
Yale Class of ’60 65th Reunion Talk by Daniel Horowitz 

Here I stand, among fellow dinosaurs [we had just seen exhibit of dinosaurs at Peabody 

Museum], talking about unpredictability  -- of American History since the late 1930s and about 

our lives since graduation. 

 First American history. For almost 25 years I taught American history to women at Smith 

College—a drive of two hours or so from here that many of us made when Yale College was still 

all male, on what was in 1960 College Highway and is now Interstate 91.  

 

  

In the last dozen years or so I have wondered if I had prepared the 1500 or students who 

over the years took the course to understand our world today—Trump, the MAGA movement, 

the anger against elites and elite universities, the prominence of white nationalism and 

antisemitism as issues, and the end of all that was created in the U.S. and world in our lives from 



the late 1930s until we graduated. Casting my eyes over the lecture notes that remain on my 

computer, I regrettably answer that I did not see the unpredictable in ways that would have 

helped my students understand the world we now inhabit.  

 In that course, I offered what I assume was the standard narrative presented by most 

historians of my generation. I traced how for three and a half decades beginning in 1933, from 

FDR’s New Deal to LBJ’s Great Society, Americans experienced the building, warts and all, of 

an increasingly robust political/economic/and social order of great power and expansiveness—

one that along with American ingenuity and entrepreneurship lifted tens of millions of Americans 

into the middle class.  

Then from the late 1960s until around 1973, it collapsed. Social movements, as well as 

national and worldwide events. challenged what Henry Luce, class of 1920, published in 1941: 

his celebratory essay “The American Century,” the first document I assigned to my students.   

 

  



 He forecast the 20th century as a time when American leadership and influence worldwide 

would involve the spread of American values that would shape international relations. “He was 

the top freshman academically,” Wikipedia tells me, “but grades did not confer as much prestige 

as a staff role on the Yale Daily News.” [sic Jim Ottaway] Life itself, so prominent in our youths, 

had its own unpredictable history—symbolic of a changing media landscape characterized by the 

power of cable TV and social media. Life magazine had its own extended and not-so-final 

demise. At its height something like one of every four households encountered it when we were 

growing up. A dozen years after we graduated, it was no longer a weekly and instead began 

appearing in "special" issues, now even more irregularly.   

Where I grew up a mile and a half from here, [closer to Yale than did Harvey Feinberg  

but more distant than did the late Jim Deegan] Saturday Review of Literature also arrived 

regularly. It had a readership of 600,000 then. In 1977 it began its extended, wriggling demise. 

Wikipedia [who’d of thunk of in 1960] reports that in 2011, “JTE Multimedia made use of 

the Saturday Review name with its website, Saturday Review–Drug Trials, to report on clinical 

drug research.” Even that site disappeared in 2016. 

The fact that my parents subscribed to Saturday Review of Literature underscores that I 

grew up in a liberal household. After all, the magazine’s editor, Norman Cousins, was an 

advocate for world peace and nuclear disarmament. Yet as was true of so many men on the left in 

the 1950s, there were limits to his wokeness. “Despite his role as an advocate of liberalism,” I 

learned when writing this talk, “he jokingly expressed opposition to women entering the 

workforce. In 1939, upon learning that the number of women in the workforce was close to the 

number of unemployed males, he offered this solution: ‘Simply fire the women, who shouldn't be 

working anyway, and hire the men. Presto! No unemployment. No relief rolls. No depression.’" 



I have to add that the liberalism I absorbed growth up shaped what I taught. The version 

of U.S. history I offered over the years was moderately lefty, though I kept politics mostly 

implicit.  

 

Indeed, I always worried that somewhere sitting in the class was a young woman who 

would report and distort my politics to some watchdog agency. After all, my first extensive and 

powerful political memory was watching the Army McCarthy hearings on television in the 

spring of 1954 at the impressionable age of 16. 

 Now to return to the historical trajectory I offered when I taught U.S. history. I 

emphasized that events of the late 1960s and early 1970s marked the end of a long era. In doing 

so, for me as a teacher, that ended the narrative line I had, and the coherence of the course. The 

war in Vietnam which ended in April 1975, the 1973 Arab Oil Embargo which contributed to 

painful stagflation and undermined the very notion of America triumphant, and the Watergate 

crisis that began in 1972. It ended two years later in ways that contributed significantly to 



Americans losing confidence in their institutions.  

