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crippling but Okay

I have been among the very lucky, living in a village and
rking remotely Llfe in the Village of Brock port,




delaying life .







sudden

On the first day that Covid-19 was found in the US, my father
died of a sudden heart attack. It was a shattering loss that changed
the passage of time. Suspended in grief, I was mystified that
ordinary life continued all around me.

Little did I know that Covid-19 would soon alter everyone’s
lives and sense of time. Last March, life in NYC officially came
to a standstill. For almost a year, I’ve been teaching violin lessons
on Zoom, my husband’s been working remotely, and we’ve been
* cooking breakfast, lunch, and dinner together at home. It’s hard
to imagine our former lives of vacations abroad, business trips,
concerts, parties, restaurants, hugging and seeing family.

My daily life during the pandemic is marked by stillness and
quiet. I know that I am not alone in experiencing that. A year into
the pandemic, my personal grief has morphed into a collective grief
for all of the deaths, illnesses, and lost opportunities.

I’ve also learned to appreciate what I have. The pandemic has
brought me closer to my mother and my in- laws. We never used to
talk or see each other that often, and now we talk almost every day.

The pandemic has also strengthened my connection to
Princeton. My mother and I regularly attend Princeton Art
Museum online lectures and have enjoyed streaming Princeton
‘University concerts. My daughter and son will both be at Princeton
next year and we can’t wait to visit them on campus!

— Yolanda Wu ’89
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one cheer

I admit it; I'm old - well past the biblically-allotted three-score
and ten, though not yet four-score. This means that I am among
those considered most vulnerable to the effects of Covid-19. My wife
and I have been careful. We'’ve stayed away from large gatherings,
we don’t go shopping except for essentials, and we haven’t yet eaten
indoors at a restaurant. We have socialized with friends, though
always outdoors and at a distance. I play the occasional squash
game, but with people I know and at a time when our club tends to
be empty.

For old folks, we have always led pretty active lives. For
example, before the pandemic hit, we had five separate vacations
booked between April and August, three overseas; we are avid
movie-goers; we often go out to dinner with other couples; we
frequently spend the night in New York to see a show; and we have
children and grandchildren in New York and Washington, D.C.,
whom we visit reasonably often. Add to that the various games,
lectures, and performances offered by our hometown university, we
are always busy.

No longer. Since hosting our New York City-based daughter,
her husband, and two children from late March through mid-
August, our lives have settled into a routine - regular meals at
home, the occasional shopping trip, squash games (only me),
walking the dog, writing, reading, and watching TV. Like Poor
Richard, we are early to bed, early to rise.

For years, I had promised myself that I would write a personal
history, but it always took second place to whatever else we
might have had planned. I have now completed the first draft of a
manuscript, roughly 170 pages long. This would not have happened
but for Covid-19 and the unencumbered space it has provided.

And I’ve become more contemplative, keeping a journal every day
since March 12th.

At our age, my wife and I don’t have to worry about jobs, we
don’t have responsibility for young children, and we are fortunate
to have sufficient financial resources to get us through. Other
than reading about our dysfunctional government and the related
mishandling of the coronavirus, we lead reasonably sane and stress-
free lives. Likely because of social-distancing, we haven’t been sick,
either from the virus or anything else, and we generally feel better.
I’ve even lost a few pounds.

Do I miss the various distractions that characterized our pre-
pandemic lives? Yes. But maybe when a vaccine kicks in and things
return to a semblance of normalcy, we’ll give some serious thought
as to whether that contemplated trip to New York, London, or the
movies is really worthwhile, and remind ourselves of the pleasures
of an inactive life.

— Henry Von Kohorn ’66



assaulted

Early in March 2020, I was assaulted while I was walking my
dog in broad daylight, just because I am (and look) Asian. The
number of hate crimes against Asians due to the coronavirus was
rapidly rising. I believe that much of these horrendous behaviors
stem from ignorance and fear, fueled by a single story about a cruel
and deadly virus originating in China.

