WENTWORTH MILLER
501 Valhalla Drive, Sewickley, PA 15143
(412) 741-5701 (res.)
(412) 741-1900 (ofc.)
Summer ’93 in the upscale river town of Sewickley, Pennsylvania (see family photo submitted for this publication). I, the one of distinguished pate, am in the company of those I trust we have all come to place before the vain ambitions harbored once upon a time, you know where. From left to right are Gillian (twelve), Went III (twenty-one), a junior at Princeton (!?!?), Leigh (ten), andjoy, still as crazy about her Yalie as she was back in Silliman days (ha, ha).
After what in retrospect was a period of proximity to the future famous and infamous (classmate of Hillary; touch football teammate of Clarence; housemate of a friend of the husband of Zoe; almost the date ofLani), a mercifully brief (six-year) career in law evolved into a near decade-and-a-half now of conducting the Legal Essay Exam Writing Seminar (win with LEEWS!) in some thirty cities around the country. In short, I was able to return to the academic calendar—you know, seasonal work, long vacations—and so far have gotten away with it. To all of you who are, are married to, or may know law school deans and professors, I want to announce the discovery of the bridge between the theoretical and largely incomprehensible teaching that goes on in law school and the goal-oriented practicalities of lawyering. Have seminar, will travel! After twelve years of bustling, hustling, stimulating, but too often vexing and sometimes dangerous life in Brooklyn and New York, four years ago we escaped to the relative quiet, sanity, and civility (okay, I admit the neighbors are kind of boring) of suburban western Pennsylvania.
No pithy thoughts or reflections. The wisdom I’ve accumulated thus far (more or less all that is needed to keep family, state, and nation on an even keel—take more from the rest of the world than they take from you, but be nice about it! Do ya hear me, Bill?) is pretty much contained in the foregoing. Here’s to still kicking twenty-five years later! On to the next twenty-five! Don’t trust anyone under forty!

