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Remembering Yale: Because I’m a relatively closed, structured person, I start by remembering buildings: mortar, flagstones, crenellations, Gothic excrescences, out-of-proportion Georgianics, things that will be warm and steady in memory, things which will greet me should I happen to arrive for the fiftieth reunion; things I grew to know well through the New Haven winters; things I invested with my growing consciousness of beauty and history, and which consequently bear the burden of my educational ecstasies and epiphanies; things, like the buildings between the hospital and the campus, which represented The World as I traversed the gulf between my room and my job; the first building— Street Hall—and the moment in which I saw it...and gradually, subtly, inevitably, surprisingly, the thoughts edge over to the people inside the buildings, a major shift from mortar to evanescent flesh, to moments long gone but so well remembered, to others, others—my greatest adolescent fear, those I once avoided—others conquer the memory and dominate the meditation. There was a process there, in which I shed shyness and found a voice; a process of procession, of moving from the comfortable, solitary contemplation of unresponsive bricks to the giddy, electric, unpredictable connections with others which Yale somehow made necessary, inevitable. A rich, painful process full of apprehension and promise, life’s first great change. And in embracing my classmates and teachers I first found the ambit of my own arms.

