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I have two specific pictures from my years at Yale—one of the Freshman golf team in 1966 in which I seem somewhat out of place with a crewcut and a shy grin. The second is of the senior golf team, 1969, in which I seem somewhat cocky and have longer hair and a mustache (one of the few for our class in that year). Why I seem cocky is beyond me since I was only the substitute on the team! Those two pictures have always represented to me the value of my Yale education—to gain confidence, whatever the occasion.
My career has taken a number of twists, which in retrospect seem logical, but weren’t at the time. The logical trend was from the abstract to the practical. I entered Yale studying physics and mathematics, earned a Ph.D. in microbiology from Massachusetts Institute of Technology, and have worked in applied biological research and toxicology ever since. 1 recently received certification as a toxicologist which seems a long way from someone who loved mathematics and never studied biology in college. However, since I wanted to be a scientist ever since I was eight years old, I guess the actual field never mattered that much.
By the end of our junior year I was seriously reconsidering my potential career in physics. Although psychologists might call it the standard student identity crisis, the reasons were several and very specific. Willie Lam and Chris Floyd stand out—they were beyond me in both love and knowledge of physics. Also, my personality demanded shorter-term goals than research in physics could provide, and I absorbed all the talk about “relevance” which permeated our college years. Disclaimer—this brief comment about relevance is the only reference I will make to the tensions that racked our college years (civil rights and the Vietnam War), not from lack of importance, but because they were too important and permeated everything.
What to do? My sister was in graduate school at Yale in microbiology and persuaded me to give it a try. Bacteria grow in a day, so experiments can be performed constantly—this solved the short-term personality problem. Even after receiving my Ph.D. in 1976, relevance was still a problem, as most of my training was directed towards basic biological research; I was ahead of my time since the biotechnology revolution had not yet started.
I then moved up the evolutionary ladder, from bacteria to humans, and
researched problems in human genetics for my postdoctoral years. By this time the biotechnology revolution was full-blown, and I was torn between another postdoc to learn cloning and become a genetic engineer or get my first job. 1 was overwhelmed with a desire to pay real income taxes before I turned thirty, so I started working in toxicology in contract research. I am currently in a consulting company, and my time is focused almost exclusively providing services to companies for development of pharmaceuticals.
Too squeamish to give blood in college and with no real interest in medical school, I now find myself fascinated by medicine and the challenges of developing new pharmaceuticals. My roommates, Dan Moore and Frank Dema- ree, forced me to try to give blood during our freshman year, but I became woozy and fainted after the pinprick. The second time, they alerted the nurse to me, and I was rushed from the pinprick station to the donation coach before I could faint.
A football fanatic while at Yale, I was a member of Football 10A and remember the thrill of watching the trashing of Dartmount in 1967 (56-15?) again on the screen. I also stayed up late one August night to watch Brian Dowling finally play in an exhibition game with the Minneapolis Vikings (1972?). I think I have the best story for the 29-29 tie in 1968. As organizer for my roommates, at one time I had eighteen tickets to the Game in my hand (you figure out the scalping value for the Yale Club in New York in 1968 dollars!). After handing them all out, my ticket was stolen the morning of the game while I played soccer for Calhoun against Kirkland House. Thanks to Gary Fauth and the Yale Marching Band, I was able to carry coats and instrument cases as the band entered Harvard Stadium; I discharged my obligations to the band members and finally took my seat in time for the kickoff.
I met Ellen Hoffman during my graduate school days, and we have been “married” in the sixties sense for twenty years. The official wedding will take place in 2001 (naturally) in Lake Tahoe—we are still discussing the relevance of an Elvis impersonator. Lake Tahoe was chosen for its natural beauty and skiing (we love California) and the chance to play casino poker and earn the entry fee for the World Series of Poker (a dream of both of ours).
For some reason, at Yale, 1 was part of a group which disparaged California—I think we were trying to beat on Mark Lorell who constantly talked about University of Southern California and University of California, Los Angeles. Ha—the joke is on us, California is beautiful. Ellen and I constantly play “what if’—what if we had gone to California when we had chances. However, we love Boston, so vacations in California seem the next best thing.

