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[bookmark: _GoBack]The open-ended invitation to write whatever I choose is too daunting, so I tricked myself by propounding a questionnaire to myself.
1. First, could you just give us the bare data? What have you done since 1969? I married Martha, whom many classmates will remember from her occasional weekend visits. We have now been married twenty-three years. We have two bright and beautiful daughters, Katherine, born in 1977, and Emily, born in 1981. On the professional side, I practiced law in New York for fifteen years with Dewey Ballantine, doing commercial litigation. A few years ago Martha and I finally came to the conclusion that, for a variety of reasons, New York simply didn’t suit us any longer, and after a couple of years spent figuring out what part of the country we would be happiest in (Martha wanted to return to the South; I didn’t), we moved to Portland, Oregon. I head up the litigation department of the Portland branch office of Foster Pepper & Shefelman, a Seattle firm.
2. What about you has changed the least since college? My generally skeptical approach to life. That was probably most pronounced in the religious area during college. Back then, I flirted with the notion, now clearly recognizable as nonsense, that political issues might be more amenable to definite answers. Today, I know better and give a wide berth to those who don’t.
3. What interests have survived since college? Bridge, though I rarely play now. Sleight of hand, although my repertoire has shrunk since college.
4. Any new interests? Computers, which provide an outlet for what’s left of my mathematical abilities; I am a reasonably proficient, self-taught programmer. Anthony Trollope. Daughters.
5. What did your wife think was the most hilarious bit of self-deception in your first draft of this piece? My claim to have grown more tolerant over the last twenty-five years. She says I am profoundly less tolerant. Maybe she’s right.
6. Since this is a twenty-fifth reunion class book, please say something appropriately sentimental about your college years. Although it’s no doubt attributable in part to the charitable selectivity of memory, what they say about one’s college years turns out to be true. At that age we are mature enough to be almost indistinguishable from the adult selves we will tend to remain, and yet unformed enough to remain open, willing to expose as much of ourselves to others as we ever will. I am naturally a bit aloof, so the friendships 1 formed at Yale may not seem particularly strong when measured against the background of human friendship generally. But for me they are the strongest I will ever have. I regret that I have not done a better job of maintaining them.

