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After leaving New Haven in June 1969, I moved to Boston to attend medical school 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 the Harvard Community Health Plan. At that time a small, relatively new health maintenance organization, it is now the largest in New England. I’ve had a fulfilling career, but the practice of medicine remains a great challenge, especially in the 1990s.
For me, the most important part of my life has been my family and friends. Writing for the twenty-fifth reunion classbook is a bittersweet experience 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 experience are inevitably linked with memories of friendships made at Yale. I still see and remain close with Tom Finarelli, and correspond periodically with Jamie Woolery and Karl Ameriks, my roommates at Yale. I see them all too infrequently, I wish it were otherwise.
I’ve been blessed with three beautiful children and a wonderful wife. When my second child, Becky, died in 1988 at the age of eight of a brain tumor, it was my older daughter Debbie, then age nine, who helped sustain us through some tough times. And now we have a two-year-old son, Zach, who fills our days with laughter.
There are many things in life that college does not prepare one for. Someone once told me that the secret to happiness in life is in what one makes 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.

