balance that has persisted in the world I'v e known 
since graduation. On the one hand, I've enjoyed interesting and rewarding work 
as an architect, real estate marketer, and journalist, for which I have been com 
pensated by a decent way of life blessed with a lovely fami ly, including wife , son 
and daughter, and good friends. On the other hand, I can't help seeing poverty, 
misery, and social disorder gnaw ing away at my fellow _citizens and ultimately 
everything else I hold dear. 

What to do? I wish I knew. Howev er, giving in to despair can't be the 
answer. Clinging to a faith in humanity, abstract, idealistic and difficult as this 
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may be, at least forces us to reason. Can we, the citizens of perhaps the most for
tunate nation on earth, discover ways to h elp the less fortunate to h elp 
themselves here and abroad? Can we, keeper of the mightiest global armed 
forces, invent effective ways for humanity to coexist peacefully? Can we, chief 
consumer of the world's resources, devise better strategies to live generously yet 
peac efully with our precious planet? For giving me the confidence, again and 
again, to keep asking questions like this, thank you Yale-the faculty, fellow stu
dents, and staff who made the search for truth an honorable if not always 
conclusive endeavo r. 

Not knowing where the majority of my classmates find themselves today, 
I can only wish you all well. If you wish to communicate your views on where 
the world is going as you see it, I can currently be reached as the editor 9f a pro
fessiona] journal for architects, where I try to encourage my colleagues to find 
their greatest inspiration among the individuals , communities and societies they 
serve. 

W.ATOMYEE 

1154 Willow Glen Way, Sanjose, CA 95125 

I teach chemistry at Santa Clara University. My wife Amy, a lawyer, and 
I have two darling little ones: Abigail and David , now three-and-a-half years old 
and three months old, respectively. 

After college graduation I went to chemistry graduate school in Califor
nia and hop ed to persuade my local draft board in New Mexico that such 
activity deserved a deferment. Alas, they didn't see it my way, and th en I got the 
unlucky numb er "62" in th e great lottery of 1969. A letter. from The President 
came the following spring. 

Aha! Good thing I went to Sunday School as a kid growing up in Albu
querque. Good thing, too, that the president of the local draft board in 
Albuquerque went to the same church. I believe I receive d one of the few Con
scientiou s Objector classifications in the state of New Mexico based on strict 
religious training and belief (this all happ ened before the 1970 U.S . Supreme 
Court decision). 

My two yea rs of Alternate Civilian Service were spent in Bo ston at 
Tufts/New England Medical Center in a bioch emistry lab. It was a good experi
ence for me to get away from school and provided countless opportunities for 
per sonal growth . I'm a believer in thin gs turning out for the better. 

So I went back to California and started graduate school over again in . 
1972. The next ten years seem like a blur to me now. I remember rriany, many 
days on the tenni s courts and many, many night s working in the chem istry lab. 
My first real job started in 1977 at the State University of N ew York, College at 
Purchase. Innovative education in upsca le Westchester County. It was a good 
time to be in this business, and for two years I thought I was in heaven. Then 
the State of New York had some finan cial prob lems, and the rest of the story is 
not happy. I returned to California for a change of scene, resigned my faculty 
position in New York, and got this job at Santa Clara. 

Amy and I met in the fall of 1982. I am unbelievably fortunate to have 
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met and married her. From the moment she explained to me that judges decide 
issues of law and juries decide issues of fact, I knew we wou ld get along rea l 
well. We did a lot together before the kids came. Now we don't get around so 
much anymore. That's okay. We are very happy to be who we are and where 
we are. 

BRYANT YOUNG 

39 Gramercy Park, Apartment 2E, New York, NY rooro 
(212) 460-9341 

ROBERT J. YUDELL 

29755 Harvester Road, Malibu, CA 90265 
(3 ro) 450- 1400 (ofc.) 

The years since graduation have focused around an always challenging, 
somet im es harrying, commitment to architecture, urban design and teaching. I 
have been fortunate to have collaborated intensively for the last seventeen years 
with my partners in the firm of Moore Ruble Yud ell Architects and Planners. 
We've had the opportunity to work on a broad range of cha llenges from resi
dential to educationa l, cultural, mixed-use commercial, and urban design 
projects. 

In recent years we've worked increasingly on projects of the scale of 
campus planning and urban design. Work in Europe and Asia has allowed us to 
explore the issues of subsidized social housing as it relates to urban planning. The 
opportunity to grapple with the overlapping cultural, social, economic, political 
and environmentai issues has been fascinating. Throughout the years, we've tak
en much pleasure in co llaborating ,to create places that celebrate dwelling in a 
comp lex culture and world. Last year, the firm was named "Firm of the Year" 
by the Californ ia Counci l of American Institute of Architects. 

Teaching has been a parallel path since graduation from the Yale School 
of Architecture in 1972. From 1972 to 1976 I had the delight of teaching at Yale 
with Charles Moore and Kent Bloomer. Since moving to Los Angeles in 1976 I 
have taught at University of California at Los Angeles School of Architecture 
and Urban Planning, where I am currently an Adjunct Professor. Much of the 
commitment I have for architecture can be traced to the example and inspiration 
of some of the great teachers at Yale, from Vincent Scu lly's passionate concern 
for humanism and urbanism to Charles Moore and Kent Bloomer's animated 
and humane engagement in the world of ideas and the pleasures of habitation. 

I have been fortunate that the pleasures of my professional life have been 
almost seamlessly interwoven with my personal life. My wife, Tina Bebee (Yale 
M.F.A. Graphic Design), is a designer who has collaborated closely with our 
office on many projects. She has evolved through several phases of interest from 
graphic design to current work on color and materia ls in buildings, and more 
recently garden design. Her talent and sensitivity in these areas have been critical 
to the fulfillment of many of our projects. 
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. Whil e the world seems more complex than it did some twenty-five years 
ago and th e challenges facing us as a cultu re and specifica lly as archit ec ts and 
urban design professionals feel more daunting every year, we feel fortunate, 
ind eed, to have the opportunity to stru ggle with these issues. We maintain the 
hope that the places w e make and the cit ies we help shap e as architects con 
tribute to our sense of ourselv es as indi viduals and as a society . 

FRED N. ZACKON 

7 T homas Street, Saugus, MA 01906 

(617) 23 r-1675 

My wife and I live happily just north of Boston, my hom e region since 
1970. Susan is a nur sing dir ector in a large suburb an hospital. I, for many years 
now, have track ed an unusual career in add iction rehabilitation. Most of my 
wor k is w riting for the field, consultin g for and in developing cou ntri es throu gh 
U.N. agencies, and creatin g recovery materials for addicts and prison inmates. 
R ecently my path has led to scripting and producing videos as tool s for rehabili
tation and personal growth. Th us I comp ose and create and pursue even now 
that which old friends may associate with recollections of fevered young Fred. 

RICHARD LEE ZAHN 

317 42d Street, NW, Oklahoma City, OK 73 118 

(405) 524-0900 

··· .·.:· 

RICHARD W. ZALAR,JR.., M .D. 

7102 Cres t Road West, Ran cho Palo s Verdas, CA 90274 

(3 IO) 373-0900 

ALAN L. ZAUR, M.D . 

R.R. I , Box 1236, Montpelier, VT 05602 

(802) 223-4176 

WALTER D. ZIMPFER 

P.O. Box 142, Cha ttahoochee, FL 32324 

(904) 663-47 63 
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LOCALITY 

ALABAMA Claremont Lovett,M.A. 
Birmingham Larkin,R .R. May,S. 

Rogers,E.M. Concord Peck ,C.S . 
Montgomery Yasinac,T. Rose,W.B. 

Th ompson,M. H . Corona de! Mar Stallcup,M .R. 
UnterspanJ .H. Buck,C.H . Woltmann,C.L. 

Culver City Malibu 
ALASKA Mullen,S. H . Yudell,RJ. 
Anchorage Danville Manh attan Beach 

Barrier,R.P. Jord e,T.M . Burns,G.W . 
Bundy,D.H. El Cerrito HallettJ .M. 
Peach,D .E. Mueller,M.E. Hoke,W.N. 

Stebbins Encino Taylor,B. 
Ferris,R.D. Brush,R. L. Menlo Park 

Fairfax Adams,F.W. 
ARIZONA SpellerbergJ .E. Bynack,V. 
Phoenix Fort Jones Haile,L.E . 

Johnston ,L. T. Pace,F. Kuekes,PJ. 
Sedona Fresno Miller,T.C. 

Berrningham, T.S. Dahl,W.A. Mill Valley 
Tu cson Green Valley Livak,A .J. 

Orum,T.V. Mosko,S.L. Reed, L.W. 
Prosnitz,E.H. Half Moon Bay Monterey 
Struse,R.M. Berglund,G.D. Benjamin,D.J . 

