July 21, 1994

Love letters have always been an important and precious part of my life. Some of you have received such letters from me, and some of those I have received from you in turn have profoundly move and affected me.  Today I write my first public love letter, not to any particular person, but to all of you her today.  I only hope you do not compare me to the bachelor who once bought two dozen Valentine cards on which was printed, “To my one and only.”


Dear friends, firstly, let m thank you all for being here tonight.   I know that you have made the effort, knowing how important today is for me.  Being true friends, I know the two things I can count on your presence for, are my wedding and my funeral.  But I may never get married, and I won’t be around to enjoy my funeral, so I though the birthday when I celebrate the big 5-0, when I mark half a century on this planet, was the next best thing.


More seriously, I wanted to thank you all, not just for tonight, but for being such big parts of my life in the past several years.  Some of you have know me for decades, others have met me recently.  But all of you have in some way changed and enriched my life – with your company, your good humor, your hopes and dreams, your problems and worries, yes even the sacrifices and hurts we caused each other as the price of our friendship.


That there are so many of you does not take away from the impact each one has had.  People often tell me how lucky I am for having had so many opportunities, so many degrees, so many careers and jobs, so many countries.  And indeed I am.  But I am luckiest because of so many friends.  During the times, not often enough, I find myself in deep prayer, I always end up thanking the Lord for having made me a favorite son of His and for having given me such a blessed life.  But among all my blessings, I thank Him – not for degrees or jobs or travels – but for having given me the rich abundance or relationships, of every kind and level.

And as I look around this room, I see the richness and truly vast diversity of these relationship.  I see and there girlfriends and lovers, second mothers and younger sisters, idols and fans, bosses and disciplines, spiritual counselors and partners in crime, childhood friends and recent discoveries, friends from work and friends from play, those I want to know better and those I know only too well, those who are a big part of my past, and those who will hopefully be a big part of my future.


Speaking of the future, let me tell you my plans for the next fifty years.  Hopefully I will retire in the next few years, so I will have much more time to spend on friends.  And of course, fifty years from now, you will all be invited to my 100th birthday party, where I will invite my favorite 100 girlfriends, so please stay around for that.  In the meantime, “I have promises to keep and miles to go before I sleep.”  As long as I hope and dream, you can count on our friendship evolving.

In fact, even if this is nostalgia night, with many of you there is still unfinished business between us.  Our friendship still holds unrealized potentials and possibilities, dreams still struggling to become realities.  I confess that in the past, busy schedules, traveling here and there, and a hundred distractions have made me deaf and dumb to these possibilities: To those of you who love me in a way I have not been able to match, I have been deaf to listen and blind to see.  To those of you whom I love more dearly than I have dared to admit, and I have dumb to express, shy and afraid of rejection.  I ask those who love me to give me the next fifty years to reciprocate your love, and I ask those whom I secretly love to give me the next fifty years to re-express my love and invite you to reciprocate it.  I will be braver and less calculating, for it has been said that the measure of love is to love without measure.


Many of you have teased me over the years about being a perennial bachelor.  Well, I am going to end that tonight, and if indeed I am to love you without measure, I might as well “marry” all of you tonight.  I went out and bought fifty wedding rings for you and one for myself earlier this week (and that was quite a funny experience), so I can give each of you a ring when I given you the memorabilia token gift after dinner.


I cannot end this love letter without remembering those friends just as dear to me who have been unable, mostly because they are dispersed in countries far and wide, to come and join me tonight.  I am sure they would have come if it were possible.  To them, to those across the seas, I send my fondest thoughts and feelings of gratitude on wings of love, that distance and absence may never cloud the vision of our closeness or weaken the bond of our friendship.  They too will always be in my heart.

“I have been a rover.


I have walked alone.


Hiked a hundred highways.


Never found a home.


Still in all, I’m happy


The reason is, you see,


Once in a while along the way


Love’s been good to me.”


And finally, let me raise my glass and ask you to join me in a toast, to you and to all my dearest friends, the source of joy and meaning in my life – help me always to remember that I am what I am because of my God, my family, and my friends.

