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Where are you, 1969? Despite the passage of years, pain, joy, and preoccupation with seemingly important and not so important things, I still remember you well. The autumn aromas; the endless discussions about every conceivable way to avoid the draft (Peace Corps in Peru, repatriation to Canada, conscientious objector applications, teaching deferments, waiting lists for National Guard units) and still attend law school (Dan Quayle and Bill Clinton did it, why couldn’t I?); co-ed week; campus chaos at Columbia and Harvard (was Yale sleeping?); the remoteness of Vietnam jungles, Richard Nixon, John Mitchell, and the Chicago Seven; an awesome football team with NFL material (I watched BD play high school ball in Cleveland and eagerly kept watching for four more glorious years); Yale’s 29-29 loss to Harvard, the pain of which was eased only by Medved’s performance at the academic College Bowl; Wednesday night trips on icy roads to Vassar and Smith (why did we risk our lives?); Henry Wallach on the Federal Reserve System (I still do not understand the concept); and, best of all, friends for life.
Friends. Art, Larry, Brad, Terry, Paul, B.D., Scott, Bob, Max, Mabry, Ron, Jerry, Steve, Jim, John, and dozens of others from the freshman commons lunch counter (where I worked), from the intramural games I helped supervise, from Trumbull College, from the fifth floor sweaty gym, from the Class Book Staff, from English seminars, and from all the other activities and chance encounters which gave birth to and then nurtured our relationships.
Professors. One, more than all the others combined, influenced and guided me. English Professor Tammy Watters. My friend, mentor, and surrogate parent. God bless her.
The Twenty-five Years Since Graduation. Two years were spent teaching severely retarded children in hometown Cleveland. It was at times rewarding, sad, exhausting, boring, meaningless, and meaningful. Sandwiched between teaching were eight stimulating, stressful and exhilarating months working as traveling press secretary and speech writer for then unknown Howard Metzenbaum in his upset senatorial primary victory over astronaut John Glenn two days after the deaths at Kent State, and then narrow defeat by Yalie Bob Taft. Law school at Georgetown (Bill Clinton and I more or less traded places at schools), 1971-74. Marriage in 1972 (to Debby), and then one glorious year in Hawaii clerking for a federal judge after law school (1974-75). A trip to Japan, then a reluctant move to Los Angeles, where Debby enrolled at University of California Los Angeles School of Public Health. A small Los Angeles litigation law firm (in 1980s parlance, a “boutique” firm) hired me.
The marriage blew apart in late 1977 (after five years). Failure. That’s all I could think about for a while. I was a success/achievement driven person who failed in something I valued quite highly. I felt as if I were the only person in the world who had made a serious mistake. Where did I go wrong? Smart boys (men?) from Yale were not supposed to make dumb moves!
More mature and realistic about my own limitations, I moved forward (still thinking in achievement-oriented words and actions). I continued practicing law (business litigation) and refereeing high school basketball, dreaming of arguing in the Supreme Court in the morning and officiating at a PAC ten basketball game at night. (Neither dream has yet been fulfilled.)
1978. While living with my younger brother after my divorce, he introduced me to Mara, at that time a floral designer. What a break in the clouds! Married in 1980, Mara and I have shared life’s tragedies (buried Mara’s mom and my younger brother, who died two years after our wedding at the age of twenty-eight), brought two children (David, almost thirteen, and Jenna, age nine) into the world, and have made decisions large and small which eventually led to new beginnings (and lifestyles) in 1991.
1989. Two major events in the month of May. My twentieth reunion at Yale, and the successful conclusion of five years of litigation battles in the jeans wars (Guess vs. Jordache). The reunion left me more introspective than ever, and the jeans war victory emboldened me for daring personal strategies. After taking some time off to smell the roses and gain greater perspective on our lives and goals, my wife and I concluded that we could improve our “quality of life” (a cliche phrase today that is nonetheless accurate) if we relocated from Southern California to the Northwest. And that we did.
July 1991. I bid farewell to the Los Angeles law firm that was my professional home for sixteen years (and where I was one of the managing partners for half of those years); I finished my stint as president of the Yale Club of Southern California; Mara gave up her floral design business; we sold our house in Pacific Palisades; and we then packed up the kids and their pet rat (affectionately known as “Mouser”) and caravanned station wagon style up Highway 1 to Portland, Oregon. Our new home. Apparently part of a larger out-migration by baby boomers from golden California, our move attracted media attention and became the focus of an October 1991 New York Times article.
No regrets at all. The rain can be relentless, the chilly air sometimes piercing, the Blazers are the only game in town, the antigay movement too active, and state and local governments too stretched financially, but we love our new life in the shadow of Mount Hood. We enjoy public schools (now run byYale classmate Jack Bierwirth), short commutes, neighborhoods, politically active communities, a small and relatively friendly legal community (yes, 1 am still practicing law; so not a total change in lifestyle), and more cultural events than we can attend.
My kids’ pet has gone to rodent heaven, but she has been replaced by new and improved rats which are generating offspring at record rates. Playing baseball, basketball, and saxophone (not all at the same time), our son David is having his Bar Mitzvah the same month as this Reunion. Jenna is busy with soccer, piano, and jewelry making, the last a creative talent she has learned from her artist mom. Mara is on the Board of the Oregon Holocaust Resource Center, the American Jewish Committee, and our synagogue. Somehow she also finds time to make and sell beautiful and unusual jewelry (they are more permanent than floral designs).
I have come full circle in twenty-five years. From Yale, a small, self-contained community, to Portland. It suits me. It must also suit a lot of other Yalies. Of eighteen homes on my street, three are occupied by Yalies (Classes of ’66, ’68, and ’69). Many of our classmates have moved to Portland, joining several who have returned to their native land (including Tom Fuller, Walt McMonies, Rick Gustafson, and Bill Robertson, my freshman roommate who left Yale in 1966 and twenty-five years later encouraged me to migrate to Portland). Some brave or twisted souls have bucked the trend (e.g., Rob High) and left the Northwest, never to return. Although there is no more room for newcomers here (now that we have arrived), we would love to host classmates for visits.