Hillsborough Moraga 
ARKANSAS Cummings,W .J. Landers,T.A. 
Little Rock Friedman J .P. Morro Bay 

Gates,D.A. Hunti ngton Beach WheelwrightJ . 
Segal,G.P. Mountain View 

CALIFORNIA Irvine Voorhies,D .A. 
Agoura Pra cher ,M .J. Oakl and 

Dunn ,M.C. Kensingto n Ford,R.E. 
Albany Plishner,M.J. Gascoigne,G.B. 

Woods,D.L. La Canada Flintridge GeeJ.K. 
Altadena Strong,G.G. Minehart,D .L. 

FuchsJ.H. La Crescenta Nash,E .B. 
Arcadia Goldman,K.H. Roe,D. 

Thau,C.W. Larkspur R ubin,P.H. 
Atherton Scranton,W.W. WardJ.S . 

FisherJ .A. Los Altos Olivenhain 
Belvedere-Tiburon Bressack,M .A. Putnam,N . 

Booth,G .K. Los Angeles Pacific Palisades 
Berkeley Burkett,F. Berg,L.M. 

Dering,R.F. CobertJ.M. Glenn,G.L. 
Everett,T.H. Craft,T.E. Robinson,S .E. 
Gibn ey,R.L. Durham,A. P. Palo Alto 
Moor e,P. Franklin,M.E. HudakJ .B. 

Beverly Hills GaryJ.S.D. Kern,I.J. 
Goldman,D .R. Garzilli,R.J. Sacerdoti,E.D. 
Senechal,R.A. Geller,M.M. Swanson,R. 
Weisman,S. Hanson,L.R . Pasadena 
White, A.M. Hill,L.F. LantzJ.D. 
W inthropJ . Horton J. P. Shectman,S .A. 
Wright,H. Knight,K.H. Tan,A.P. 

Korshak,S .R. 
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Taylor,M.M. Bould er Farmington 
Weigandt,D .R. Boles,A.E. Kemmler,E .L. 

Rancho Palos Verdes Cowles,M. VolkJ .P. 
Zalar,R.W. Hoffinan,C.C. Glastonbury 

R edding Schonbrun,M.K. Beach,R.E. 
Wood,T.H. Shorter,F.C. Holahan,S.C. 

Riv erside Colorado Springs Greenwich 
Pond ,M.S. Palmer,B. Finkbeiner,M. W. 

Sacramento Denver London,F.S. 
Lebov,R.M. Engle,C.P. MillsJ.Q. 

San Di ego Heller,N.F. Nitkin,B . 
Benes,R.H. KastendieckJ.G. RosenblumJ .B. 
Moore,T.R. Durango Shields,D.R. 
Rubottom,A.E. Burr ,P.H. Spangenberg,K.A. 

San Francisco Englewood Guilford 
Alexander,R.C. Garvin,P.R. Kosinski,R.P. 
Choy,P.M.C. Golden SchnittJ.M. 
Hume,G.H . Gans,N . Hadlyme 
Mitch ell,E.F. Gans,P.C. Godley,R.M. 
Russell-Shapiro,W. Littleton Hamden 

San Jose Brezina,D.W. Devoe,K.S. 
Anderson,C .L. Louisville Kaplan,R.W. 
Harlow,M. Snow,T.P. Wickwire,W.B. 
Yee,W.A. Monument Hartford 

San Luis Obispo Kemp ,C J. Gerety,T.R. 
Segal,A.l. Mannis,D .A. 

San Marino CONNECTICUT Lyme 
Suttle,F.A. Bethany Platt,F.J. 

Santa Margarita Brinsmad e,D .S. Madison 
Severtson,P.H. Bethel CorwinJ.P. 

Santa Monic a JordanJ.-P. Healey,P.T. 
Gorelik,G.M . Branford Manchester 
Kennon,R.H. Hall,W.D. Kaplan,N .R. 
Lorell,M .A. Ullman,P.W. : ...... Merid en 
McKeown,K.F. . Bristol Bernblum,B. J . 

. 
. .. ·.,. 

Medved,M. Cosgrove, T. F. Groome,D .J. 
Sausalito Brooklyn Sokolowski ,R.J. 

SacconeJ .M. Leonard,D.C. Middlebury 
Sunnyvale Centerbrook Sherer,F.A. 

MontermosoJ.P. Wilkinson,S .L. Milford 
Tiburon Cheshire Russell,H .W. 

Butt erfield,W . G. Ibsen,B.P. New Canaan 
Topanga Collinsville Hobbs,G.W. 

Olsen,D. Godfrey,N.V. Livingston,R.H.B. 
Valley Village Cromwell McC aughey,T.K. 

Kleber,M.B. Rennie,E.A. Price,H.D. 
Vandenberg Village Darien N ew Haven 

Boyle,E .R. Collins,A. Blasini,P.B. 
Walnut Creek Igoe,T.J. Gutas,D. 

Treffers,R .R. Tankoos ,W.G. Madden,B.P. 
West Los Angeles Durham Milstone ,A.D. 

Klein,M.S . Mills,R.E. Moor e,D.C. 
Woodland Hills Easton Netter,R.A. · 

Vestewig,R,E. Kachele,A .R . Priest, G .L. 
Fairfield Steffenburg J .A. 

COLORADO Chase,D. Van Dyke,T. 
Aspen Peterson ,M.J. New London 

Thomas,G.N. Srnith,A .G. McGuireJ.C. 
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New Milford BayJ.G . Stassun,P.G. 
Montfort,P .P. Bennett,P.S. Swing,B.V. 

North Haven Berkower,I.J. Naples 
Galligan.DJ . Bre itman,R.D. Collier,M.C. 
Pitts,V.J. Brown,E .V. Orange Park 

Norwalk Chopivsky,G. ArmstrongJ .S. 
Bittner,SJ. Colton,D.J. Palm Beach Gardens 

Old Greenwich Fox,P.J. Valeche,H.R. 
Lannamann,R.S. Goldberg,F. T. Panama City 

Ridgefield Henrich, R .E. Tucker,D.M. 
AuerbachJ .S. Jacobson,D .W . Quincy 

Rowayton KeelingJ.M. Th ompson J.B. 
Bruns,R.D . Lawson,Q.A. Tallahassee 

Sharon Malamud,P. Smernoff,M .S. 
Hengen,R.L. Niedermayer,R. I. Wilson,M.K. 

Somers Parker, T.R. Tampa 
GittzusJ.G. Penny,G.W. Lee,W .S. 
Waldman,W.J . Pfeifer,M. G. Nesbit,V.J. 

Southbury Popper,A.J. Tequesta 
Weinstein ,B. W. Rice,W.S. Click,D.F. 

Southport Rodgers,P .H. Wint er Haven 
Hood,T.R. Schneebaum,S.M . Grew J .H. 

Stamford Schreiber, G .A. 
Rodriguez,P. SchweitzerJ J. GEO R GIA 
Sprole,F.J. Smith,L.S. Ath ens 

Washington D epot Sussman,R.M. Porter J.W. 
Buccello,T.J. Waldrop,N.A. Atlanta 

West Hartford Wechsler,A .R. Field,P.C. 
Frazzini,S.F. Wood,M.M. Haworth,S.A. 
Harris,P. Martin ,D .H. 
OleyerJ.M. FLORIDA Owens ,W.G. 
Smith,T. L. Altamonte Spring RubrightJ.A. 

West Haven Ahlm,E .C. TolmachJ .M. 
Sacco,W.K. Anna Maria Island Wallace,L.A. 

Weston AthertonJ . WingardJ.R. 
DaRif,D.P. Chattahoochee Decatur 
Mathies ,D .J. Zimpfer,W.D. Bagriansky J. 

Westport Coral Gables Ellijay 
SeymourJ.D. Knight,W.L. WalkerJ.E. 

Wilton De Land Marietta 
MinorJ.V. Carr,R.V. Krochalis,W .J. 
Smith,R.K. Fort Lauderdale Norcross 
Wheeler,R .C. Cromer,A.H. Weinraub,W .C .L. 

Woodbridg e Petrie,C.D. Savannah 
SuttleJ.L. Gainesville Mund ell,L.C. 

Motowidlo,S.J. 
DELAWARE Hollywood HAWAII 
Mont chanin Weiss,L.A. Haiku 

Austin,R. G .J. Jacksonville WaxmanJ .D . 
Wilmington Mur ray,D.T. Honolulu 

Morris,C.M. Jupiter Allen,R.W. 
Eisenhauer,R.G . Garvey,S.P. 

DISTRICT OF Longwood King,S.P. 
COLUMBIA Pollack,R.W . Ri chardson,A.B . 
Washington Miami Kailua 

Allen,F.W. Collier,E.M. Des Jarlais,D.c ·. 
Armstrong ,R.S. Greenberg,B.N . Lahaina 
Ashburn, F.S. James,C. L. H erringtonj. 
Ilartlett,E . 



Waimanalo 
Shaw,D. 

ID AHO 
Boise 

Kaiser,A.F. 

ILLINO IS 
Barrington 

Hoban,R.G. 
Chicago 

Anderson,G.A. 
Busch,D .A. 
MauckJ.W. 
Shull,P.W. 
Stretch,D .L. 
Weber,T.G . 
Wittebort,R.J. 