 

 

 Remember that around the time of our 10th reunion in 1970, on May 4th four Kent State 

students were killed by the Ohio National Guard as they protested the American “incursion” into 

Cambodia; hard hat construction workers attacked those protesting these shootings; in the 

nation’s capital, 100,000 folks demonstrated against the war; race riots erupted in Augusta, 

Georgia and soon after in Jackson, Mississippi; and Penn Central declared bankruptcy. Part of it 

was the N.Y., New Haven and Hartford RR on which, thanks to a 1926 song, rendered by the 

Whiffenpoofs [I had to challenge autocorrect, which wanted me to call them the Whiffenpoops] , 

“My cutey's due at two to-two. She's coming thru on a big choo-choo.” 



 

 At our 10th reunion, I recall, there was also a telling moment in my own life. I was 

walking from where my parents lived on York Street (where John Wilkinson now lives) to where 

our class met. I bumped into our classmate the late John K. Train III, aka Chooch. I had known 

him well when we were undergraduates because we were in that small band of brothers who 

(along with John Bing) were enrolled in the American Studies honors program. Chooch looked at 

me and said something like “It’s people like you who are destroying Yale.” I assumed that he 

offered this judgment because my father, William Horowitz, class of 1929, was then a member of 

the Yale Corporation that had voted to admit women who had arrived as undergraduates in 

September 1969.  

Around the time of our 25th, TWA Flight 847, with 153 passengers aboard, was hijacked 

by a Hezbollah fringe group and another device exploded from the Unabomber Ted Kaczynski, 



Harvard class of 1962.

 

And at the time of our 50th, Barak Obama was the first African American president.   

So now let me give you an extended sense of what I told my students, underscoring how I 

was initially confident and then struggling to make sense of the course of American history since 

the late 1960s—in ways that offered students inadequate cues to comprehend the world we live 

in today.  

Let me begin with my lectures on the 1950s, a period, after all, that is the theme of our 

reunion. 

I drew the picture of a period of a unified and calm consensus but also cast doubt on that 

characterization. I began with a discussion of how to wrestle with the 1950s. How to cut through 

popular images. How to handle the relationships between dominant and insurgent. What the new 

scholarship reveals, I insisted, were fissures in the dominant consensus narrative. I was referring 



to my book on Betty Friedan, in which I revealed that despite how she described herself as an 

unhappy housewife living in the suburbs who was totally unaware of women history, on her 

birthday in the early 1940s she listened to a lecture at Smith College on women in Nazi Germany 

in which Dorothy Wolf Douglas—a member of the Communist Party, partnered with a woman, 

and inheritor of two German Jewish banking fortunes--sketched out the basic argument of The 

Feminine Mystique that Friedan published two decades later. The 1950s were par excellence the 

era of the white middle-class, suburban males who worked in large bureaucratic organizations, 

the kind of people Vance Packard describes in The Status Seekers. not that other groups—

women, African Americans, gays, lesbians--did not exist, it is just that they were not recognized  

as important.  

 

 

  Then I traced a number of tensions and transitions of late 1960s and early 1970s. A key 

but from my perspective now, highly problematic lecture followed—one that traced varieties of 



political ideologies that replaced cold war liberalism. The bipartisan and widely-shared Cold War 

liberalism, which had dominated American politics from the early 1940s, was irrevocably 

shattered.  

What emerged in its place was not one widely-agreed upon political ideology but many. 

Indeed, just as Americans faced a bewildering variety of soft drinks, breakfast cereals, and 

dishwater detergents in the supermarket, so in the political arena they confronted a dazzling array 

of political positions. From 1968 to present, in place of liberal consensus had emerged an array 

of competing ideologies, with none commanding anywhere near a majority but with 

conservatisms in ascendancy, whose power, to be sure, I underestimated.  

When I turned to American conservatism of the 1970s and 1980s, I focused on two of 

them, inadequately I now know in retrospect: one the revival of free-market thinking and the re-

emergence of conservatism based on white, evangelicalism. 

 

 

I paid a good deal of attention, though imperfectly, to Christian evangelicalism. Long a 

major force in U.S. politics and culture. Historically tied to the South and to small town America. 

Little did I know—the shift from fringe (Barry Goldwater, George Wallace, John Birch Society) 

to vanguard. Reemergence of evangelical Christianity. No one was been better able to exploit 

this than Jerry Falwell. Began his ministry at age 22 in 1956 in an abandoned Donald Duck 

bottling plant [sic]. Forging the moral majority -- in 1979, he commented "must be made to see 

that moral Americans are a powerful group who will no longer permit them to destroy our 

country with their godless, liberal philosophies. . . . for America to stay free we must come back 

to the only principles that God can honor: the dignity of life, the traditional family, decency, 



morality." Infallibility of the bible in decreeing free enterprise. Seeing American education 

overrun by socialism and humanism; fiercely anti-Soviet.  