So I set out to change that single-story narrative by sharing
the stories and music of outstanding classical musicians of Asian
descent (I am a concert pianist). In collaboration with WQXR,

I created Heritage and Harmony, a video series, each of which
includes a performance, the musician discussing his/her heritage,
as well as their connection to the piece they’ve chosen. The concert
is both a recognition of the tremendous contributions to the musical
canon by AAPI classical musicians and a reminder of the need to
stand together against mindless intolerance.
https://www.wqxr.org/story/heritage-harmony/

My latest project, Heritage and Harmony: Her Words, Her
Voice, is a poetry/music program dedicated to empowering school-
age girls of color. I am truly grateful to Professors R.N. Sandberg,
Stacy Wolf and Paul Muldoon, who have advised and introduced
me to incredible poets who will join me in the project, including
Tracy K. Smith. ;

The silver lining through it all is that my connection to
Princeton is stronger than ever. Our great Class of 1980 holds

monthly virtual Tiger Chats that truly reflect our class theme: The
Ties That Bind.

— Donna Weng Friedman 80




with my kids







lens of literature

When the pandemic emerged, I was working as a freelance
writer. I had spent the previous twenty years with a research team
at Emory University, until my supervisor retired and the group
was dissolved. With the unique freedom that unemployment offers,
I'found a deep satisfaction researching and writing articles for a
variety of publications. Then the virus shut the world down. By all
appearances my life didn’t change drastically. I was still at home,
writing, although now with the added stress of imposed quarantine,
concern over the vulnerability of loved ones, and anxiety about the
devastation this plague was wreaking. Among its many effects, the
. pandemic also shut down the job market, making my search for
more steady employment even more challenging.

But Princeton had formed in me a habit of looking at the
world through the lens of literature and accepting a sense of social
responsibility. I remembered a book I had read in Prof. Fleming’s
medieval history class, Boccaccio’s The Decameron, a collection of
stories told during the Black Death that celebrated art and life. I
felt like I needed to do something of value during these days. So,
inspired by Boccaccio, I coordinated, contributed to, edited, and
saw to publication Viral Literature: Alone Together in Georgia, an
anthology of the stories and poems of 32 among the best writers
in Georgia. With this project, Princeton provided me a lifeline,
an intellectual framework, a hope. And for that I will always be
grateful.

— Clayton H. Ramsey ’89




Twenty-six and one
Just 1n time for March Madness

Of a darker kind

— David Bonowitz ’85




the company
of music

I just made it back from Cairo when my travel-heavy job ended
with the closing of airports. .

On the side I am an artist (stcelfer.com). One of my sound
projects was getting local radio play as avantgarde classical. In
the first days of the pandemic continuing my work on the side,
specifically, Suites #1-9, I made this track which was featured in
virtual art exhibitions once visiting galleries was no longer possible:
https://stcelfer.bandcamp.com/track/suite-8-march-of-the-covids

Now faced with the realization that it would take most of 2021
to emerge from the pandemic, I needed the company of music. From
April to November of 2020 I assembled an instrument, homemade,
or more accurately, “gambiarra,” in Brasilian Portuguese, to be
played and heard live. This maintained my interest as I substituted
“exploring” for “making” thus transitioning from an in-studio
process of tracking and then arranging, as in the Suites, to a live
and improvised situation, making music in real time. My energies
focused on the interface between man and machine. This instrument
creates an instantaneous recording to two tracks, left and right,
that can’t be mixed later. It all mounts to a single mic stand with
interconnected gear attached to it which I have arranged so I can
best play it live. It’s a future folk machine made of redundant or
repurposed musical parts, capable of the most complex jazz phrases.
I call it the Step.4D™.

From December 2020 to June 2021, I performed 280 single
edit live performances, to myself, keepmg roughly one-third of
them. The editorial staff at bandcamp.com named a release, “NEW
& NOTABLE?”, placing it alongside well-known popular acts:
https://stcelfer.bandcamp.com/album/stc-lives-51-61-74.