Deerfield 
Mylenbusch,D.J. 

Elk Grove Village 
Obalil,W.D. 

Evanston 
DarrowJ.S. 
Gritton,S .A. 

Glencoe 
J oseph,D .R. 
RosenbloomJ .B. 

Glenview 
Humm el,M.W . 

Highland Park 
Brown,T.H . 
Levin,R .E. 

Hin sdale 
CytronJ.M. 
Richards,L. 

Homewood 
Baum,M.H. 

Kenilworth 
GoulkaJ.E. 

Lake Forest 
Cherry,P.B. 
Magnus,R.W. 

Libertyville 
Morson,G.S. 

Macomb 
Stiffler,E.M. 

Northfield 
Stewart,C.K. 

Oak Park 
Herseth,S.S. 
Light,T.R. 

Park Ridge 
Funkhouser,W.P. 

Peoria 
Sutton,S.A. 

South Elgin 
Seale,G .A.H. 
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Springfield Brun swick 
Huffinan,D.G. Storey,P.B. 
Lam,W . Falmouth 

Wheaton Donald,A.J. 
Mattas,R.F. Gray 

Wilmette Gates,T.H.M. 
Cassel,D.W. Poland ·spring 
FlynnJ.H. Fortier,R .E. 

Winnetka Portland 
Funke,R.A . CalderbankJ .B. 
Laughlin,P.M. Coit,D.M. 

O'LearyJ.J. 
INDIANA Southwest Harbor 
Blooming ton Srnith,M.E. 

Bull,B.L. Veazie 
South Bend Kurland,A.M . 

Ameriks,K. Woolwich 
McC artyJ.S. 

IOWA 
Cedar Rapids MARYLAND 

SeiterJ.V. Ashton 
Fairfield Myers,B.T. 

Katz,D.E . Baltimore 
Iowa City Caltrider,W .R. 

Powers,T.J . Hutcheon ,D .F. 
Le Mars Roberts,W.H . 

Dull,R.J. Stiles,H.M. 
Tufaro,D.F. 

KANS A S Bethesda 
Olathe Austin,H.A. 

Lafex,A.E. Bowie 
Otto ,R .A.F. 

KENTUCKY Chestertown 
Harrods Creek Watson,P. 

YarmuthJ.A. Cheverly" 
Lexington Ahearn,C.D. 

Jones ,D.C. Chevy Chase 
Louisville Hundt,R. 

Brubaker,B.E. John son,D.C. 
DavisJ.J. Lawler,G .E. 
Williams,R. G. Schatzkin,A .G. 

Simon,W.D . 
LOUISIANA College Park 
Covington Vujnovich,G.G. 

Derbes,M.J. Damascus 
New Orleans Vorkink,A.N. 

AmossJ. Ellicott City 
Howard,S.P . But cher,P.D. 
Koerber,P.L. Germantown 
Rievesch lJ .L. McEwan,T.E. 

Kensington 
MAINE Fletcher,W.W. 
Athens Pasadena 

Sims,D.E. Dodge,D.A. 
Augusta Rockville 

ParksJ.M. Billard,B.D. 
Bangor R ando lph,R.H . 

Lewis,D.M. 
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Silver Spring Dover Wakefield 
Buas,M. Bump,M.M. Blake,M.J. 
Roe,R.L. Robinson,T.N . Wayland 

Essex Culver,E.H. 
MASSACHUSETTS Beal,T.R. Goldman,L. 
Amherst Gloucester Wellesley Hills 

Griffiths,F. T. Bell,D.C. CrockettJ.C. 
Andover Hanover Wellesley 

Sedgwick,R.P. HodgdonJ .R. Bloch,T.P. 
Arlington Hingham Raish,D .L. 

Rivest,R.L. Carey,T.C. West Newton 
Auburndale Hyannis Lazarus,C.B. 

Henderson,W.S. Clark,T.M . West Roxbury 
Bedford Ipswich Seltzer,R. 

Picton,T. Woodlock,D.P . Westborough 
Belchertown Jamaica Plain Morgan,T.C. 

Hurwitz.A. GrahamJ.T. Westfield 
Belmont Landsmark,T.C. KalterJ.O. 

Fauth,G.R. Lexington Weston 
Moore,M.H. Floyd,H.C. Dowling,B.J. 
Yahng,M.T.-H. Forsdick,H.C. Westwood 

Boston Goldsrn.ithJ.P. Herstin,S.W. 
Boln.ick,B .R. Lincoln Winchester 
DennerJ.A. Winship,L.P. Feigenbaum,D .L. 
Dunwell,S.W. Milton Gallery,W.O. 
Friend,D. Arras,R.E. 
Park,W.W. BanderobJ. MICHIGAN 
Rosenberg,P.A. Natick Ann Arbor 
Tedlow,R.S. BesanconJ .R. Bern.is,S.T. 
Wakefield,R.C. Yahn,R.B. Craig,D .L. 
Works,R.N. Newton Center Danly,R.L. 

Brookline Bookbinder,S.M. East Lansing 
FisherJ.H. Newton Highlands Spata,P. 
Henry,P.W. Kelly,S.F. Grosse Pointe Farms 
Hoffinan,T.G. Newton Platt,R.B. 
Livingston,F. C. Bernstein,K.A. K,entwood 
Loewenberg,S.M. RosenbaumJ.F. Haines,P.C. 
Loveday,K.S . Northampton 

Cambridge Paquin,G.A. MINNESOTA 
Amershadian,P.K. Northfield Grand Marais 
Drost,R.W. Lussen,R.E. Wh ite,G.T. 
GreenJ.B. Norwood Mankato 
Nilsson,C.M. Cantarow,W.D. PetersonJ .L. 
Soifer,A. Reading Minneapolis 
Weiskel,T.C. Brown,K.S. Bachman,L.W. 
Wheeler,L.B. Saugus Dayton,M,B. 

Carlisle Zackon,F.N. Mazo,B.A. 
Peterson,R.K. Sharon Morris,F.W. 

Charlestown Gleason,D.D. Penrod,S. 
Greenfield, G .K. Sherborn Sidenberg,R . 

Chestnut Hill KiddJ.T. Plymouth 
Aronson,F.D. Siasconset Brewster, C. C. 
O'LearyJ.G. Johnson,E.Y. Shoreview 

Cohasset Somerville Chu,G.S.T. 
Anderson,MJ. McCorrn.ickJ.C. St. Louis Park 
Wiener,S.R. Swampscott Griggs,R.W. 

Dedham Pritchard,D .R. St. Paul 
Chamberlin,W.L. Waban Casagrande,L.B. 

Slavin,H.L. Schampel,G.C. 
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Stillwater 
Baker,L.A . 

Wayzata 
Call,W.H. 

MISSISS IPPI 
Jackson 

N ippesJ. S. 
Starkville 

Wolf,R .B. 

MISSOURI 
Clayton 

Hopper,S . 
Kansas City 

Gates,L.M. 
St. Louis 

GazzoliJ.J. 
Mackey J .E. 
Mohrman,H .J. 

MONTANA 
Mc Leod 

McNam ee ,T. 

NEVADA 
Las Vegas 

Straff,R.J. 
Reno 

Marting,W.A. 

NEW HAMPSHIRE 
Bedford 

Webe r J .M. 
Bradford 

Cooley,W.C. 
Cornis h 

Teague,G.B. 
H ancock 

Cunningha m ,S. 
H anover 

Santulli,R.B. 
Keen e 

MacQu eenJ.P. · 
Lancaster 

Van der Laan,P.H. 
Londonderry 

Herrington,L.R. 
Nashua 

Budnitz,A .L. 
N ew London 

Sheerr,C.J. 
Windham 

Carignan ,C.J. 

NEW JERSEY 
Atlantic Highlands 

H enning,W.P. 

Boonton Township 
Sabloff,M.J. 

Chat ham Township 
Kreider,L.E. 

Chatham 
Genne t,P.R. 

Collingswood 
McDevi tJ. C. 

Englewood 
StarrJ.W. 

Glenridge 
Mimms,C.W. 

Hackensack 
Plyer,B.A . 

Hillsdale 
GoldenJ.F. 

Ledgewood 
WhiteJ.M. 

Madison 
Lozier,P.F. 

Middletown 
Huttn er,R .M. 

Newar k 
Newhou se,M.W. 

Old Tappan 
Shevlin,R .J. 

Princeton 
Mischn er,K.R. 

Ridgewood 
McAuliffe,P.S . 

Somers Poin t 
Miller,M.F. 

Summit 
Lenck,E.E. 
Newhouse,S.F. 
Smith ,D. G. 

West Orange 
Kra,E.E. 

Williamstown 
Wilson,N .L. 

NEW MEXICO 
Carlsbad 

Flanagan,M. 0 . 
Las Cruces 

Hoffmeister,M . 

