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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, consisted largely of engaging in passionate, alcohol- fueled arguments about the Vietnam war. I found these Old Blues
well-mannered, self-assured, hopelessly out of touch with an America gone dangerously awry, and, most damningly, old. The thought of ever reaching such an advanced state seemed reassuringly far away. Now, this summons to write—and, by extension, to reflect—has intruded upon my last attempt at evasion: that the twenty-fifth reunion was still a whole year ahead.
Reflection, at least in this context, begins with Yale. What I most like to remember of those four years is the invitation to enter a world where ideas, and not just tangible 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 understanding. It is this latter theme, more than any other, that seems to stand out as I look back over the last twenty-five years.
After Yale, largely out of a mistaken belief that it would keep my options open, I found myself at law school and then, seemingly inexorably, practicing law in New York—currently as General Counsel of The Dime Savings Bank. Yet perhaps because of the cautionary admonition of an anonymous graffitist in the Harvard Square MTA station that “the law sharpens the mind by narrowing it” (the words of the prophets apparently indeed being written on subway walls), I have continued to attempt to explore horizons beyond those of the legal profession. In that respect the high point was making lemonade of an early midlife crisis by quitting work and running off to explore Paris for several months, until the money ran out. This it did, regrettably, all too quickly, due in part to my propensity for hanging out in three-star restaurants more often than in Left Bank cafes. Nonetheless, the experience was great while it lasted, even if it failed to reflect the sense of commitment to the law and seriousness of purpose that many of my colleagues and friends seemed to possess more amply than I.
These intellectual and other wanderings may in the end reflect no more than an attempt to recapture an amiable dilettantism left over from “bright college years.” Yet despite this and all the other elements of my character—good and bad—that will no doubt still be recognizable to old friends, I know, too, that I could not be pleased at looking back if I did not believe I had also changed and grown, losing some sixties idealism but also, I hope, gaining both in compassion and in some measure of understanding, particularly of what it means to try to create a sense of self in a world in which the pressure toward conformity is substantial and the necessity for compromise inevitable.
A few weeks ago I sailed by the beach at Guilford where, on warm days, Bill, Don, Ben and I would run away from whatever slender responsibilities undergraduate life had placed upon our shoulders. It not only seems idyllic in memory, we knew at the time we had a good thing going—the luxury of time and independence. And as I stared back at the shade of my younger self, I became consciou s across that gulf of time of how little I knew then, and how little I know yet, of where it is I want to get to. I only know that I still hope to arrive, at some unspecified future date, at some unspecified place from which I can then look back and say that the journey made sense.
It’s a start.