Who would have known that taking Music 101 at Princeton
would have such a long range and essential impact on my life under
these unusual, ‘once in a century’, circumstances? At unforeseeable
times like these, I am grateful for the opportunities created by my
having attended Princeton.

— John Parker ’89




Worried more about 'S Who have dlfﬁculty accessmg
goods and serv1ces for both surV1val and safety,

L"“""'Ceased some volunteer activities but disability advocacy became

b

more crltlcal than ever; . |
Missed social activities despite increased craving for them since

many people online all day for work cannot take another minute of
virtual connection. It became a sheer delight if virtual connections

could be had;

Happily, I appreciate my church, neighbors and neighborhood
more;

Intensified use of photography to seek and capture the beauty of
nature in my own yard and giving photos.as gifts. Humbled to be
included in several virtual exhibitions of Black artists to express
the inexplicable grief of the current race relations moment during a
pandemic which affects my people more savagely;

Released fears for my sons who are both essential workers in food
service jobs.
Connection to Princeton:

Strengthened through virtual offerings: Reunions (so much fun
with P-Rade Marshals group); --

Following the Art Museum from home, loved being in session with
Sir David Adjaye;

Fun and informative discussions with the Class of 1984 ranging
from campaign finance to submarining to butterfly science to

housing policy as a tool of systemic racism;

More personal calls, cards, texts of encouragement from my dearest
Princeton friends and eating club buddies.

I hope to THRIVE! though uncertain.

— Debbie Scott Williams 84



busy and
hap?y

As the 2020 began, I had concluded that it was time to find a

- new law firm where I could practice my craft more productively. My
wife was happily occupied with her work as a corporate trustee, and
our daughter was beginning the second semester of her freshmen
year at a college in Cambridge, MA so lacking in imagination that
it chose a color as its mascot. The job search was reaching a happy
conclusion; Zeina continued to enjoy her work, and May seemed

to be tolerating the bitter cold. It was at this moment that the
18-wheeler called COVID-19 crashed through the front door.

May was summarily evicted from Harvard. Zeina was now
working from home. And I had just given notice to my old law firm
on a Friday afternoon. Early Monday morning, I received an email
from my new firm inquiring whether I’d consider delaying my start
date by 90 days if I hadn’t already given my notice. Bullet dodged.

A new laptop, monitor, wireless keyboard & mouse and my
little girl all arrived in short order. All six of us (including our
three dogs) were at home, busy and, most importantly, happy.
Especially the dogs. Maximum lockdown still permits Face-Time
cocktails with distant classmates. And my new lap-swimming/
neighborhood walking regimen is off the charts so my weight won’t
be. A new normal, but, all in all, a happy one.

— Crawford Moorefield ’84




Multi-generational _

We will always remember where we were on March 11, 2020, :
when the World Health Organization declared COVID-19 a global
“pandemic” and Princeton University declared that “all students
who are able to must return home and stay home for the rest of the
semester.” Just three days later, our youngest daughter was packed
~ out of her dorm and our home became her satellite campus for
Princeton’s now-online courses.

My husband and I, who joked for years that we “lived
on United Airlines”, adjusted to becoming “homebodies”. My
Princeton college roommate and her husband had just visited in
February. “Lockdowns” ended these visits, and we continued our
relationships virtually on “Zoom” while striving to avoid “Zoom
fatigue.”

Our new life became all about multi-generational living as my
Dad moved in with us in May and April, my son and his girlfriend
in June and July, my Mom and her dog in July through October.
We became three generations and two dogs quarantined under one
roof, obsessed with watching the daily news and peppering our
conversations with the recent catch phrases “social distancing,”
“viral loads,” “super-spreader events” and “the new normal.”