"Many women have never accepted their god-given roles. they live in disobedience to 

god's laws and have promoted their godless philosophy throughout our society....a definite 

violation of holy scripture era defies the mandate that "the husband is the head of the wife, even 

as Christ is the head of the church.'" Social issues -- abortion, school prayer. traditional values of 

work, family, religion. empire versus Christian empire. 

Hints above of future…but what did I miss? albeit not totally apparent then 

power of neo-liberalism 

erosion of manufacturing from 40 to 8% of workforce 

globalization  

America first 

Anger against elites—bi-coastal—and rise of new technologies  

Rage  -- no longer our country 

Anti-Immigration  

And above all that an authoritarian president would capitalize on all this 

  ## ## ## 

Now unpredictability of our lives—what I could not see for myself and our class as we 

took our diplomas, and departed from Yale, most of us—not Bart, John Wilkinson.  

A Yale so radically different now. 

our class 1000 men. A few African Americans. No Latino. A handful came to Yale with 

Asian ancestry, several of them—Dick Lee (welcome Susan), Dana Young, Ed Rhoads from 



families that combined Chinese and ‘white’ backgrounds. The late Ken Fuji was the only native-

born Asian American as we would now define that term. In addition, five classmates were born 

in China to Chinese families who migrated to America in the late 1940s and early 1950—Oscar 

Tang.  

 

The Tangs, New Donor Royalty, Step Into the Spotlight 

With major gifts to leading arts institutions, Oscar L. Tang and Agnes Hsu‐Tang have 

recently landed in the center of New York cultural philanthropy. 

 

 

In short, most of us were white, middle class or above men, and at least publicly 

heterosexual. Yale then accepted approximately 35% of applicants—like me you may have 

wondered if you’d get in now 

Yale Now 1554 in a class. 49% female. 50% male. 1% non-binary.  

African American 14%; Asian American 24%; Hispanic/Latino 19%; Native American 

3%; white 46%; international 11%. 21% first gen. 58% financial aid 

 

well, what happened to us? 

The roles played by serendipity, mentors, spouses/partners, social movements, ill health 

and death.  

With our later classmate Stephen J. Kunitz, “Paradox and Privilege: A 55-Year Follow-up 

of the Mortality of Yale College Graduates,” (Dec. 2016). Fraternity membership as the one 

somewhat reliable predictor of early death. 



 My own life. My future wife, Helen Lefkowitz Horowitz, came to see me in New Haven 

in early May 1960. I remember being with her on Elm Street watching Trumbullians embark on 

the annual Trumbull Beer and Bike race 77 miles to Vassar College.  

“It was certainly a boost for the residential college at the center of the race,” someone 

wrote at the time, “Trumbull was considered low on the Yale social ladder in those days. . . .  It 

was not socially ‘shoe’ nor was it the home of the prominent University athletes.” The spotlight 

on the Beer-Bike Race, which was open only to Trumbull students, must have bolstered the 

college’s reputation. Trumbullians: Conrad Cafritz, Bob Mallano, David Olds, Monroe 

It was while standing there that I introduced Helen to Monroe Price, a moral and 

emotional center of my life to this day.  

In 1959 the winning team was the Umbawas, someone wrote at the time, had been 

“spearheaded by such all-time greats as Dave Sellers, Emery Olcott, Pete Adams, Fritz ‘Pinhead’ 

Steele, Jake Bennett, Bob Lewis.  

At the time I was struggling with whether to live the rest of my life in New Haven, 

following my dad’s model as a civic leader. Yearbook said study of history and/or law. I chose 

Helen and history—never looked back. But speaking of unpredictability—I could not have 

imagined that our son, Ben, would follow a career path unimaginable in 1960 as a computer 

programmer or that our daughter Sarah, now a professor of French history at Washington and 

Lee University, would marry a man who transitioned and is now an award-winning author book 

that advises therapists on how to counsel non-binary patients. 

Speaking of unpredictability, let me talk about the four classmates who spoke at our  

graduation. 



 Brooke Alexander. Passed asway 5/23/22 –almost three years to this date. Ivy Ode in  

Latin. Graduate work in Classics at Harvard, our class book noted. Actually, a distinguished 
career as a gallerist.  

Class poet Peter Parsons. Year book—future, teaching. When Helen and I were teaching 

at Scripps College in the 1970s, I reconnected with him. He was then living nearby in Riverside 

and I jokingly characterized his job as being a van perverter. Because he was converting vans. 

