~ Sunday, October9, 1983

RICHARD
COHEN

REUNION

I have been lying to you. While
pretending to be concerned with
Lebanon, with Central America, with the
presidential race and even my inability
to tie bow ties, I have really heen
ohsessed with my upcoming high school
reunion. My columns have been mere
sidelines,

I never thought this would happen. I
expected that I would approach this
event with my usual cynicism,
remembering that for the most part 1
was unhappy in high school, that I dated
episodically and not well, was plagued
by acne, could not figure out what to do
with my life, could not study, hated
math, Spanish, chemistry and all my
teachers and considered sex a
mathematical possibility given the
theory that if I kept trving it was bound
to happen sooner or later. (I was right.)

ut as the date of the reunion

approached, I found myself looking
forward to it. [ not only wanted to go,
but I thought of arranging a dinner the
night before with some of my oldest
friends—guys 1 had met in elementary
school and who had been my roommates
in college. Some of them I have staved
in touch with. Others, though, I have not
seen in 20 years.

About Reunions

So I started to call them. I was
nervous. The idea was silly and [
thought they would say so. I thought
they would question the whole affair,
why I wanted to do it. But none of that
happened. Instead, they all felt as [ did.
One by one I found they were all coming
to the reunion and one by one they all
thought the dinner was a wonderful
idea. They were grateful I had thought
of it and they sounded, although none of
them said so, as if they were
waiting—just waiting—for someone to
make the suggestion.

[t turned out that some of them had
heen to & previews reunion, looking for
members of our old group. It turned out
that some of them had been in
Washington from time to time, that they
thought of calling and then felt
awkward. It turned out that through one
grapevine or another we all knew what
we were doing—our jobs, our wives, our
children. It turned out that in some silly
way, we had all stayed in touch.

he rest of the world takes me as |

am or as [ say | am. But not the
guys I am about to meet again. The rest
of the world sees us all for what we have
become—doctors, professors,
businessmen, columnists—but not our
old friends. Our friendships were based
on nothing more than affection—we
liked each other. Sure, it helped if you
could play ball, but my friends could
and I really couldn’t and still thev were

my friends. ‘

All this has left me wondering. 1
wonder what it is that draws us back
and, in the process, together. The
reunion can be fun, [ know that, but the
prospect of seeing my old friends,
promises something other than
fun—something more. It promises, |
think, the prospect of community. It
draws us back to a day when we all had
a community in the sense of a place, but
also shared goals—girls, school,
sports—and one another. | have made
friends since, of course, but none as fast
or a close as the ones I am about to

| see—none who knew me when I was

voung, knew my parents, my sister and
saw the way I performed in class.

This longing for community is
something new for me—maybe for
others my age. It may account for why [
feel tugged toward religion once again
despite all my intellectual quibbles with
it and why family, both immediate and
extended, has become so important to
me. It may, in fact, be nothing more
than the rather late realization that the
poet John Donne was on to something
when he wrote that “no man is an
island.” We are all less than the sum of
our parts unless we belong to something.

So, I am heading back. I will see Neil
the professor and Mel the doctor: Nick
the psychologist and Sam the social
worker; Ted the schoolteacher and
Richard the businessman. [ will take
with me my wife and tales of my son
and they, of course, will do the same.
And we will eat and we will drink and if
we have any sense at all we will drop our
cynicism, say how much we missed what
we once had and promise to stay in
touch. Life will separate us again, of
course, but for a night it will be nice.

I know it will be nice.

A friend in America (a former Novocastrian workmate) sent me this newspaper cutting back in 1983. T had previously written to him
about the Year of 57 25" Reunion held the previous year. I just rediscovered it. I think it expresses the essence of why so many Old
Boys turn up every year to spend time yet again with their schoolmates. It also shows how universal those feelings are.
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