When we ventured outside, we were strict about wearing the
very masks that we now admitted we had shunned on our past
visits to China. We voted-by-mail and we wrote reams of postcards
to voters in swing states. We celebrated milestone birthdays and
anniversaries in isolation and with deeper appreciation. And we
ended all of our conversations with dreamy phrases about seeing
our friends and going back to cherished places like Princeton in

“the post-COVID world.”

— Janice Levy Block Chaddock 82 P22
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Cllasls of 2023, i : Ise, had to pack up and leave.

vl drove thirteen hours to coliect hls belongmgs and him. We would
~turn around and drive another thirteen hours back to Chlcago
suburbs and quarantine. . ]

The scene on campus was at once familiar and foreign. We've
seen the dance of packing up before, but the energy was decidedly
different.

Sadness hung heavy in the air.

Susan Teeter, the retired women’s swim coach, had stopped by his
room in “The Monastery” — the all-male and ostensibly substance-
free 1915 Hall — earlier; she offered to store some things. She
coached my wife and is our dear friend.

The place is magical that way.

His gear was surprisingly well-organized, the previous night’s
partying notwithstanding. Social distancing is apparently
unnecessary when you’re a bulletproof teenager, and I gather P-Safe
knew they were ill-advised to attempt to disrupt the beer-soaked
goodbyes. |

I watched the boys — hell, they’re men now; Princeton men —
exchange handshakes and hugs ... and wept, awestruck by the
depth of the bonds that they had developed in just a few months.

The place is magical that way.

We left Old Nassau without visiting John Logan ’66 and his wife
Jan. John was my academic advisor and French professor. They
live across from the E-Quad and have become lifelong friends.
The place is magical that way.

As we drove away, the seniors, robbed of the centuries-old
traditions of Princeton’s spring, were walking out Fitzrandolph

Gate ...

— Stephen P. Ban ’84. S88 P23



Open to change -

(1) What impact has the pandemlc had on your life? 5
Response: While my wife and I have shared in the dlsruptlon
that affects us all, we are truly blessed by the responsiveness and
resilience that our innovative nation has made possible. We order
groceries and more from Shipt® and Amazon. We have enjoyed
- many hours of Zoom connections. |
The primary impact of the pandemic has been to accelerate

change and to make the nation and the world more open to change.
Most of the changes are positive. Increasingly, people work from
home, sparing us the carbon footprint of commuting. Services have
cropped up that weren’t there in the conventionality of an earlier
era.

I'm old enough to remember World War II. While the war was
devastating, and was comparable to the pandemic in impact, the '
post-war era blossomed in a way that would not have been possible
had there been no crisis. Unfortunately, while the crisis of war
brought people together, the crisis of contagion has driven us apart.
We have a crisis of leadership worldwide and that may be a bigger
crisis than the crisis of disease. Our world needs education now
more than ever to give us leaders for our future.

(2) What impact has the pandemic had on your connection to
Princeton?

Response: With Zoom, Princeton is now more accessible than
before. We’ve greatly enjoyed Rory Truex’s lectures on China.
Maybe lifelong learning can now become a reality.

— Jack Cumming ’58




The pahdemic meant facing n'pl'ymen.t',”yet again, in
March 2020. Although I disliked it, I applied for unemployment
benefits to help us through what seemed at first to be a short-

. lived ordeal. Pension benefits also helped S from the ﬁnanmal

‘perspective, I cannot complain.

In mid-October 2020 I got a call on WhatsApp from a doctor
in Quito, Ecuador to tell me that he needed my authorization to
intubate my father, who was dying from COVID-19. The prognosis
was not good for a man of father’s age (93). My mother (90) also
tested positive for the virus. Fortunately she was being cared for
by a nursing student, who shortly thereafter also caught the virus.
My challenge was to manage the situation from Waxhaw, North
Carolina, some 2,500 miles away from Quito. The doctor advised
that I should not rush to travel at that moment. Fortunately, my
father recovered after a week without intubation and returned
home. My sisters and I arranged for nursing care and rehablhtatlon :
for both our parents.

