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John Beinecke reminded me to send in my twenty-fifth reunion notes. This naturally led me to think about what I was going to say. The funny thing is I can remember my father talking to me about doing the same exercise for his twenty-fifth (Yale ’39). And that seemed like yesterday. This is a constant theme as I think back to that June day in 1969 and today, twenty-five years later, as I write this on an airplane coming back from a business meeting.
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 three years as a First Lieutenant in the U.S. Army were so radically different as to make me wonder if I’d ever 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. The only person during those three years (except for my parents) who was glad to see me was Stan Resor. Stan happened to be starting OCS as I was leaving. It was fun watching the Secretary of the Army’s son doing pushups.
I’ve enjoyed an interesting professional life. I started at J.P. Morgan with classmate Arnie Welles. The highlight was my five years in Brussels, Belgium. After eighteen years I was offered the opportunity to run one of New York’s old (125 years) mutual savings banks which had just undergone a stock conversion. That was equally fascinating, particularly given the unparalleled (at least I hope so) economic environment we’ve just 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 accomplishment is the family I have. Marrying my wife, Cindy, of twenty-three years is the best decision I’ve ever made. Our two sons, Porter (eighteen) and Dwight (thirteen), are a constant 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. There 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 writing his class notes twenty-five years later at Yale.
