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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 writings to encourage a dialogue, hoping for criticism that will sharpen my thinking. This is a prelude to an integrative book on future politics, evolutionary morality, cognitive development', epistemology. Maybe this is a middle-age thing. I bought a bright blue Chevrolet Cavalier convertible: a sure sign of aging!
I operate my own patent law firm, Anderson and Hirsch, and serve as a consultant to Hewlett-Packard’s Legal Department part time. I feel vulnerable operating such a small enterprise, especially in difficult economic times. Nevertheless, except for one day in 1986, I have never had a day without too much business to handle.
My wife Chantha and I have three children. Safyre (five), Zenon (three) and Fiara (one). Our fourth is due June 1993. Safyre will start kindergarten next year, and attend Chinese school in the afternoons. I do much of my work at home, so 1 can spend time with my children. All the children are engrossed in educational computer programs, so they feel they do the same kind of work that Daddy does. Safyre is fascinated with Aladdin and Jasmine; she also likes dinosaurs and sharks. Zenon is interested in nothing other than Batman. We had to buy several Batman outfits so that he would have something to wear while other Batman outfits were being washed.
Our five-bedroom house is littered with four Macintosh computers, computer peripherals, a phone/fax/answer machine, office equipment, several music synthesizers, one TV/VCR, three other TVs, three other VCRs, two laserdisk players, a camcorder, various cameras, more than 500 compact disks, more than two hundred video disks, hundreds of video tapes, 500 “antique” vinyl 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 good 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 reading the humorous exploits and successes of my classmates. I pause when some of them have children entering and graduating from Yale, while my oldest has yet to enter kindergarten. My only friend from Yale is a hunter of patent lawyer heads: Kate Patterson was the nine-year-old daughter of Morse College’s late Master Patterson. Otherwise, Yale is receding into my past. Perhaps my MAYA project or my children will renew my relationship with “light and truth.” 
