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Twenty-five years is a long time to sum up. Most of all, I would have to say I’ve been lucky, since there have been plenty of times when things could have gone badly but didn’t. I signed up for three-and-a-half years in the Navy, emerging unscathed and well-travelled, serving two years as an intelligence officer. This may not be the best place to say it, but the reunion I would most enjoy would be the thirty or so officers from the wardroom of the USS Wainwright.
I had two interesting years in London in graduate school and got a job connected with commodity markets, which were then one of the most exciting things going. While I would never have predicted I would end up as an agricultural economist, I have been successful in my work and fortunate in my colleagues. The firm of Abel, Daft & Earley just celebrated its tenth anniversary and is now famed in song and story in agricultural economist and Washington policy circles. “Dead dog Democrats” all, our star has risen after the long dark night of Reagan-Bush-omania.
But I have been luckiest in my family life. I met Jane Campana at a party in 1975, and for me it was love at first sight. She was both intelligent and sexy. It took her a few more sights. I’m not sure which category I was weak on. We began living together that year, bought a house on Capitol Hill in 1976, and got married in 1977.
We have a daughter Caitlin, Class of 2003 and a son Nick, Class of 2005. They’re healthy, smart, funny, and good looking—I told you I was lucky. It would please me no end if they went to Yale, provided it is right for them at the time. Yale was a wonderful mind-expanding experience for me.
Given the hazards of daily life, I was sometimes skeptical that I would be around for my twenty-fifth reunion. My mother died of undecipherable causes in May 1968 in the middle of exams. They waited a day until I had finished to break the news. My father died in 1976 of cancer. Despite, some long-lived grandparents, this did not seem a good omen. Having escaped accidental death a couple of time since then and survived my share of minor disorders, I am feeling a little more sanguine about making contributions to my retirement plan. I remember Lee Mundell was convinced he would die young, until he didn’t. Now I think we could both live to ripe old ages. Unless wine turns out to be bad for you.
Does luck translate into happiness? It helps, but I have also worked hard at keeping the different elements of my life in proportion. Armed with the seventies’ sensibilities of educated American males, I have done my share on most fronts and kept my career and family life in balance. It’s one of the things I’m most proud of.
There is room for improvement though. Family and work life can be too narrow a realm. I have been focusing more in the past year on developing better male friendships, and meet every couple of weeks with half-a-dozen like-minded acquaintances. It has proved to be a good forum for talking about a wide variety of issues. Almost like pre-coed Yale when male friends were pretty much your only option.
I have taken up sailing, which is a delight. Never learned tennis, which is a disappointment, but I am hoping my kids will get me into it. Should undoubtedly get more exercise and drink less wine. Should meditate twice daily and floss once. Shouldn’t lose my temper, procrastinate, or worry too much about the future. Should write more letters.
One of the biggest changes in my outlook on the world since twenty- five years ago is a decline in optimism, perhaps better described as a shrinking of horizons. Back then anything seemed possible. You didn’t know what you would end up doing for a living, whom you would marry, or where you would put down roots. One could travel almost anywhere outside the Communist countries without great fears regarding personal safety. And there was a definite sense that progress on many fronts was not only possible but likely. By now my own options have narrowed dramatically. And so much of the world seems closed off, violent, and lacking in hope. I would most like to see the pendulum swing back in the other direction over the next twenty-five years.
With regard to my own life, I remain optimistic. I believe my relationships with family and friends will deepen and intensify. I feel a little stale in my work situation, but hope to find some new direction or application for the skills and knowledge that I have accumulated. Longer term, I would like to have the freedom and will to do something a little more oriented towards public service.
Twenty-five years after Yale, I know I was lucky to have had that four years there and made the friends I did. I wish I had done a better job of keeping up some of those friendships and believe this reunion is a chance to begin doing that.