Yet over the longer haul he returned to writing. Not poetry, apparently. But documentaries about 

his father’s heroic efforts defeating the Japanese in the Philippines. But also his stories. 

“Everything I have come to understand and know about me and life is drawn upon to make a 

story. Memory, imagination, feelings, belief system, spiritual and physical life, books one has 

read, family, friends and enemies, tragedies experienced, beautiful experiences, well…the whole 

lot.” 

Class Historian Al Pergam. I met him on the Old Campus on my first day at Yale. We all 

expected so much from him, expectations on which he delivered. Not only as one of the best and 

most loyal connectors among us. But also as a brilliant scholar, at Deerfield, Yale, and Harvard 

Law. Then on to a distinguished career as a lawyer at Cleary, Gottleib, Steen and Hamilton. 

Unexpectedly and tragically he died in 1993 at age 54.  

Class Orator Bart Giamatti. Who would have predicted that career. “The respect Giamatti 

earned from classmates by the time he spoke to us as class orator when we graduated,” I wrote in 

my book on our class, “paled [to put it mildly] in comparison to what he garnered later in his all-

too-short life. Except for a few years at Princeton (1964–66), he was at Yale for almost three 

decades. . .  serving as master of Ezra Stiles College, heading the humanities division, and 

becoming Yale’ president. He left Yale in 1986 to take the position of president of the National 

League and then in 1989 became commissioner of Major League Baseball. . . . As baseball 



commissioner, he engineered the permanent suspension of Pete Rose from the game. Giamatti 

died of a massive heart attack eight days later.”  

“Call me Bart the Refurbisher,” he remarked as his Yale presidency neared its end. “If my 

name goes on anything, it will be the Giamatti Memorial Wiring System.” Actually, his name did 

go on something—a bench on the Old Campus designed by our classmate David Sellers on 

which is inscribed one of Giamatti’s more compelling statements: “A liberal education is at the 

heart of a civil society, and at the heart of a liberal education is the art of teaching.” 

So many of our classmates, he observed, “do not even know what they would like to do, 

not to speak of those who do not care.” The future Yale president held out the hope we would 

gradually develop “a noble and creative way of life.” In the meantime, those of us who were not 

self-centered or apathetic instead made “a frantic effort to Be something.” 

Thus ended our “Bright College Years.” Giamatti and Pergam underscored the effort it 

took to become a Yale man and how contingent that process was: Giamatti by acknowledging the 

tension between the everyday reality and the “noble and creative way of life,” and Pergam by 

seeming to lose his way. “I only urge you to do your best,” he orated at his talk’s end, “for God, 

for country, And for . . , excuse me, I seem to have lost my place.” 

 

When I pick up the NY Times every morning, I turn first to the obituaries. I tell myself, 

only half-convincingly, that I do so because as a historian and biographer I am interested in 

biographies. Truth to tell, I remember the June 11, 2020 New Yorker cartoon by Roz Chast titled 

“How To Read the Obituaries.” The reader peers over the shoulder of a man reading my favorite 

section. He sees headlines such as “Two Years Younger Than You,” “Twelve Years Older Than 



You,” and “Your Age on the Dot.” Alas, when I arrived home on Sunday after the reunion, our 

copy of the New York Times was waiting for us, with the obit of our classmate Leslie Epstein. 

Which leads me to another unpredictable life, that of David Sellers. Rare is an obit I see 

featuring a classmate. The most recent is the March 9 2025 one about David.  

Obit writer opened with this. “David Sellers, a maverick architect who helped start a 

movement based on the radical idea that structures turned out better if they were built by the 

people who had designed them, died on Feb. 9 in Los Angeles. He was 86.” I remember Dave 

because we were both in Trumbull and he joined Fritz Steele on the team that bike pedaled and 

drank beer on their way from New Haven to Poughkeepsie.  

When as editor of the class yearbook Monroe Price, assembled pictures for the section on 

Trumbull, at the top of one page were pictures of Emery Olcott, captain of Trumbull’s touch 

football team, and David Sellers, captain of the softball and tennis teams, both of them in poses 

imitating the captains of varsity teams, like Tom Miller—sitting on a Yale fence, super-serious, a 

large “T” emblazoned on their white sweaters.  

Below on the same page was a picture of the invitation to the marble team banquet.  

I remember Dave as an undergrad—funny and pretending to be super-serious. An April 

2025 chat with Emery Olcott, Dave’s roommate for three years, helped me understand Dave. At 

graduation, like our classmate John Pepper, Dave seemed headed for the prestigious training 

program at Procter and Gamble. John followed through and up to CEO and Chair of the Board. 