NEW YORK 
Albany 

McNamee,G.C. 
Bedford 

Babcock J.B . 
Bronx 

Volpe,B.T. 
Brooklyn 

Cohen,M.S. 
Haile,R.C. 
Johnson,T.R. 
Pollo ckJ .A. 

SalakJ. 
Seay J .P. 
Wh elan,R . 

Buffalo 
BiltekoffJ .R. 
RicottaJ .J. 

Chappaq ua 
Newman,S.D. 

Clifton Park 
Petitjean,R.A. 
Riehle,R.A. 

Clinton 
Payne,H.C. 

Croton-on -Hu dson 
Friedlander ,D. 

Forest Hills 
Yee,R.H.T. 

Fredonia 
Petre ,C .J. 

Hastings-on-Hudson 
Simonides,Y. M. 

Ho neoye Falls 
Schiffer,R.B. 

Huntington 
Davis,K.L. 

Irvington 
Coddington, P.D. 

Ithaca 
CisneJ. 
Ho uston,P.L. 
Osgood ,R.K. 

Kew Gardens 
Warner,A .M. 

Larchmont 
Wexler,M.P. 

Mamaroneck 
CastelliJ.D . 

Mount Kisco 
McClave,W. 

Nassau 
Carnes,S .Y 

New Rochelle 
Gennis,P.R. 

New York 
Alderman J .A. 
Barzelay,D .E. 
BeineckeJ.B . 
BellJ.R. 
Benson, T.G. 
Billick,S.B . 
BroachJ.R. 
Can tor ,R .L. 
Cohen,D. 
ComptonJ .L. 
Darst,D.M. 
Dixon,S.C. 
Dobbs,F.A . 
Ebersol,D. 
Emmons, T.K. 
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Farren,R .L. Rensselaer Durham 
Fliakos,A.D. Fasoldt,P .L. Jacobi,P.D. 
Freebairn,T.G. Rhinebeck Schmec hel,D .E. 
Goldston,A .M. Dahle n,D.J. Steere J.M. 
Harris,T. Riverdale Greensboro 
Herbert,S .E. Re snicow,N .J. Hobgood,H.L. 
Hiles,H.C. Rye Greenville 
HoffmanJ. High,R.D. Dauer,S.J. 
Hu ntington,D.U. Yates,T.T. High Point 
Johnson,D. H . Sag Harbor Idol,D.H . 
Jor alemon ,P.D. Browne,G.J. New Bern 
Ketner,S. Scarborough McQuadeJ .F. 
Klebanoff.A. Bouscaren,M.F. Raleigh 
Konselman,L.M. Scarsdale Pressel,D.C. 
Lamm,R.P. Berk eley,A.S. Upton,H.T. 
Linden,E . Beslow,W.S. Statesville 
Lutin,G .M. Macko ff,W.A. Pitt,W.B. 
Melamed,M .A. Prussin,H.A. Winston-Salem 
Mew,C.M. Stern J . Brown,M .M. 
MeyerJ.P. Schenectady WillinghamJ .W. 
Newman,H .H. Eddy,F.S. 
Newman,W.A. Slingerlands OHIO 
Ousl eyJ.D. Waldman J.B. Centerville 
Penner,R. Somers Williams,P. C. 
Pit ts,T.E. Lawrence, L.G. Cincinnati 
Rahtz ,R .A. Popp,L.F. Collins,R .L. 
Reed,T.J. Southam pton Hensgen,H. T. 
Rosen,D .B. Panebi anco,R.J. OrrJ.P. 
RosenJ.A. St. James Quinn,T.J. 
Rubinovitz,M.S. GageJ.S.M. Williams,R.A. 
Schmidt,R.C. Sunnyside Wood,D.H. 
Schnier,A.M . Doob,N.E. Cleveland 
Schwarzman,S .A. Syracuse Hawke s,R.H. 
SilverJ. L.F. H eifetz,L.J. Kuhbach ,R. G. 
SleeperJ . Utica Nor ton J .H. 
Utley ,F.B. Evans,W.B. Turnell,R .L. 
von Tiirk,P. Woodmere Co lumbus 
Welles,A. Spatt,H .S. Cooperman,M . 
Wilson,W. H . Yonkers Ellis,S.P. 
Wise,H.H. Foster ,C.C. Medina 
Withers,R.S. Yorktown Heights Mayer,D.J. 
Wolfe ,F.K. Palmer,S.L. Mentor 
Young,B. Nelson ,S.M. 

Nyack NORTH CAROLINA North Olmsted 
Johnson,G . Bahama Gallagher,F.P. 

Old Chat ham Krynicki,V .E. Oxford 
Briney,T.P. Boone Seiver,D .A. 

Orchard Park Van Devender,R.W. Rocky River 
H inkle,W.B. Chapel Hill Priebe,P.P. 

Ossining LemastersJ .J. Shaker Heights 
Chakravarty,S.N. Ozer,H. Willis,W.G. 

Pittsford Perault,P. Z. 
Bordley,D.R. Charlotte OKLAHOMA 
Froehlich,E.C. Jem1an,H .B. Clinton 

Port Chester McLanahan,C.S. WrightJ.R. 
Alper,W.A. Rast, T.E. Dura nt 

Pound Ri dge Selander,D .A. Kimball,T.E. 
Nunn,R.S. Taylor,W. F. Norman 

Kadir,D. 
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Oklahoma City 
Denman,D.C. 
Morgan,K.M. 
Vernon,R.S. 
Zahn,R.L. 

Tulsa 
Buzzard,G. 
Hammarst enJ .E. 

OREGON 
Portland 

Allen,D.M. 
BierwirthJ .E. 
Boyer,SJ. 
Ferris,K.H. 
Fischer,W.B. 
Fuller,T.B . 
Gustafson,R.L. 
Howorth,D.B. 
Lohman,D.H. 
McMonies ,W. W. 
Robertson,W.D. 
Shlachter,R.A. 
ThompsonJ .J. 

Wilsonville 
Van Eck,W.J. 

PENNSYLVANIA 
Ardmore 

Menaged,S.E. 
Bethel Park 

Harvey ,W.T. 
Bethlehem 

French,E.R. 
Bryn Mawr 

Morsman,K.H. 
Carlisle 

Reed,T.L. 
Coraopolis 

Brinkley,R.A. 
Doylestown 

Heckler,D.W. 
Dr esher 

Finarelli, T.J. 
Drexel Hill 

Coleman,G. 
Exton 

Hopkin s,W.C. 
H atboro 

Nelson ,K.D. 
Haverford 

Sando,R.S. 
Jenkintown 

John son,T.E. 
Kennett Square 

Cortes,P.M. 
Lancaster 

AverillJ.H. 
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Mendenha ll 
Hobbs ,C.L. 

Monon gahela 
Simmons,W.D . 

New Ringgold 
Georgiades,K.E. 

New town Square 
Lerman,C.L. 

Norristown 
Hart,K.B. 

Northeast 
ElliottJ .R. 

Philadelphia 
Brodhead,R.C. 
Curchack,M.P. 
Getzen,T.E. 
Golden,M.L. 
Hine ,T.L. 
Klugheit,M .A. 
Scott,A.C. 
Silverstein,I.B. 
Swartz,M .A. 

Pittsburgh 
Kiesewetter,W.B. 

Rosemont 
Gaines,R. 

Sewickley 
Miller,W. 
WilsonJ.W . 

Sunbury 
Butcher,R.J. 

Villanova 
LawsonJ.S. 
Osterman,A.L. 

Wayne 
Moon,W.R. 

Wynnewood 
Schwartz,D .R. 
Stein,B. 

Yardley 
Millner,S.J. 

RHODE ISLAND 
North Kingstown 

HighamJ.R. 
Portsmouth 

Kenfield,M.H. 
Providence 

Casterline J .B. 
Lacouture,P .V. 
Ross,D.S . 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
Chapin 

MazerJ.R. 
Clemson 

Russell,T.W . 
Columbia 

Givens,M .B. 

Hilton Head Island 
Hart ,F.L. 

Orangeburg 
Wallace,N.0. 

TENNESSEE 
Bartlett 

Herndon,P. 
Knoxville 

Pierce,C.A. 
Walton,B.B. 

Memphis 
Walsh,T.J. 

Nashville 
FolzJ.M. 
MayJ.M. 

TEXAS 
Austin 

Anderson,M.H. 
Knutsen,T.L. 
Parks,S. 
Vagshenian,G.S. 

Beaumont 
Mancusi-Ungaro,H.R. 

College Station 
Cooke,B . 

Dallas 
Canine,D .B. 
Cooper,G.M . 
Haas,R.B. 
Lawrence,D .P. 
Rubin,M.L. 
Sentilles,I.F. 
SpamerJ.B. 

Houston 
Armbrust,C.A. 
Buckingham,E.J. 
Muirhead,E.E. 
SmithJ.E. 
Vaughan,S.M. 
Vestewig,R.P. 
Vickery,A.A. 
Walker,G.K. 

Irving 
Bucholz,R.W . 

