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After a fair amount of self-analysis, I have recently concluded that much of my life since Yale has been an unconscious effort to recapture the overall experiences of those heady undergraduate years, when I felt fulfilled on so many levels. For most people, I have learned, just the opposite is true: it was only after leaving Yale that they achieved anything like that sense of fulfillment. In my days as a Yale undergraduate I felt on top of my game, so to speak, with just the right mix of ego-reinforcing factors, viz., emotional support from a large group of like-minded friends and acquaintances, recognized success on athletic teams, and encouragement from faculty in my area of specialization. My sense of self was likewise aided by an eclectic group of extracurricular pursuits, such as riding a Harley Davidson, dancing with an exhibition folkdance troup, and singing with the Yale Russian Chorus. All of this seemed to make the sky the limit, with no fantasy appearing too farfetched or unattainable. As the years have passed, however, life’s choices have narrowed, and the very ability to generate fantasies, let alone realize them, has diminished. At forty-five years of age, in fact, I find myself embarrassingly short on tangible accomplishments and long on excuses. Having barely survived Yale Law School, where others in my class like Bill Clinton and Hillary Rodham thrived, I reasoned that I really should have entered the Foreign Service instead. I blamed the death of my first marriage, begun so jubilantly at Battell Chapel in 1969, on youthful indiscretion. Similarly, my career as a Wall Street lawyer wound down in 1978, after five years of masochistic toil in the bowels of Curtis Mallet-Prevost and Davis Polk. I remarried in 1982 and have had a respectable, though undistinguished, career as an international corporate lawyer specializing in Latin America and Asia, first working for PepsiCo in New York, and now for Chiquita Brands in Cincinnati. My true sense of fulfillment these days has derived from the relationship I have with my wife, Maria, whom I met in San Juan, Puerto Rico, and with my daughters, Christina (eight) and Daniela (six). Having said that, however, remembrance of life at Yale even now continues to beckon on a subliminal level, and that beckoning has prompted me to respond in odd, vestigial ways. Consider, for example, the compulsion towards daily workouts. Even though I no longer compete on athletic teams, and the Payne Whitney gym has faded far from view, I continue to huff and puff my way through exercises from Sydney to Shanghai. Consider, also, that I have faithfully practiced my Vniz po Matushke and Kalinka solos in the flattering confines of the shower for years, even though my singing career with the Russian Chorus ended in the early 1970s. Only the reality testing of an occasional alumni concert and my six-year-old’s tendency to cover her ears have convinced me that I have not quite perfected my technique. The same thing is true of foreign language learning. My stodgy old Volvo station wagon has become a sort of sur-
rogate language lab, its seats strewn with Chinese and Japanese language tapes, where I continue to strain for the most authentic pronunciation possible. Fortunately, I usually travel alone. When it comes to satisfying the folkdancing urge, however, I have learned that there are fewer, and less solitary, means available. The children have giggled more than once at daddy’s earnest attempts to remember long-forgotten dance steps to intricate Bulgarian rhythms. In a way, I suspect these and other atavistic tendencies may underscore my failure to grow emotionally beyond my Yale years. On the other hand, viewed from another perspective, they function as a kind of continuing validation and reinforcement of the entire experience. To preserve sanity and self-esteem, I prefer to think of them as the latter.