But Dave paused as he realized how imperfect a fit this was. Emery helped me connect the dots 

from Dave’s years at Yale with his career. Goofy, zany, and creative, Emery remarked, yes— 

continually getting into harmless trouble. Which is how one might think of Dave’s extraordinary 

career.  



There was little, I think from the perspective of May 1960, that specifically predicted 

what he achieved. In 1965, Sellers and s fellow graduate of the Yale School of Architecture 

moved to Vermont, bought some land. “Are you ready?” Progressive Architecture magazine 

wrote in 1966. “Two lumbering mountaineers just out of Yale Architecture have a project going 

called Prickly Mountain … and they’re putting down the Establishment by acting as 

entrepreneur, land speculator, and contractor and craftsman as well as architects, and doing the 

whole blooming thing themselves. It’s architectural blastoff.” “What always came through was 

his sheer genius and talent,” the obit writer added. “And his ability to make just about anything.” 

An April 2025 talk with Dave’s son Parker helped me understand what drove him to such 

greatness. He told me how so early on in Dave’s life a sense of design compelled him—citing as 

he did a moment when, as a child, he saw in a random piece of driftwood which he whittled into 

a sculpture. It was the power of his creativity that compelled him, then and in the future.  

 After Yale Dave took advantage of an aunt’s graduation gift of $1,000 and toured Europe 

on a motorcycle. Injured in France in an accident, a French couple came by in their car and 

offered to take Dave to their home where he could recuperate. One day while at the home, he 

noticed the couple's son doing architectural work and said to himself that he could do that.  That 

realization led to the idea of applying to the Yale School of Architecture. Dave sent a telegram to 

the School's Dean, which was not answered.  Eventually, Dave said to himself that he knew how 

Yale worked in that class attendance was not taken, and he could just start going to classes.  Just 

before mid-term exams, Dave became concerned about getting caught in his caper and decided 

that he better confess to the Dean.  At the meeting with the Dean, Dave told him that he had been 

attending classes and that he had not received a reply to the telegram that he had sent from 

France.  With that the Dean opened his desk drawer, pulled out the telegram, and explained to 



Dave that the telegram left no instruction as to how Dave could be contacted but that he was 

accepted.  There he was influenced by the sculptor Robert Engman, the Bauhaus trained artist 

Josef, and the Architect Louis Kahn—though I suspect also by the opening of Paul Rudolph’s A 

and A building in November 1963.  

“Talking about my father,” Parker told me, “though is going to be too easy. He was like 

the king of unpredictability. It was part of his personal constitution to do things differently. He 

despised being normal or following conventions.” 

#   #   # 

I end my talk on a note of unpredictable but profound gratitude.  

When writing the history of our class, On The Cusp, I talked of our Yale way back 

then as a world of silos. I was in the lefty, Jewish, intellectual one. Researching and writing 

On the Cusp book brought me into contact with classmates from different silos whom I 

never would have known 65 years ago. 

One was Guy Stevens, whom I did not know at Yale but came to know well in 1960-61 

when we were both students in Cambridge, England. He can correct me, but I think his career as 

a distinguished economist was largely predictable, whatever bumps along the road there were.  

But working on the book also led to life-enhancing friendships with at least two 

classmates I never would have known back then, inhabiting as we were very different silos—

their lives really unpredictable 

One was Ed Elmendorf. As he wrote me about the course of his life, which culminated 

with a career at the World Bank and as president of the UN Association of the U.S. “I hope 



your reflections looking backward on unexpected ways (which certainly included mine to the 

highly technocratic, McNamara-led World Bank with only a Yale degree as an entry ticket, along 

with some people I'd known at the UN who knew my work and wanted me for the Bank).” 

Ted Stebbins. Speaking of unpredictable. Little has given me more pleasure from 

writing On the Cusp than reconnecting with old friends and developing new ones—none 

more so than with Ted. After Yale, Ted Stebbins headed off to HLS, having majored in 

political science at Yale. As an undergraduate he never took a course in Art History—yet 

ended up as curator of American Art at Boston’s MFA and then the Harvard Art Museums. 

Ted grew up in Manhattan’s Upper East Side but never went to the nearby Metropolitan 

Museum. His parents were vigilant in making sure his contact with African Americans, 

household help included, was minimal. In October Godine will publish his lavishly 

illustrated Rethinking American Art: Collectors, Critics, and the Changing Canon, in which 

he celebrates the rediscovery of African American art. 

I rest my case about unpredictability.  

 