Kingwood 
Corporon,G.W. 

Missouri City 
Ryan,N .F. 

Richardson 
Pennington, W. C. 

San Antonio 
Davis,S.A. 
Drezek,S.F. 
Schwartz,R .K. 

Spring 
Van Cott,M.L. 
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Sugar Land Great Falls Robblee,N.H . 
Harrington,C.M. Hill,C. Waples,R. 

Th e WoodJands Leesburg Snohomish 
GottshallJ.F. Smiley,D.H. Whitney,S .N. 

McLean Tacoma 
VERMONT McCormack,W .C. Lupher,D.A. 
Charlotte Sher,G.S . 

Jimerson,R.C. Onancock WEST VIR GIN IA 
Chester Wadhams,E.L. Franklin 

Brawer,B.J. R.eston AlterJ.C. 
East Corinth NelsonJ.E. Morgantown 

HeidenreichJ. Webb,S.B . Karlin,A .N. 
Montpelier Richmond Shepherdstown 

Zaur,A.L . Bannard,D.N. Tucker,R.B . 
Putney Davenport,B.W. 

CacosJ. DeLorenzo,R..J. WISC ON SIN 
Hertz,M.J. Norman,E . Milwaukee 

Shelburne Streicker,W .F. Flynn,M.J . 
Antell,S.R. Roanoke Freeman,W.R. 
Shuman,W .P. Farnham,D .A. Kovac,P.J. 

South Burlington Springfield Schuller,K.C. 
Swenson,R .M. Connell,H.D. 

St. Albans Stafford WYOMING 
Lerich,B.W . Elek,T.F. W ilson 

Vershire Virginia Beach Resor,C. P. 
Graham,D .A. Dukes,R. .A. 

Williston Rose,S.A. FOREI GN 
Johnston,B.H. W illiamsburg 

Windsor Bass,G.M . AP O 
Whitney,D.P. Grattan,G. MacKay,R.E . 

Woodstock Watson,N.P. Sandberg,E .C. 
Taylor,G.H. 

WASH IN GTO N FP O 
VIRGI NIA Bainbridge Island Rob inson,L.K. 
Alexandria Sheldon,C. 

AdamsJ.R. Bellevue AUS TRA LIA 
Earley,T.C. Galbraith,D.P. North Ryde, N.S .W. 
Farrow,F.G. Bothell C unninghamJ .D. 
Franks,L.M. Scott,D.T. Parkville, Victoria 
Juhasz,I.R. Clyde Hill Hazen,A.P. 
Martin,D .B.H . Rourke,P.G. 
Moffitt,C.S. Kent BE LGIUM 
Northam,F.M. Wells,R.A. Brussels 

Charlottesville Mercer Island Heller,F.K. 
Duke,D.L. Joseph,D .A. 
Gu terbock, T.M. Olympia CAN AD A 
Thompson,W.M. Wharton,R.S. Baddeck, Nova Scotia 
Thomsen,R.P. Redmond Fuller,H .W. 
Wilkins,P.C. Kang,S. Halifax, Nova Scotia 

Clifton Seattle KitzJ.F. 
Finch,S.B . Abrams,P.G. Montreal , Quebec 

Fairfax Bellotto,N .F. Hazelton,H . 
Bogaty,W.J. Clarren,S.K. Toronto, Ontario 

Falls Church Glass,G.L. Mirkin, L.S. 
Jones,B.N. Gottlieb,D .W. Stewart J .L. 
Tsui,T.C. Graham,T. 

Fredericksburg Hemingway J.M. COLOMBIA 
Brock,L. R . Knudson J .K. Bogota 

Lamson,<;::. BernalJ.V. 
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ENGLAND 
London 
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McKenna,W.J. 
Williams,S. 

Poole, Dorset 
Covell,A .M. 

GERMANY 
W itten 

Cleaveland,R.C. 

ISRAEL 
Ramat Gan 

Rechter,A. 

KENYA 
Nairobi 

Hildebrand,M.L. 

KOREA 
Kyonggido 

LehrJ.R. 

NETHERLANDS 
Amsterdam 

Disco,C . 
Moore,G.M. 

NIGERIA 
Lagos 

Olagundoye,O . 

NORWAY 
Morvik 

Norman,V.D. 

SAO TOME E PRINCIPE 
Sao Tome 

Seligman,E.S . 

SOUTH AFRICA 
Kenilworth, Cape 

Molteno,P.G. 

SPAIN . 
Nerja 

Hawkin,N.M. 

SWEDEN 
Lerum 

Lyons,R.F. 

SWITZERLAND 
Hermance 

ElkusJ.H. 

TURKEY 
Istanbul 

Keyder,C. 

UGANDA 
Kampala 

Shullenberger,W.A. 

NO ADDRESS 
AVAILABLE 
Adam,N.E. 
Apel,C.L. 
Arnold,R.K. 
BarlowJ.G . 
Barton,R.C. 
Bearden,R.N. 
Burkhard,P.A. 
Chalmers,R. C. 
Davidson,N.N . 
Devoe,G .M. 
Downes- Thom as,F. C. 
Dro gseth,D.N. 
Effinger,G .A. 
Ferguson, T.A . 
Ferraro ,E .J. 
FifieldJ.J. 
Flint,M.W. 
Freedberg,D .A. 
Funderburk,E.J. 
Griest,R. H. 
Grossman,N.H. 
Hahn,F.H. 
Hamway,G.H. 
Heller,S.H. 
Herbert,W.C. 
Horvitz,R.J. 
Hubbard,R.D . 
Hutch insonJ .C.S. 
Joh nson,R. 
JuddJ. 
Kaetz,D .R . 
Karampalas,G.P. 
Karnasiewicz,M.E. 
Knox,R.C. 
Lord,SJ. 
Lownds,P.M.K. 
Macintyre,S.S. 
Malsin,S.A. 
May,D .S. 
McDaniel,T.L. 
McLaughlin,P .E. 
Meyerson,H.M. 
Millar,D. 
Montes,G.E. 
MooreJ .J.C. 

MoormanJ .A. 
Ng,W.-C. 
Odabashian,A.M. 
Osgood,R.E. 
Pardee,W.H. 
Patto n,W.E . · 
PorterJ.D. 
Poston,B .E. 
Purcell,M .E. 
R ecord,S.E. 
Reid,T.S. 
Rieti,N.D. 
Rothstein,B .A. 
Rubin,M.J. 
Schofield,S.B . 
Shwaiko,C.D . 
Small,B.M. 
Smith,D .G. 
Stanisich,W.J. 
Stevenson,C.P. 
StoneJ.V . 
Strassman,M .J. 
Veal,E.T. 
Watson,D.P. 
Werlein,P. 
Wickersham,D.P. 
WoodJ.B. 
WooleryJ.D. 
Worces terJ.N. 
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Accounting, Auditing 
Hemingw ay, J.M . 
H errington, J. 
Parks, J.M. 
Wakefield, R.C. 

Advertising 
Froehlich, E.C. 
Gritton, S.A. 
High , R.0. 
Mew,C.M. 
Popp, L.F. 
Straff, R.J. 

Agriculture 
Earley, T.C. 
White, G.T. 
Wilson, N. L. 

Architecture 
Chase, D. 
Godley, R.M. 
Hildebrand, M .L. 
H offineister, M. 
Lewis, D.M. 
Morg an, K.M. 
Nash, E.B. 
Senechal, R.A. 
Shaw, D. 
Sheerr, C .J. 
Tan, A.P. 
Works, R.N. 
Yudell, R.J. 

Art, Design 
Allen, D.M . 
Beal, T.R. 
Cunningham, S. 
Evans, W.B. 
H aile, R.C. 
Meyer, J.P. 
Shull , P.W. 
Sidenberg, R. 
Tolrnach, J.M. 

Astronomy 
Shectman, S.A. 

Automotive Manufacturing 
Healey, P.T. 
Platt, R.B. 

Banking 
Bartlett, E. 

Blake, M.J. 
Brun s, R.D. 
Collins, A. 
Darrow, J .S. 
Darst, D .M. 
Elkus,J.H. 
Field, P.C. 
Givens, M.B. 
Goulka, J.E. 
Haas, R.B. 
Holahan, S.C. 
Ho ward, S.P. 
Jones, B.N. 
Ketner, S. 
Lawson,J.S. 
Lozier, P.F. 
Math ies, D.J. 
McCaughey, T.K. 
McN amee, G.C. 
Mills, J.Q . 
Mylenbusch, D.J. 
Newhouse, S.F. 
Olagundoye, 0. 
Pitts, V.J. 
Rosen, J.A . 
Sabloff, M.J. 
Schuller, K.C. 
Schwarzman, S.A. 
Seay,J.P. 
Seymour,J.D. 
Smith , M.E. 
Stern, ]. , 
Stewart, J .L. 
Tsui, TC. 
Valeche, H.R . 
Webb, S.B. 
Welles, A. 
Wheeler, R.C. 
Williams, S. 
Yahng, M.T.-H. 
Yasinac, T. 
Yates, TT. 