I was able to travel to see my parents in mid-November, and I
spent two months with them, helping as much as I could. Although
COVID-19 left both of them very frail, I thank God that they
survived this deadly virus.

From a lifestyle perspective, COVID-19 taught me that we
cannot take our health for granted and encouraged me to reach out
to as many family and friends as possible. Thankfully we now have
internet technology like WhatsApp, Teams, Zoom, and so forth that
allows us to video conference easily and cheaply over long distances.
The pandemic has forced us to reevaluate the need for face to face
business meetings. Although there is no substitute for a good, warm
hug, being able to see people on a screen is better than just hearing
their voices over the phone.

I am saddened for college students like my son who will
ograduate after an academic year completed virtually. I worry about
the long term impact the pandemic will have on young generations.
My wife and I mourn and pray for the friends and relatives we have
lost to this disease, as well as for the countless casualties in the
United States, Ecuador, and the rest of the world.

God bless,

John Rojas 77




slow down___

This has been an unforgettable year. One year ago today
(March 4th), I anxiously decided not to take a well-planned trip
to India because of the pandemic (some four hours before I was
~ supposed to leave for the airport), forgoing the opportunity to
see the Taj Mahal and a dear friend’s wedding. That was the
beginning of a cascade of cancellations — next, my Princeton
roommate’s wedding in Chicago, then my 15th Reunion in May.

I did schedule a Zoom call with a group of old friends for the
Friday of Reunions, and we had a wondertful time. I dressed up in
orange and black and cheerfully watched the P-Rade online, feeling
somewhat of the usual buzz of excitement.

Despite missing those big important events, one small silver
lining to the pandemic has been being forced to clear my schedule
and slow down. At certain moments, there was an unusual calm
about having no other task than getting through the day. Over the
winter — particularly after the holidays — it’s like we’ve all gone
into hibernation mode. But it will make it all the more joyful
(I hope) when spring comes — literally and metaphorically!

I do wish that we had more collective spaces in which to mourn
all we've lost. While I missed out on some trips, others lost their
parents, neighbors, friends. We need to create space for all that
grief. I hope we can learn to honor it.

— Melissa Galvez 05




In the begin
some kind of bug, a blip in the r
another ambient danger, like murder
and bad service and diaper rash — the dues
for being alive, one more thing to think

~ about. It began to cover the sun

‘and we said this isn’t happening, smkmg

into the sea isn’t happening, none

of this is real, unpredicted eclipses

cannot occur, we will not allow

it. Then all at once night fell — time was stripped
of meaning, birds stopped singing in a cloudy,
starless sky. No hint of dawn. We must

have failed to see this coming, most of us.

We failed to see it coming, most of us,

because we never thought about the plague

or pestilence — antique notions we must

have forgotten. Now the enemy flag

flies everywhere, unseen, and we obey

or we disobey, and we calculate: Who

has it? Who is a vector? What have they
touched, breathed on? Everything we thought we knew
was wrong, delusional, a dream of climbing

an endless staircase made of sand, light infected
with darkness and distrust, time turned
viscous, like glue. Unending night, silence. We
long to tell ourselves: Spring came so late this
year, but it came all the same . . .

(2) For years I've conducted alumni interviews for Princeton, but
this year I just couldn’t subject myself or local college applicants
to the sad, inadequate simulacrum of zoom, & I just don’t want to
be part of a process that will contribute to students being accepted
for a “Princeton education” that they’ll experience alone, in their
parents’ basement.

— Michael Fleming 80




relationship on hold

I normally spend 50+% of my time traveling to meet with
colleagues for research projects and to teach young doctors around
the world in the classroom and the operating room. While the
virtual world still lets me talk with and see many people, the direct
transfer of skills, and the experience of the warmth of the people 1
meet, is not there. My distance from the Princeton campus similarly

puts my relationship on hold.

