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After Yale I went on to Princeton’s Woodrow Wilson School for an M.P.A. I then went to work in New York City government, evaluating drug treatment and rehabilitation programs. The rough and tumble of big city politics, social problems, and bureaucracy was a completely different world from that of the Ivy Leagues, and took some getting used to. But I enjoyed the combination of doing fieldwork with an interdisciplinary team, learning about city neighborhoods and health service organizations, and the writing, analysis, and advising that lie at the heart of evaluation work. Those of you who know me know that I always had creative interests as well. I wrote some articles about my evaluation experiences that were published in health journals. In 1979 I wrote and illustrated a children’s book, Melissa on Parade (Bradbury Press). For awhile I did free-lance editorial and political cartooning. My work appeared in Foreign Policy Magazine, the Nation, Ms., and New York Affairs, and, in 1982, Princeton University Press published a calendar featuring my political cartoons. In a second stint in city government, I again returned to health care service evaluation (at the Department of Health), this time directing an evaluation unit for several years. But my creative interests continued, and I was looking for a new way that I could integrate them. I discovered the Macintosh and set about learning desktop publishing and computer graphics. There was such a need to produce health materials quickly, and the old ways of producing them were so slow and mired in bureaucracy; I saw a need and a service I could provide. Over the last few years I have been Director of Materials Development for a division of the Department of Health, designing and producing a range of promotional, educational, and presentation materials (including posters that have been displayed throughout New York’s subway system). Most recently I have also been teaching and training. I now teach desktop publishing and computer graphics (Quark, Illustrator, Photoshop) at the New School and at the New York Macintosh User Group (NYMUG).
Our upcoming reunions is, I’m sure, bringing back a flood of Yale memories for all of us. I suppose we will always be known as the last male class of Yale, but there were other distinctions as well. I think we already had a sense that Yale was changing demographically when we arrived. Yale was opening up, diversifying in its public/private school mix, its ethnic and geographic representation. And I think we had already, at the beginning, a sense of our generational muscle: we were the boomers coming of age (though probably none of us anticipated fully the tumult of the late sixties). I remember being struck by Yale’s historical atmosphere—its turrets, statues, inscriptions, and the pomp of its ceremonies. I had multiple reactions to this. I was awed and more than a little overwhelmed by it. I wondered whether the institution would be responsive to the present—to us and our needs. But mostly I felt honored by Yale’s history, feeling a sense of privilege, opportunity and access. Somehow it made me feel that our own personal histories and quests for meaning were worthwhile too.
Many things, big and small, changed during our years. Do you remember posture pictures and posture class? We were probably the last to have them! Wearing jackets and ties to Commons gave way. The grading system was reformed. New majors cropped up (Yale, I believe, was the first university to offer an Afro-American Studies major). Garry Trudeau, while we can’t claim him for our class, started drawing Doonesbury during our years (naming B.D. after our own B.D.!). The cross campus library was put underground, leaving the green intact. And coeducation was set in motion (remember coed week?).
Our campus experience was, of course, colored by the issues at large— the civil rights movement, the escalating Vietnam war, and the schisms that were tearing at the society. Lyndon Johnson’s stepping down, the deaths of Martin Luther King and RFK, the election of Nixon, the campus riots across America, the marches on Washington, the draft card burnings, Woodstock—all of this formed the backdrop of our years. The war in particular clamped a pressure cooker lid on Yale. I remember hearing that, before us, a number of students took more than four years to graduate—students took time off to work, find themselves, try things out. Suddenly that was no longer an option. The government’s deferment policy kept changing on us. Student deferments were no longer guaranteed. Then they were made dependent on our standing in the class. Professors came to realize that flunking someone could mean sending him to Vietnam. I think this more than anything else brought about the grading reform (unless it was the high marks Margaret Mead gave to her 900-student class that totally skewed the grading curve anyway!). One thing can be said: change came to Yale relatively peacefully (compared to what was happening on other campuses). I think this was in no small part due to the leadership and panache of Kingman Brewster. Both he and William Sloane Coffin emerged from our years as national spokespersons.
My Yale experience is still something I digest all these years later. Getting accepted at Yale was a big deal! I still remember carrying the acceptance letter in my pocket for several months during the summer before freshman year (or rather a copy so the original wouldn’t get molded up!). Yale’s logo, with its mix of Hebrew and Latin and crisp navy blue ink, suggested a new world for me. I would read the letter with a mix of pride and apprehension, plumbing it for some notion of what was to come.
My parents were German Jewish refugees—lucky ones, who’d gotten out just before the war broke. Both my mother and her family and my father’s parents had been aboard the St. Louis, the refugee boat Hitler had allowed out in the spring of 1939. The boat had been bound for Cuba, but the Cuban government reversed itself, refusing to let the passengers disembark. The boat meandered around the Gulf of Mexico, its passengers desperately trying to negotiate entrance into the U.S.—to no avail. My mother had memories of being able to see the shores of Florida—they were that close. The captain, sympathetic to the refugees’ plight, stalled a return to Germany as long as he could. Eventually four European countries took in the group. My mother and her family weathered the war years in England, my father’s parents, more  desperately, in
Belgium. The curtain of war descended and several years went by. Most of the St. Louis passengers perished. Ultimately, however, both sides of my family did make it to New York, where they regrouped in immigrant neighborhoods—and where my parents first met.