Biotechnology 
Abrams, P.G. 
Cantarow, W.D. 
Landers, TA. 

Brokerage, Stocks 
Austin, R.G.J. 
Donald, A.J. 
Goldsmith,J.P . 
Morsman, K.H. 

Pollock, J .A. 
Taylor, G.H . 

Building, Contracting 
Huntington, D.U. 
Jerman, H.B . . 
Mueller, M.E. 
Platt, F.J. 
Smith, R.K. 
Wallace, L.A. 

Business 
Arras, R.E. 
Bachman, L.W. 
Bernal, J . V. 
Brezina, D.W. 
Brubaker, B.E. 
Buck, C.H . 
Chopivsky, G. 
Fisher, J .A. 
French, E.R. 
Fuller, H .W. 
Goldma n, D .R. 
Hoke, W.N. 
Kidd,J.T. 
Lutin, G.M. 
Mazer, J.R . . 
McCarty, JS . 
Minehar t, D .L. 
Nesbit, V.J. 
Paquin, G.A. 
Rechter, A. 
Rubi n, P.H. 
Russell-Shapiro, W. 
Scott, A.C. 
Scranton, ''11.W. 
Slavin, H.L. 
Suttle, F.A. 
Thompson, W.M. 
Williams, R. G. 

Chemical Engineering 
Haile, L.E. 
Herndon, P. 

Cinema 
Craft, T.E. 
Gary, J.S.D. 
Glenn, G.L. 
Rubin, M.L. 
Weisman, S. 
Withers, R .S. 
Wright, H. 
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Communications 
Armstrong, R.S. 
Devoe, K.S. 
DowEng, B.J. 
Fox, P.J. 
Livingston, F.C. 
Picton, T. 
Willis, W .G. 

Consular, Diplomatic 
Service 
Robinson, L.K. 
Sandberg, E.C. 

Consulting Services 
Bynack; V. 
Glass, G.L. 
Hoffinan, C.C. 
Joralemon, P.D. 
Katz, D.E. 
Lannamann, R.S. 
Madden, B.P. 
Marting, W.A. 
Sacerdoti, E.D. 
Strong, G.G. 
White,J.M. 
Wood,D.H . 

Co nsumer Products 
,Gennet, P.R. 
Kreider, L.E. 
Ullman, P.W. 

Data Processing 
Bay,J.G. 
Friend, D . 
Gans, N. 
Harlow, M. 
Hopkins, W.C. 
James, C.L. 
Lafex, A.E. 
Lazarus, C.B. 
Palmer, S.L. 
Rubott01:n, A.E. 
Spellerberg, J.E. 
Upton, H.T. 
Warner, A.M. 

Econom ic Development 
Butterfield, W.G. 

Education 
Allen, R.W. 
Alter,J.C. 
Ameriks, K. 
Amershadian, P.K. 
Banderob, J. 
Bannard, D.N. 
Bass, G.M. 

Besancon, J .R. 
Bierwirth, J.E. 
Bolnick, B.R. 
Brawer, B.J. 
Breitman, R.D. 
Brinkley, R.A. 
Broach,J.R. 
Bull, B.L. 
Cacos, J. 
CasterEne, J.B. 
ChamberEn, W.L. 
Chu, G.S.T. 
Cisne,]. 
Coleman, G. 
Collins, R .L. 
Cooke, B. 
Cunningham,J.D. 
Curchack, M.P. 
Danly, R.L. 
Disco, C. 
Drezek, S.F. 
Duke, D .L. 
Ellis, S.P. 
Fischer, W.B. 
Flanagan, M.O. 
Gerety, T.R. 
Getzen, T.E. 
Griffiths, F.T. 
Gutas, D. 
Guterbock, T.M . 
Hawkes, R.H . 
Hazelton, H. 
Hazen, A.P. 
Heifetz, L.J. 
Horton, J.P. 
Jordan, J.-P. 
Jorde, T.M . 
Kadir, D. 
Keyder, C. 
Kiesewetter, W.B. 
Lehr,J.R. 
Lemasters, J .J. 
Lerich, B.W. 
Lupher, D.A. 
Lussen, R.E. 
Lyons, R.F. 
McDevit, J.C . 
Moore, G.M. 
Moore, M.H. 
Morson, G.S. 
Mosko, S.L. 
Motowidlo, S.J. 
Osgood, R.K. 
Payne, H.C. 
Penny, G.W. 
Penrod, S. 
Peterson, J .L. 
Peterson, M.J. 
Pierce, C.A. 

Porter, J.W. 
Powers, T.J. 
Prather, M.J. 
Priest, G .L. 
Randolph, R.H. 
Reed, L.W. 
Reed, T.L. 
Rice, W.S. 
Rivest, R.L. 
Russell, T. W. 
Salak,). 
Seiver, D.A. 
Shullenberger, W.A. 
Shuman, W.P. 
Silver, J .L. F. 
Smith, A.G. 
Snow, T.P. 
Soifer, A. 
Spatt, H.S. 
Stiffler, E.M. 
Suttle, J.L. 
Swenson, R.M. 
Tedlow, R.S. 
Tucker, R.B. 
Van Devender, R.W. 
Vernon, R.S. 
Wallace, N.O. 
Watson, N.P. 
Weiskel, T.C. 
Wolf, R.B. 
Yee, W.A. 

E lectri cal Engin eering 
Dahlen, D .J. 
Henning, W.P. 
Molteno, P.G. 
Watson, P. 

Electronics, Compute rs 
Bermingham, T.S. 
Brewster, C.C. 
Brown, K.S. 
Cherry, P.B. 
Ford, R.E.s 
Forsdick, H.C . 
Gleason, D.D. 
Golden, J.F. 
Miller, T.C. 
Montermoso , J.P. 
Morgan, T.C. 
Pennington, W.C . 
Voorhies, D.A. 

Energy 
Bogaty, W .J. 
Dodge, D.A. 
Finch, S.B. 
Gottshall, J .F. 
Hobbs, G.W . 
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Engineering 
Drost, R.W. 
Floyd, H.C. 
Kemp, C.J. 
Webe r,J. M. 

Entertainment 
Do ob, N.E. 
Kleber, M.B. 

Extractive Minerals 
Kachele, A.R. 

Financial Services 
Beinecke, J.B. 
Briney, T.P. 
Carignan, C .J. 
Cummings, W .J. 
Dixon, S.C. 
Dukes, R.A. 
Funke, R.A. 
Galligan, D .J. 
H enry, P.W. 
Krochalis, W J. 
Mazo, B.A. 
Petre, CJ. 
Plyer, B.A. 
R ob blee, N.H . 
Schreiber, G .A. 
Smith, D.G. 

Fine Arts 
Cromer, A.H. 
Goldman, K.H. 

Food and Beverage 
Biltekoff, J .R . 
Ferris, R.D. 
Hume, G.H. 
Joh nson, E.Y. 
Starr,J.W. 
Wi lkinson, S.L. 

Foreign Trade 
Magnus, R.W. 

Forestry, Environmental 
Affairs 
Finkbeiner, M.W. 
Georgiades , K.E. 
Pace, F. 
Schmidt, R . C. 
Waples, R. 

Foundation, Fund Rai sing 
Ibsen,"B.P. 
Larkin, R.R. 
Olsen, D. 
Rubinov itz, M.S. 

Severtson, P.H . 
Sher, G.S. 

Government Service 
Adams,J .R . 
Allen, F.W. 
Fuller, T.B. 
Goldberg, F.T. 
Heckler, D.W . 
Landsmark, T.C. 
Lawler, G.E. 
MacQuee n, J.P. 
Parker, T.R. 
Smith,J.E . 
Smith, L.S. 
Van Dyke, T. 
Waldro p , N.A. 
Woodlock, D .P. 
Sussman, R.M. 

Health Care 
Administration 
Kaiser, A.F. 
Krynicki, V.E. 
Martin , D.H. 
Menaged, S.E. 
Ri ehle, R .A. 
Schonbrun, M.K. 
Wilson, J.W. 
Zimpfer, W.D. 

Health Care Products 
Laughlin, P.M. 
Zahn, R .L. 

Health Care Services 
Co llier, E.M . 
Fisher,J.H. 
Hudak,J. B. 
Zackon, F.N. 

Hotel, Restaurant 
Management 
Ahlm , E.C. 

Human Resources 
Management 
Cosgrove, T.F. 
Moon, W .R . 
N etter, R.A. 

Insurance 
Kra, E .E. 
Renni e, E.A. 
Roberts, W .1-1. 
Ro binson, S.E. 
Rourke, P.G. 
Tha u, C.W . 

Investment Counseling 
Averill, J.H . 
Bouscaren, M.F. 
Cooper, G.M. 
Crockett, J.C. 
Dayton, M.B. 
Gustafson, R.L. 
Herstin , S.W. 
Johnson, T.R. 
McCormack, W .C .' 
Wheeler, L.B. 

