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Twenty-five years seem a long time...life has been good to me. Pam and I married soon after graduation. We now have four children, Daniel, Jordana, Gabriel, and Benjamin. I got my M.D. and Pam got her Ph.D. The children, work, and play all are in competition for the limited amount of time. It’s a balancing act that I see most clearly when I can see what Pam does to try to make things work out. I play my part, but it is not as easy to observe oneself.
We spent 1969 through 1991 in the north shore area of Chicago. I had my psychiatric practice in Evanston, and Pam worked at National-Louis University. We then got our middle-age crazies. Instead of divorcing like other couples, we moved to Seattle, Washington. I started a new practice in the south end of Seattle (near Seatac Airport), and Pam got work at Antioch University of Seattle.
I went to our tenth reunion and found very few people I knew. Jonathan Edwards was small and only a few of us showed up. Yale was a strange and foreign place on the tenth reunion. The Yale I knew was not the buildings, it was the people whom I had known and grown up with for four incredible years. They are all in my heart, and the reality of any reunion cannot match. I think of those years often.
During my years in the practice of psychiatry, I worked in various areas and with all sorts of people. My patients led me into areas that I never thought I would go when I took “Psych 101.” I worked for five years on a unit at Rush- Presbyterian-St. Luke’s Hospital in Chicago that dealt with dissociative disorders and multiple personality. I am now firmly convinced that Normal is only a setting on a washing machine. Those five years altered my view of the world almost as much as my four years at Yale. I am still dealing with the repercussions of both.
I used to measure my life in terms of four-year intervals. The days and years seem to accelerate now, and four years are but the blink of an eye. The images and memories of the years at Yale will remain.

