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Well! When I graduated from Yale, I had tuberculosis—not diagnosed until the following spring when I was hospitalized for five months. I came out of that experience a different guy—suddenly I was interested in questions of life and death. My intensive study of cross-cultural views of psychology, religion, and meditation continues to this day, and I can actually say it was fortunate that I was so ill in 1969. I never recovered my full energies, so I have to pick and choose what I do, but I now enjoy working as a clinical psychologist, an eighteen-year marriage (!), three wild sons (one named Eli), daily meditation, and weekly in-your-face basketball.
Education: M.A. in creative writing, Ph.D. in clinical psychology.
Disappointments: easily my greatest disappointment was spending ten years writing three novels and never finding a publisher. I realize many writers have this experience, but it was a bitter pill. I longed for the days when I could publish whatever I wanted in the Yale Daily News.
As part of our generation, I’m disappointed we haven’t made more progress in resolving problems of race conflict and poverty. I’m pleased we supported movements to demilitarize America.
At Yale I found out I loved to write for the News, and I still write articles and reports. I enjoyed knowing so many bright and bizarre friends. If I did it over, I wouldn’t put so much pressure on myself and, instead, would play more tennis and basketball. Also, how did we survive without the ladies? What a stupid concept!
My work is clinical psychology with children and adults—I’m quite satisfied with it, although in general, I think work is overrated. I’ve found 1 have a way with children—surprising myself.
I’ve enjoyed traveling (research and pleasure) to Africa, India, and downtown Berkeley, where there’s a greater variety of foreign immigrants and local weirdos than anywhere I’ve been.
I love my wife and children most of the time.
I think the Class of 1969 was the most spectacular class ever to appear on the face of the earth. But I’m not sorry I never learned those idiotic Yale songs.