Journalism 
Amoss, J. 
Johnson, T.E. 
Newhouse, M.W. 
Popp er, A.J. 
Smernoff , M.S. 
Yarmuth, J.A . 

Labor Relations 
Miller, M.F. 

Law 
Ahearn, C.D. 
Alexander, R.C. 
Alper, W.A. 
Anderson, C .L. 
Anderson, G.A. 
Aronson, F.D. 
Barzelay, D .E. 
Beach , R.E. 
Bell,J .R. 
Bemis, S.T. 
Benes, R.H. 
Berg, L.M. 
Berglund, G.D. 
Bernblum, B.J. 
Beslow, W.S. 
Blasini, P.B. 
Bloch, T.P . 
Boles, A.E. 
Brown , E.V. 
Bundy , D.H. 
Burns, G.W. 
Buzzard, G. 
Carey, T.C. 
Cassel, D.W. 
Choy, P.M.C. 
Click, D .F. 
Cobert, J.M. 
Coddington, P.O. 
Colton, D .J. 
Cow les, M. 
Cytron, J.M . 
Dahl, W.A. 
Davenport, B.W. 
Davis, J .J. 
Denman, O.C. 
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Denner, J .A. 
Dull, R .J. 
Engle, C.P. 
Farnham, D .A. 
Farren, R.L. 
Feigenbaum, D .L. 
Ferris, K.H. 
Finarelli, T .J. 
Flynn, J .H. 
Flynn , M.J. 
Foster, C.C. 
Franklin, M.E. 
Frazzini, S.F. 
Funkhouser, W.P . 
Gaines, R. 
Gallagher, F.P. 
Gans, P.C. 
Garzilli, R.J. 
Gates, D.A. 
Gates, L.M. 
Gazzoli, J.J. 
Gee,J.K. 
Gibney, R.L. 
Golden, M.L. 
Goldston, A.M . 
Graham, D .A. 
Green,J.B. 
Greenberg, B.N . 

. "Hallett, J.M. 
Hanson, L.R . 
Harrington, C.M. 
Harvey, W.T. 
Heller, F.K. 
Henderson, W.S. 
Herbert, S.E. 
Herseth, S.S. 
H ertz, M.J. 
Higham,J.R. · 
Hiles, H.C. 
Hoban, R.G. 
Hobgood, H .L. 
Hodgdon,J.R. 
Hoffman, T. G. 
Hood, T.R . 
Howorth, D.B. 
Hundt, R. 
Idol, D.H. 
Igoe, T.J. 
Johnson , D.H . 
Johns ton, L.T. 
Karlin, A.N. 
Keeling, J.M . 
Kemmler, E.L. 
Kennon, R .H. 
Kern, I.J. 
King, S.P. 
Klein, M.S. 
Klugheit, M.A . 
Koerber, P.L. 

Kosinski, R.P . 
Kovac, P.J. 
Lacouture, P.V. 
Lawrence, L.G. 
Lawson, Q.A. 
Lebov, R.M. 
Lenck, E.E. 
Loewenberg, S.M. 
Londo n, F.S. 
Mannis, D.A. 
Martin, D.B.H. 
Mauck, J.W. 
McAuliffe, P.S. 
McC!ave, W. 
McGuire, J .C. 
McMonies, W.W. 
Miller, W . 
Millner, S.J. 
Minor, J.V. 
Mischner, K.R. 
Mitchell, E.F. 
Moffitt, C.S. 
Mohrman, H.J. 
Morris, F. W. 
Mundell, L.C. 
Newman, S.D. 
Newman, W.A. 
Niedermayer, R. I. 
Nippes, J.S. 
Norman, E. 
No rtham, F.M. 
Nunn, R.S. 
O'Leary, J.J. 
Oleyer, J.M. 
Palmer, B. 
Park, W.W . 
Petitjean, R.A. 
Petrie, C.D. 
Pfeifer, M.G . 
Pitts, T.E. 
Plishner, M.J. 
Prussin, H.A. 
Quinn, T.J. 
Raish, D.L. 
Rast, T.E. 
Resnicow, N.J. 
Resor , C.P. 
Rodgers, P.H. 
Roe,D. 
Roe, R.L. 
Rogers, E.M. 
Rosen, D.B. 
Rosenbloom, J .B. 
Rosenblum, J.B . 
Rubrig ht, J .A. 
Russell, H.W. 
Schneebaum, S.M. 
Schnier, A.M. 
Schwartz, D.R. 

Schweitzer, J .J. 
Sentilles, I.F. 
Sherer, F.A. 
Shields, b .R . 
Shlachter, R.A . 
Shorter, F.C. 
Silverstein, I.B. 
Simon, W.D . 
Sokolowski, R.J. 
Spamer, J.B. 
Stassun, P.G. 
Storey, P.B. 
Stretch, D .L 
Struse, R.M. 
Sutton, S.A. 
Swanson, R. 
Swing,B.V. 
Taylor, M .M. 
Thompson, J.B. 
Thompson, M.H. 
Turnell, R.L. 
U nterspan, J.H . 
U tley, F.B. 
Vaughan, S.M. 
Vickery, A.A. 
Volk,J.P . 
von Turk, P. 
Vorkink , A.N. 
Vujnovich, G.G. 
Walker, G.K. 
Walsh, T.J. 
Walton, B.B. 
Waxman,J.D. 
Weigandt, D.R. 
Wexler, M.P. 
Wh ite,A.M. 
Wickw ire, W .B. 
Williams, R.A. 
Wise, H.H. 
Wittebort, R.J. 
Woltmann, C.L. 
Wright,J.R . 

Library Administration 
Fletcher, W .W. 
Kurland, A.M. 

Man age ment Consultin g 
Baum, M.H. 
Fauth, G.R. 
Friedman, J.P. 
Hurwitz , A. 
Mackey, J.E. 
Mills, R.E. 
O' Leary,J.G. 
Robertson, W.D. 
Steffenburg, J .A. 
Stein, B. 
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Wechsler, A.R. Jacobi, P.D. Zalar, R.W. 
Yahn, R .B. Jimerson , R.C. Zaur, A.L. 

Johnson, D.C. 
Manufacturing Joseph, D.A. Merchandising 

Lamson, C. Kalter,J.O. Herrington, L.R. 
Lantz, J.D . Kaplan, N.R. Ross, D.S. 

Kastendieck, J.G. Smith, TL. 
Marketing Kimball, T.E . 

Castelli,J.D. Lam,W. Military Service 
Everett, T.H. Light, T.R. Connell, H.D. 
Knutsen, T.L. Lovett, M.A. Elek, T.F. 
Nelson,J.E. MacKay, R.E. Rose, S.A. 
Orr,J.P. Mancu si-Ungaro, H.R. 
Selander, D.A. May,J.M. Ministry 
Wolfe, F.K. Mayer, DJ. Elliott, J .R . 

McKenna, W.J. Griggs, R.W. 
Me dicine McLanahan, C.S. Jones, D.C. 

Anderson, M.H. McQuade,J.F. Obalil, W.D. 
Anderson, M.J. Melamed, M.A . Ousley,J.D . 
Ashburn, F.S. Moore, D .C. Ward,J.S. 
Austin, H.A. Moore, TR. Wilson, M.K. 
Berkeley, A.S. Murray, D.T. 
Bernstein , K.A. Nelson, S.M. Museum Administration 
Bittner, S.J. Nilsson, C.M. Casagrande, L.B .. 
Bordl ey, D .R. Osterman, A.L. Fuchs,J.H. 
Boyer, S.J. Ozer, H. Livak, A.]. 
Boyle, E.R. Panebianco, R .J. 
Bressack, M.A. Peach, D.E. Mus ic 
Brock, L.R. Pollack, R.W. Armstrong, J .S. 
Brown , M.M. Pond, M.S. Brodhead, R.C . . 
Bucholz, R .W. Priebe, P.P. Carr, R.V. 
Budnitz, A.L. Prosnitz, E.H. Hoffman,]. 
Burkett, F. R ichardson , A.B. Knight, K.H. 

