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I’m alive and well and living in Winchester, a Boston suburb. I spend my
working hours as a partner at Fish & Richardson, an old-line patent law firm. My nonworking hours are devoted to my wonderful wife, Maureen Meister (an art history professor at the Art Institute of Boston), and our two charming monsters, Peter (nine) and Stephen (four). Our castle is a brick Victorian on which we’ve spent endless hours and almost endless money.
Yalies are scarce in our town; and they are careful not to blow their cover in what is largely Hahvahd country. Still, I have been known to fly a Yale banner out front on the day of The Game.
Things I miss most about Yale: the world’s greasiest hamburger at the Durfee butt; studying in the Sterling stacks; being the first person at breakfast every morning in the Branford dining hall; the God squad; gross-out contests on WYBC; parietal hours; the coat-and-tie rule; the posture test in freshman year.
Things I’ve learned since leaving Yale: between them, organized religion and men aged fifteen to forty-five account for eighty-nine percent of the world’s evil; politicians and professional athletes account for the rest; child abuse is both disgusting and understandable; the world is neck deep in slobs; nostalgia just isn’t what it used to be; cynicism is a hopeless waste of time.
