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When my father, Yale ’39 (Berkeley College), dropped me off at Yale, he told me that these would be the best four years of my life, but that I wouldn’t know it until later. I decided I would. I did, and that’s why I still go to eight or nine games every year. But I’ve decided my father was imprecise; 1965-1969 were the free-est four years of my life, but perhaps—it’s hard to say it—not actually the best. That’s what I’ll tell my son, Joshua, when I drop him off at Swarthmore in six weeks: that the next four years will be the free-est, and among the best, of his life. We had a wonderful privilege. We were free of the responsibilities that daily life has imposed upon us for the last twenty-five years and which grow larger all the time. All we had to do was think, talk, read, write, and play.
I’ve noticed, though, that discharging responsibilities is rewarding. Josh is the best thing I’ve done with my life, and I didn’t even know him at Yale. Seeing a student learn how to think, in my class, partly because of what I say, feels good. I’ve learned how to do at least these two things well: father my son and teach first-year law students a course of one hundred selected, strung-together cases from Prosser’s Cases and Material on Torts.
On the whole, I’d say that human beings have been a disappointment. Though there are exceptions, people are a selfish, nasty, narrow-minded, brutal, superficial, shallow, dishonest, ignorant lot; with little regard for Truth (or Light), making even less effort to find it, and scoffing at the concept itself as politically incorrect. Daily reminders of all that notwithstanding, my youngest brother’s suicide, at age twenty-nine in 1986, is enormously sad. I understand that one might choose, as some of our classmates did, not to live in this world, but it used to be hard to believe that emotional pain could be so acute as to make taking one’s own life almost attractive. His death made me realize that continued existence can be very much harder than I can imagine. Still, it seems such a sad waste. When my mother died in 1973, I learned, as I’m sure most of you have by now, that one is a much smaller number than two. I can’t imagine not having my father to talk to, but that will happen too.
I have a few books in me, and I still expect to get them out, though I have had writer’s constipation for too long. I’d like to write about the judge I clerked for, the country’s first black judge and the leader of the civil rights movement before Thurgood Marshall and Martin Luther King, Jr.; images of law in Gilbert & Sullivan and Agatha Christie; the unconstitutionality of the federal bureaucracy; and at least one murder mystery. I think I’d like to live on a boat for a while, and I know I’d like to be an appellate court judge. And I’d like to meet a woman who was really right for me. Are a couple of aphorisms (with citations) within the very broad bounds that Brian and Tom set?
Loving someone means you give them the power to let you down. (Yale 29 Harvard 29, November 23,
1968. Sorry B.D., but you wanted candor.)
If she didn’t love her father, then she can’t love
you. (Anon. Slightly overbroad, but life is too
short to find the others.)
Speaking of life being too short, the absolute deadline for this is July 15, and Bastille Day ended four hours ago, and I’m tired. Though this is for the Reunion, the Twenty-Fifth Anniversary of The Tie has its attractions, too. Come to the Bowl November 20. You’ll be glad you did. (I’ve submitted a picture of Josh [and his mother, Margi, for those who remember her] at dinner before high school graduation last month; and one recent one of me.)