· Butch er, R.J. Ricotta, J .J. Myers, B.T. 
Calderbank, J.B. Saccone, J.M. Owens, W.G. 
Call, W .H. Sando, R.S. 
Clarren, S.K. Schatzkin, A.G . Pharmaceutica ls 
Cleaveland, R.C. Schiffer, R.B. Buckingham, . E.J. 
Cooley, W.C. Schmechel, D .E. Loveday, K.S. 
Cooperman, M. Schnitt, J.M. Pressel, D.C. 
Davis, S.A. Schwartz, R.K. 
DeLorenzo, R.J. Segal, A.I. Photography 
Desjarlais, D.C. Segal, G.P . Dunwell, S.W. 
Dunn, M.C. Streicker, W.F. Lawrence, D.P. 
Fortier, R.E . Swartz, M.A. Sacco, W.K . 
Garvey, S.P. Taylor, W.F. Simmons, W .D. 
Gascoigne, G.B. Thompson, J .J. 
Gittzus, J.G. Vagshenian, G.S. Professiona l Serv ices 
Godfrey, N.V. Van der Laan, P.H. Harri s, P. 
Goldman, L. Volpe, B.T. McCormick, J.C. 
Gottlieb, D.W. Waldman, J.B. 
Groome, D.J. Waldman, W.J. Psyc hother apy 
Haines, P.C. Weiss, L.A. Billick, S.B .. 
Harrunarsten, J.E. Wharton, R.S. Booth, G.K. 
Hart, F.L. Whitney, S.N. Busch, D.A. 
Hobbs , C.L. Williams, P.C. Clark, T.M. 
Huffinan, D.G. Wingard, J.R. Corwin, J.P. 
Humm el, M.W . Wood, T.H . . Dauer, S.J. 
Hutcheon, D.F. Davis, K.L. 
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Kelly, S.F. 
Levin, R .E. 
May, S_. 
Moore, P. 
N elson, K.D. 
Perault, P.Z. 
Peterson, R.K. 
Putnam , N. 
Rahtz, R.A. 
Rieveschl, J .L. 
Rosenbaum, J.F. 
Santulli, R.B. 
Sedgwick, R.P. 
Tucker, D.M. 
Wiener, S.R. 
Wilkins, P.C. 

Publi c Health 
Admini stration 
Craig, D.L. 
R eed, TJ. 
Wadhams, E.L. 

Publi c Relation s 
Haworth, S.A. 

Publishing , Printin g 
Babcock, J.B. 
Baker, L.A. 
Burr, P.H . 
Huttn er, R .M. 
Klebanoff, A. 
Mimms,C.W . 
Pritchard, D.R. 
Spangenbe rg, K.A. 
Wood,M .M. 

R adio 
Benjamin, DJ. 
McKeown, K.F. 

Real Estate 
Barrier, R. P. 
Bell, D.C. 
Caltrider, W.R. 
Cantor , R .L. 
Culver, E.H. 
Derbes, M.J. 
Dobbs, F.A. 
Fliakos, A.O . 
Heller, N.F. 
Joseph, D.R. 
Mackoff, W.A. 
Nitkin, B. 
Peck, C.S. 
Richards, L. 
Thomsen, R.P. 
Tufaro, D.F. 
Vestewig, R.P . 

Weinraub, W .C.L. 
Weinste in, B.W. 
Win throp, J . 
Young, B. 

Recrea tion 
McEwan, T.E. 

Research 
Adams, F.W. 
Alderman , J .A. 
Auerbach, J .S. 
Berkower, I.J. 
Billard, B.D. 
Buas, M. 
Cohen, M.S. 
Compton,J.L. 
Eddy, F.S. 
Farrow, F.G. 
Friedlander, D. 
Gallery, W .O. 
Hensgen, H.T. 
Houston, P.L. 
Kuekes, PJ. 
Lerman, C.L. 
Lorell, M.A. 
Mattas, R.F. 
Orum, T.V. 
Rosenberg, P.A. 
Scott, D.T. 
Stallcup, M .R. 
Teague, G.B. 
Treffers, R .R . 
Van Cott, M .L. 
Vestewig, R.E. 
Woods, D.L. 

Retired 
Graham, T. 
Thomas, G.N. 

Sale s 
Hall, W.D . 
Pitt, W.B. 

Shippin g 
Livingston, R.H.B. 

Sports 
Grew,J.H. 
Hill, C. 
Norton, J.H. 

Televi sio n 
Benson, T.G. 
Buccello, T.J. 
Ebersol, D. 
Franks, L.M . 
Freebairn, T.G. 

Garvin, P .R. 
Geller, M.M. 
Hill, L.F. 
Knight, W.L. 
Mirkin, L.S. 

Textiles , Appar el 
Willingham,J.W. 

Th eater 
Covell, A.M. 
Henrich, R.E . 
Morris, C.M. 
Parks, S. 
Simonides, Y.M. 
Weber, T.G. 

Tran slating 
Walker, J .E. 

Transportati on 
Brown, T.H. 
Canine, D.B. 
Fasoldt, P.L. 
Knudson, J .K. 
Sheldon , C. 
Shevlin, RJ. 

Travel Related Service s 
Kang, S. 

Urban Plannin g 
Sims, D.E. 

Venture Capit al 
Armbrust, C.A. 
Coit, D .M. 
Leonard, D.C. 
Newman, H .H. 
Robinson, T.N. 
Rose, W .B . 
Sprole, F.J. 
Stewart, C.K. 
Stiles, H.M. 

Veterinary Medicine 
Kenfield, M.H. 

Welfare, Social Work 
Antell, S.R. 
Bellotto, N .F. 
Konselm an, L.M. 
Seligman, E.S. 
Spata, P. 

Writin g , Editin g 
Ath erton, J. 
Bennett, P.S. 
Chakravarty, S.N . 



Yale Class of 1969 - 25th Reunion Class Book 

Corporon, G.W. 
Durham, A.P. 
Eisenhauer, R .G. 
Harris, T. 
Hin e, T.L. 
John ston, B.H. 
Linden, E. 
Malamud, P. 
McNamee, T. 
Medv ed, M. 
Muirhead , E.E . 
Mullen, S.H. 
Penn er, R. 
Seltzer, R. 
Sleeper, J . 
Wheelwright, J. 
Whelan, R. 
Wilson, W.H. 
Yee, R.H.T. 

No occupation listed 
Adam, N.E. 
Apel, C.L. 
Arnold, R.K. 
Bagriansky, J. 
Barlow ,J.G . 
Barton , R. C. 
Bearden, R .N. 
Bookbinder, S.M. 
Brinsmade, D.S . 
Browne, G.J. 
Brush, R .L. 
Bump,M.M. 
Burkhard, P.A. 
Butcher, P.D. 
Carnes, S.Y. 
Chalmers, R .C. 
Cohen, D. 
Collier, M.C. 
Cortes, P.M. 
DaRif , D.P. 
Davidson, N .N. 
Dering, R.F . 
Devoe, G.M. 
Downes-Thomas, F.C. 
Drogseth, D .N. 
Effinger, G.A. 
Emmons, T.K. 
Ferguson , T.A. 
Ferraro, E.J. 
Fifield, J .J. 
Flint, M .W. 
Folz, J .M. 
Freedberg, D .A. 
Freeman, W.R . 
Funder burk, EJ 
Gage, J .S.M. 
Galbraith, D.P. 
Gates, T.H.M. 

Gennis, P.R. 
Gorelik, G.M . 
Graham, J. T. 
Grattan, G. 
Greenfield, G.K. 
Griest, R.H. 
Grossman, N.H. 
Hahn, F.H. 
Hamway, G.H. 
Hart, K.B. 
Hawkin, N.M. 
H eidenreich , J. 
H eller, S.H. 
Hengen, R.L. 
H erbert, W.C. 
Hinkl e, W.B. 
Hopper, S. 
H orvitz, R .J. 
Hubbard, R.D . 
Hutchinson, J .C.S. 
Jacobson, D .W. 
Johnson, G. 
Johnson, R . 
)u dd,J. 
Juhasz, I.R. 
Kaetz, D.R. 
Kaplan, R.W. 
Karampalas, G.P. 
Karnasiewicz, M .E. 
Kitz, J.F. 
Knox, R.C. 
Korshak, S.R . 
Kuhbach, R .G. 
Lamm, R .P. 
Lee, W.S. 
Lohm an, D.H. 
Lord, S.J. 
Lownds, P.M .K. 
Macintyre, S.S. 
Malsin, S.A. 
May, D.S . 
McDaniel, T.L. 
McLaughlin, P.E. 
Meyerson, H.M . 
Millar, D. 
Milstone, A.D. 
Montes, G.E . 
Montfort, P.P. 
Moore, ].J.C . 
Moorman, J .A. 
Ng, W. -C. 
Norman, V.D . 
Odabashian, A.M. 
Osgood, R.E. 
Otto, R.A.F. 
Pardee, W.H. 
Patton, W.E. 
Porter,J.D . 
Poston , B.E . 

Price, H.D. 
Purcell, M.E. 
Record, S.E. 
Reid, T.S. 
Rieti, N.D . 
Rodriguez, P. 
Rothstein, B.A . 
Rubin, M.J. 
Ryan, N .F. 
Schampel, G.C. 
Schofield, S.B. 
Seale, G.A.H. 
Seiter, J.V. 
Shwaiko, C.D. 
Small, B.M . 
Smiley, D.H. 
Smith, D .G. 
Stanisich, W.J . 
Steere, J .M . 
Stevenson, C.P. 
Stone, J.V . 
Strassman, M.J. 
Tankoos, W.G. 
Taylor, B. 
Van Eck, W .J. 
Veal, E.T. 
Watson, D .P. 
Wells, R .A. 
Werlein, P. 
Whitney, D.P. 
Wickersham, D.P. 
Winship, L.P. 
Wood,J.B. 
Woolery,J.D . 
Worcester, J.N . 
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