— Prem Subramanian ’89



Jairy land . .

Reflections on the pandemic: OK! My first reflection is that I havn’t
been in a grocery store since March 5th. I would love to hug an
apple as well as my friends. I have been in my house since then
with only trips to the doctor’s, Walgreens, and the farm stands
nearby. My groceries have all been delivered to my door. It is very
isolating. Some good things have been scheduled, maintenance on
both my house and my body. I got my rotator cuff fixed on June 26
which initiated 6 weeks in a sling and ongoing physical therepy. My
house has received a new gas line and I now have a gas stove, and

a new furnace to come later. All done because I was here instead

of my usual three months in my glorious lake Michigan home.

My daughter Elisabeth ’86 has been able to continue working,
reading books on tape in a recording set up in my quilting studio.
She made my upstairs deck into a fairy land with white lights

some new furniture, a fire pit, a garden and a humming bird

feeder. Never knew I had humming birds here. I miss my church,
my choir, my stitching groups. I miss the activities surrounding

the university..tailgates, football, basketball and concerts. The
campus is a ghost town. I miss hugs and in person physical contact.

THANK GOODNESS FOR ZOOM, MY KINDLE, MY GRAND
KITTIES AND MY DAUGHTER WHO HAVE BEEN HERE
SINCE APRIL.

— Sue Rodgers w56 p86 p88 h56










completely

How the pandemic environment has impacted my life: Imagine
the entire world seemingly turned upside down, grinding to a
long, uncertain halt. It is a tragedy hard to fathom, as divisive and
disruptive as any time I can remember, with ongoing battles about
the wisdom of mask-wearing and lockdowns. Our daily routines
have completely changed.

Saddened by the loss of so many, I am enormously grateful that
my family remains safe and well so far, even as I worry that elderly
loved ones may die alone, without family at their side. While the
days seem to blend together, I'm lucky to be able to work remotely,
mindful that many cannot. I am inspired by people’s resilience and
adaptability, and more grateful for everyday gifts perhaps too often
taken for granted. : _

How the pandemic has impacted my connection to Princeton:
Princetonties endure, pandemic or not: from checking in on
classmates and other alums to see how they and their loved ones are
doing, to self-guided campus tours with my daughter, Princeton still
exerts its inexorable pull. I enthusiastically participated in the first
virtual Reunions, including a highly entertaining P-rade that was
a model of efficiency, and then watched the virtual Commencement
while texting classmates and friends to congratulate them on their
children’s achievements.

I'm hugely grateful to stalwart classmates Stephen Ban, Frank
Derby and Arati Johnson, among others, for all they do to keep our
class connected. I'm inspired by classmates E.d Ryan and Michelle
Williams and others leading the fight against the pandemic.
Looking forward to “going back to Old Nassau” ASAP — some
things never change.

— Christopher C. Palermo ’84




altered







tnequity




o starzes

I hear




rooni- roammg

_ TOf










~ shock wave







always patient







March 2020: N |

* Closed on purchase of home in San Carlos, CA.

* Moved out of home in Cambridge, MA. Provided masks to the
movers. |

e The US shut down. It was strange to shelter in place when I
didn’t have a place.

* Flew from Boston to San Francisco. There were 15 passengers on
the plane; I had Economy Plus to myself.

e Moved into home in San Carlos, CA. Provided masks to the
movers.

April - May - June 2020:

 Settled into my new home.

e Started buying groceries at 6:00 am on Saturdays.

Test drove cars (in a mask, with no salesman in the car) and
bought one.

Enjoyed my 42nd Princeton Reunion via Facebook.

Multiple family members were nearby but to keep each other safe,
we kept our distance.

My daughter set up an iPad for my 97-year-old-Mom who lives
in an assisted living facility. Since we couldn’t visit Mom in
person anymore, this was vital to staying in touch.

July 2020:

 Since I'll never again travel like I used to, I adopted a pair of
kittens; it’s nice to have company.

