Hi Gang,

I’m looking forward to seeing all of you on Saturday at the Dinner Dance. 

After I left Mountain Lakes so regrettably and reluctantly, so much so that I told my parents I would stay with the O’Donnell’s. Nobody bought that one, least of all the O’D’s. So I moved to Darien and went through ninth to twelfth grades. I had a couple of girlfriends and played baseball third base and pitched for a state championship team my junior year. I had a couple of one hitters and one no hitter in my career and was spoken to by the Red Sox. Pop said go to college. So, I did but hurt myself and couldn’t pitch as well ever again. 

I played the sixth man on a championship basketball team like a bull in a china shop. My job was to foul the opposing teams best player to rattle him. Worked a lot. Caused some all out brawls too unfortunately. There you could always find me under the bleachers hiding behind some cheerleader. And I played football on a team that was undefeated for four years. I co-captained and made All State my senior year when we lost our only game to Greenwich High School. 

Rather than accept football scholarships to Michigan, Oklahoma, Maryland or Army, I chose to go to a small college where I could work on a degree. At that time I wasn’t interested in making college football a profession. So I graduated Allegheny College in Meadville, Pa, majoring in football becoming an All American offensive and defensive end, drafted by the Chicago Bears. I crippled my right ankle in a post-season bowl game that slowed me enough to be cut before I could play-and women. One of them I married who became the terrific mother of my two sons Matt and Chris Junior. I coached football and baseball at Mercer HS and taught English while getting a masters in Literature and then went full time graduate school for my PhD in Literature and then taught at Westminster College until one day, rusting in the rain, I realized I had spent too long behind a podium watching my students graduate and try the real world. My football experience acted as catalyst to try the theatre. I never had the chance to know if I could have made it in the NFL, I didn't want to be on my deathbed with a dreaded regret that I never tried. I asked my family to join me for a career as a writer in NYC. They chose to stay. I earned money as an actor while writing for the theatre, soaps, HBO, et al. 

While at The New Jersey Shakespeare Festival in Madison I clobbered the other ankle and lived with the infamous Michael O’Donnell while I healed. Mike is the one that sent me in the direction of making some money through the theatre industry in commercials. We were watching I think reruns of Grouch Marx when he said, “Hey Brownie, why don’t you do that?!” What was he talking about? “The commercials. They use actors don’t they?” I visited with a contact, talked to an agent who said I was too fat and shared that with Mike who put me on a diet of as much beer as I could want and one apple a day. Add running with Kojak through the woods and tennis drills and I went from 263 to 183 in a matter of months. And my first call was a booking. The rest is history. I loved the acting and did Broadway, Off Broadway, Soaps, Film, TV Commercials, Regional Theatre, married again, an actress, who seven years into our marriage went off the deep end, sadly, and chose an entirely different path for a much troubled life. I understand she is in complete good health these days. On January 14, 1983 my life completely changed and has remained clearer, sober, for the past 26 years. With my new life I started fulfilling my once fantasy dreams. Eight years ago I found the woman who had also been looking for me and we married and pooled our children.

I retired from the theatre in 2000 to write novels and short stories for fun and then 9/11 happened. Blessed with the good life, I wanted somehow to give back. I found a position as Executive Director for Housatonic Habitat for Humanity, which I did for seven years building twenty homes for the inadequately sheltered. Once I felt the organization was on the road to success, I retired once more to paint in oil, acrylics and pastels. That is where you will find me now, in my studio, living on Candlewood Lake in Brookfield, Connecticut with my bride who works still with IBM and our last daughter who will be a senior at Brookfield High School. Incidentally, Debbie, my wife, knows there is a whip waiting should she have thoughts of early retirement. 

I have been mightily blessed and am grateful for my good fortune, good health and good friends. 

Should you want to know more, please call or write or better, pick up a copy of my unpublished book, Friggin’ Growth Opportunities by Chris Brown, the chronicle of change in an anonymous man's extraordinary life.

