
[bookmark: bookmark578]ROGER HUNG TUAN YEE
222 Burns Street, Forest Hills, NY 11375
(718) 544-0939
Contract Design Magazine, 1515 Broadway, New York, NY 10036
You don’t have to be crazy to stand on the subway platform at 42d Street in Times Square, New York City, at 10:00 p.m. on a Friday night, waiting for an E train to go home from work—but it helps. As I jot these notes, a group of smartly attired and obviously merry theatergoers (middle-aged as I am, I note with some hesitation) is descending to the platform from a stairway on my right. A scruffy looking, pungent and possibly homeless individual on my left is attempting to extract small change from a leather-jacketed, mini-skirted young woman so engrossed in her Walkman (earphones visible beneath a baseball cap worn backwards) that she is oblivious to him. Behind me, a group of Transit Authority workers are scrubbing down the platform with soap suds, brooms, hoses, and loud bantering. If I care to look straight ahead, there are some dismayingly large and fearless Norway rats cavorting on the trash-filled tracks. If I don’t care to look, I can review my itinerary for a business trip that will take me thousands of miles from these tracks in a few days.
I don’t know if this tableau vivant accurately sums up the years between graduating from Yale as a member of the Class of 1969 and being part of the U.S. work force in 1993, the eve of our Twenty-fifth Reunion. It certainly reminds me of the delicate balance that has persisted in the world I’ve known since graduation. On the one hand, I’ve enjoyed interesting and rewarding work as an architect, real estate marketer, and journalist, for which I have been compensated by a decent way of life blessed with a lovely family, including wife, son and daughter, and good friends. On the other hand, I can’t help seeing poverty, misery, and social disorder gnawing away at my fellow citizens and ultimately everything else I hold dear.
What to do? I wish I knew. However, giving in to despair can’t be the answer. Clinging to a faith in humanity, abstract, idealistic and difficult as this may be, at least forces us to reason. Can we, the citizens of perhaps the most fortunate nation on earth, discover ways to help the less fortunate to help themselves here and abroad? Can we, keeper of the mightiest global armed forces, invent effective ways for humanity to coexist peacefully? Can we, chief consumer of the world’s resources, devise better strategies to live generously yet peacefully with our precious planet? For giving me the confidence, again and again, to keep asking questions like this, thank you Yale—the faculty, fellow students, and staff who made the search for truth an honorable if not always conclusive endeavor.
Not knowing where the majority of my classmates find themselves today, I can only wish you all well. If you wish to communicate your views on where the world is going as you see it, I can currently be reached as the editor of a professional journal for architects, where 1 try to encourage my colleagues to find their greatest inspiration among the individuals, communities and societies they serve.