 Finally got my hair cut, for the first time in 5 months.

August - September - October 2020:

e Spending lots of time on Zoom, Skype and Teams for work.

* Looking forward to getting my teeth cleaned someday.

* Really looking forward to spending time with family and friends.

— Molly Follette Story 78
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sudden

The Pandemic has been present for over a year as I write this
(May, 2021). Even though we have been in isolation, the influence
of the Pandemic has not. It has coincided with racial issues, a
dramatic election, an attack on the Capital, and life changing events
that may be secondary to Covid, such as retirement or loss of close
family and friends.

My two daughters came back from Brooklyn to stay with us,
at first coming for “a week of quarantine, which might last 2 weeks
or maybe even more” but ended up lasting 3 months. The partial
quarantining, stores and restaurants closing, and many people
changing to working at home was part of the “New Normal”.
There were mixed reactions to this new lifestyle. Many felt lonely
and isolated. Some lost jobs or had other financial hardships such
as daycare or medical expenses, some had to work stressful hours
or with stressful or dangerous conditions, fearful of getting covid.
On the other hand, many found the change positive in several ways.
There were less social “obligations”, they could work in the comfort
of their own home, and did not have to commute to work.

Both of my parents, Sam and Sylvia, and my aunt Dotty,
passed away the first week of April 2020 within 8 days of each
other. It was a large and sudden loss. Two were from Covid, one
hadn’t been diagnosed with Covid, but we suspect it was. My
father had many medical problems, which he had kept overcoming,
but the loss of all three, within 8 days, was unexpected. The
pandemic meant I could not visit my Dad in the assisted living
facility after my mother died, nor visit any of them in the hospital.
It has been disturbing knowing they died alone, without family
nor friends nearby. There was a huge sense of loss, but it was
tremendously helpful feeling the support of so many people.

It was a strange time, transformative, and they were changes that
will have a permanent effect on me.

I converted my Psychiatry Practice to virtual. After a while,

I found that it was not as bad as I had anticipated. Prior to the
Pandemic, I had been opposed to the idea of Tele-Psychiatry, feeling
the live connection was a necessity. There were a few interesting
“unintended consequences”: I got to see inside the home of many

of my patients, and because they wanted privacy away from family,
at times I had sessions in their cars or even a few closets. It has
enabled many people to make appointments more easily, for the
elderly, students on break across the country, or those with child
care issues or time constraints. I hope that Tele-Psychiatry will
continue to be an option, while still having in person treatment as

the “default”.

— Steven Resnik "77
(Edited for space)



longer

About 25 years ago, at 1995’s “Oth” Reunion, T had a
brainflash. I knew the perfect Reunion theme for our 25th:
“Hindsight Is 1995”. For 22 years I thought about that theme,
so when the time came to start planning for our 2020 25th, I
volunteered to be our Reunion Theme Chair. NB: 1) After our
class input, no matter how big a thumb I tried to put on the scale,
that theme did not come out on top; 2)the theme we chose — “I-
95: The Journey” — is objectively a better theme; and 3) thank
goodness my theme did not win, because we didn’t have a 25th in
2020 and our Journey is ending up being longer, twistier, and filled
with motre detours and potholes than anyone could have imagined.
Hindsight’s 20/20; foresight’s practically blind.

My personal pandemic experience, consisting of “working”
from home and, sadly, un-planning our 25th, has fortunately been
less dramatic and tragic than many others’. But, like the seniors
who graduated last year or the kids coming to Princeton now (or
deferring), this experience isn’t what I was expecting life to be. It
isn’t what I was “promised” by recent experience. But just because
my Journey isn’t what I thought it would be, at the end of it, I will
still be me—forever changed by the Journey I was on, true—but
still me. Hopefully, how we’ve been changed by Journey’s end will,
in a small way, make up for some of what we’ve lost.

— Ronnie Raviv 95




