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When last seen, I was leaving Yale headed for a career in the theater. Lifesurprises you. As it turns out, I’ve spent the last twenty of the intervening twenty-five years as a free-lance promotional writer, with a secure and rewarding niche in the direct mail fund-raising field. If you’ve ever contributed to a nonprofit organization working on civil rights, women’s rights, or the environment, chances are you’ve found my letters in your mailbox from time to time in the past two decades.
To those members of our class who worked so hard to get women into Yale, I can report that I’m carrying on the tradition by helping women get into Congress. In 1992 my direct mail packages raised something over $7 million for women candidates for the House and the Senate.
For me, as for many classmates, this twenty-fifth reunion comes at a time when the educational wheel is completing a revolution. My stepdaughter Rebecca will be finishing her second year of college by the time we meet. Listening and watching as she works through what she wants out of college and how she can get it, I remember the carefully misconceived and accidentally fore- sighted choices I made—before, during, and after Yale. It turns out I had no idea where I was really headed, but I managed to let Yale prepare me pretty well for the route I followed. Now, seeing where I’ve gotten to, I find myself a bit envious of Rebecca, laying out a course from scratch, and my wife Bonnie, who made a midcourse correction into a whole new career a few years ago. As the clock chimes twenty-five, how many other ’69ers are contemplating a new tack? Let’s talk.

