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As I approach the task of my entry in the Class Book, I muse on the events of my past days. Having just returned from a fishing trip in the North Carolina mountains, I attended an Elton John concert with one daughter, went to a performance of the Mikado with another, cheered for the first efforts at soccer by yet another, observed a marathon lacrosse jamboree of my son’s, and discussed revision of our wills with my wife of twenty years. This about summarizes the place at which I find myself, although it does not do justice to the warm and productive relationship I have enjoyed with my bride. It seems a long way from New Haven.
Having finished an American Studies paper on Fiorello La Guardia as a senior, ready to start law school, I would not have conceived that twenty-five years later I would be a physician in family practice, cheering during off-hours with other “Cameron Crazies” for hometown Duke basketball.
Much of what has happened to me was influenced by Sam Chauncey,
who helped me to remain at Yale in 1969-70 as an intern for both himself and President Brewster. My office in Woodbridge Hall was a converted coatroom, which overlooked the plaza and the now long-gone, but not unloved, Lipstick sculpture by Claes Oldenburg. That year was a cacophony of protests, sit-ins, and demonstrations, which often led to stepping over students camped out on the steps, but the major lesson was one which I have never forgotten—the overwhelming decency of the President, the administration, and Yale’s faculty during what must have been incredibly trying times.
Some years later, having returned to New Haven to complete premed courses (as an undergraduate I had initially zipped out on rocks and stars distributional requirements) after being drafted (low lottery number) and serving as a field medic in the Special Forces, I was again impressed by Yale College as a place that would welcome the return of her former students to study for new careers. With some occasional propping up by premed advisor Woody Ewell, I did matriculate to medical school and then to a career that I have relished ever since, not having lost much for the detours.
I have few, if any, disappointments. I enjoy a fair strike by an honest fish in cold, clear water. Of achievements, I continue to be most refreshed by my family and sense of contribution to community. I have a more profound sense that we are all in this together; that the success of the whole is more important than the achievement of any part. We must understand that our generation, to whom so much has been given throughout our lives, has an obligation to wear the mantle of our responsibility actively and with wisdom. My personal goal is to live each day as a unity between what I believe and what I do.
I confess that, except for rare contacts with classmates and the lifeline of the local Yale Club, I have had little contact with the University. Perhaps others will agree that there is an element of denial in seeing oneself with a potbelly in a class photograph with a fat twenty-fifth reunion check to Yale. But I have heard from others that those anxieties pass quickly enough, mid-life having its advantages, and look forward with anticipation to joining classmates next summer.




