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The most appropriate way for me to sum up life after Yale is to quote Phil Jackson, head coach of my beloved three-time World Champion Chicago Bulls, commenting on the team’s first champion season and saying, “What a strange and wonderful trip it’s been.” (Incidentally, as a Chicago native, all of my home city’s sports teams are “beloved” in my mind, as the submitted picture implies.)
I entered Yale with rather conservative academic and career ambitions— namely to prepare myself to get into law school and enter the legal profession. I deviated from that game plan almost immediately—second semester freshman year to be exact—when I joined WYBC and went on the air. From that point on, my career track and personal life would take a totally different turn—for the better—and I would never look back.
While still at Yale, I held down a part-time job as a rock jock in New Haven at WNHC. After graduation I embarked on a seventeen-year career on the air at various stations in New Haven, Hartford, and Bridgeport, Connecticut. But broadcasting was only one stop along the magical mystery tour that became my post-Yale life. While in radio, I learned the art of writing and producing commercials, which I parlayed into a free-lance career. From that broadcast advertising experience I expanded into writing and producing audiovisual, multi-image films and videos, first for a local production company, and since 1985 through my own company based in Hamden, Connecticut. In addition I do marketing communications and consulting for a broad range of corporations, including IBM, GE, Aetna, and others. I have been fortunate to have my commercials recognized with awards from the Advertising Club of Hartford, the Advertising Club of Fairfield County, the Connecticut Art Director’s Club, the CLIO competition, and the Retail Advertising Conference. I have been equally fortunate to receive a Crystal AMI, the highest award given out by the Association of Multi-Image International.
None of the above would have been possible had I not made that detour off the prelaw route into radio. Nor would I have met my wife Cindy (and needless to say, nor would we have a son, Lucas). Cindy worked at one of the radio stations I programmed in New Haven. We met and did not instantly hit if off, largely because I was an obnoxious boss. But somehow, a relationship bios- somed, and we got married in 1981 and have remained happily so ever since.
With all due respect to classmates, roommates, professors, and others, my fondest memories of Yale, not surprisingly, revolve around WYBC—from the countless all-night shows (often visited by street people of New Haven who crashed the station during the wee hours), to broadcasting a memorable Yale- Harvard football game in 1967 (not as memorable as THE TIE in 1968), to being the first and perhaps only person to do play-by-play of a Bladder Ball game. It was an enormous source of pride to be at Yale, at WYBC, and in broadcasting for the birth of progressive rock radio. WYBC was the first such station in all of Connecticut and maybe the country. It was equally satisfying to be part of the core group that put the station on the air twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, for the first time in its history.
I remember with pride the constant parade of headliners from the worlds of music and politics who came to the studios of WYBC and graced our airwaves.
I remember listening with horror and dismay as WYBC broadcast Ivy Network coverage of the 1968 Democratic Convention in Chicago, when the local police, under orders from Mayor Daly, gave Chicago a figurative black eye while giving young protesters literal black eyes and other bumps, bruises, and cuts during the disorder that reigned supreme at the convention. You may recall the mayor’s classic malapropism in the press, “The police aren’t here to prevent disorder. They’re here to preserve it.”
I remember with fondness those of you who worked with me at WYBC, and who listened from your rooms—and even occasionally called in to make a request or try and win a contest.
Currently, I am in the process of trying to repay Yale and WYBC for those marvelous experiences by volunteering as a member of the WYBC Board of Governors, trying to rescue the station from its current financial woes and revitalize this unique and memorable part of the Yale experience.
There have been a few disappointments on this “strange and wonderful trip” of mine—but only a few.
I was disappointed at missing out on Yale’s coeducational experience. Women were admitted the year after we graduated.
I was disappointed at not being able to go to Woodstock. I had to work at WNHC during that week and couldn’t get a day off.
I was—and remain—disappointed at the blandness of rock ‘n’ roll radio today, where personalities are out, and wall-to-wall music with no talk prevails.
I was bitterly disappointed at the collapse of the 1969 Cubs. I was equally disappointed when the 1984 Cubs, after taking the first two games in the NLCS at Wrigley Field, lost the next three at San Diego and lost a trip to the World Series—thanks in large part to Leon Durham, whose misplay of a grounder has only been eclipsed by Boston’s Bill Buckner in 1986. I was disappointed that the 1989 Cubs couldn’t find a way to win just one game at San Francisco before losing out to the Giants in the NLCS. (Sense a pattern here?) When one’s favorite team hasn’t won a World Series since 1908, or even played in one since 1945, these disappointments are the norm. None of these disappointments, however, prevent me and my family from making our annual pilgrimage to Wrigley Field each summer for a few game. As for achievements, there have been many. However the highest achievement of all is my family. What more could one ask for?