There was drama to the family’s exodus story (the St. Louis story was eventually made into a movie. Voyage of the Damned)—and a certain capriciousness. If events had turned out even slightly differently, I might have been born Cuban, English, Belgian, or not at all. But America was a godsend for my parents, and a new beginning—they tried to minimize the scars of the war and to look forward. Like many, they embraced the postwar optimism and American culture. They wanted to give me as American and apple-pie a boyhood as possible. 1 was named Tom after Tom Sawyer, one of the few American books my father had read. The family joke is that it was a good thing it wasn’t Huckleberry Finn!
So I had had a fairly typical and happy, modest middle-class childhood and adolescence. I had fun with my brother. My childhood heroes were Topper and Superman, an unlikely combination! 1 loved my hula hoop, fantasized over Annette Funicello, and took a lively interest in the fate of the Edsel. I grew up in Trenton, New Jersey, carried my girlfriend’s books, kissed her on the porch of her house, and navigated my way through Trenton’s big public high school. Like all of us, I was old enough to sense the charisma and promise of the Kennedy years and to be touched by the trauma of his death. And when the hormones started to kick in, I tuned in to the libidinal call of the Beatles and Rolling Stones. Still, it was the family saga I wrote about in my application essay to Yale. And my getting in represented something redemptive for the family.
I worked very hard at Yale, particularly during my freshman year when 1 was more than a little motivated by fear and awe for the place. It was my first introduction to the pursuit of excellence as a kind of ideal, of value in its own right. I responded to Yale’s challenge towards excellence with all the energy I could muster, and stretched in terms of achievement. I remember the real highs that came out of mastery and the free management of my own time—the eureka moments of grasping a concept, communing with a great author, writing a paper I was proud of, being lost somewhere in the fourth century B.C. while lounging in a leather chair in Sterling Library. I also remember having a lot of fun with buddies—for example as a member of the Marching Band. Our formations always skirted the edge with their double entendres. I still remember a Yale-Vassar merger formation where the band formed a giant Y whose stem marched vigorously into a receptive V, while playing “I’ve Got You Under My Skin.” I think we were censored after that! 1 played twenty-second trumpet out of twenty-two, but hey, everybody’s important in a formation!
Other free associations—posture pictures! One freshman day we all found a note from Payne Whitney gym in our mailboxes. (In psychology we had learned that intermittent reinforcement was what really worked for creating repeated behaviors. I’ve always thought that the many trips we took to Yale Station were our responses to our intermittent mail.) We had to get posture pictures. As you will recall, what this amounted to was having a picture taken of us, stripped down, with needles taped all over our bodies. The explanation: somehow the needles’ shadows showed how we were standing. I must have failed. I was informed I needed to take posture class, which amounted to several weeks of being taught how to stand. One of my buddies passed; the trick, he told me belatedly, was to stand as though you were squeezing a dime between your butt cheeks. Useful advice that, but a bit too late. I took posture class, chalking it off as a Yale experience I would relate many years later. So in a way 1 am making good on that promise! I have often wondered what became of those pictures. We all used to hear apocryphal stories about them being used as place cards at reunions. Could it be true?!
Later on there was Coed Week. It was supposed to be Yale students’ demonstration to the administration that life could go on business-as-usual with women around. Sure—we who gave the world the Yale-Vassar merger formation! Seven hundred women bussed in from twenty-two surrounding women’s schools. Academic life, at least our academic life, stopped for a week. By the end, we thought we had set back the cause of coeducation for a generation!
As was true for all of us in our own ways, my Yale experiences got filtered through a certain amount of adolescent confusion and distortion, and through the multiple crosscurrents of the times. Yale was—is—a Zabar’s of the mind. Everything was excellent, every professor seemed to be a leading figure, a celebrity, all the students seemed to have been high school valedictorians or class presidents—it was sometimes intimidating and overwhelming. Looking back now, I realize that growth and learning is lifelong, people grow at their own rates. Back then there was an urgency I felt, perhaps partially self-imposed and partially osmosed, that I had to know all the answers and make all the choices now. Part of adolescence (and indeed life) is playing and stumbling and nondi- rected exploring. A lot of this got preempted by the competitive drive of the place and the pressures brought to bear by the threat of the Vietnam war. There was a lot to adjust to. Yale’s male environment was a new experience for me, so was its self-assured preppie element. I like many aspects of the intensity, elitism, bravado, and camaraderie that emerged, but it had its double edge, and I also had lingering debts to a different background.
As men, I don’t think we fully anticipated the ramifications of the women’s lib movement and gender role changes. Generally, testosterone guided our behavior. For most of us, women were pretty much relegated to the weekends. Returning to campus from the fun of a weekend roadtrip, we all suffered occasional Sunday evening schmerz—the clatter of a lonely typewriter from a courtyard window calling us back to the work at hand. Still, the overriding feeling for me was of privilege in being there.
During our years, few went on for an M.B.A. About the nearest thing Yale had, I think, was a major in industrial psychology. There was no School of Organization and Management. I read somewhere that when First Boston Corporation came to campus recently, something like nine hundred people signed up for interviews; this would never have happened during our time. There was a distrust, or maybe just a lack of interest, in business. While the Great Society was tottering, it had not yet given way; our yuppiness had yet to surface. We were a contradictory mix: high-minded, community-spirited and idealistic, parochial and self-involved, flower children of peace-and-love wearing army jackets, torchbearers of the moral highground, hip antimaterialists benefiting from many advantages, distrustful of institutions and anyone over thirty. Mix inold Yale, high expectations, the Vietnam war. Add a touch of Hendrix, Joplin, and the Age of Aquarius. Stir gently over a high flame. That was us.

