




















CARL MILLER

After graduation from Duke, I married Margaret Railey (Marga — Jarvis House, Pi Phi) in Jacksonville, FL. After
our honeymoon in the Bahamas we settled down in Gainesville, FL while I attended University of Florida Law
School. I really didn’t feel law was for me and the Army was calling, so I decided to join Navy OCS in Newport, RI.
After graduating, | was assigned to a destroyer escort based at Pearl Harbor and spent the next three years there.
Our first daughter was born Hawaiian.

Upon completion of military service, I was hired by the Travelers Insurance Company and went through a lengthy
training period in Hartford, CT. I was assigned to the Atlanta office and was involved in selling group insurance and
pension plans to large businesses in the Southeast. After five years of this, I decided to go on my own and started a
brokerage firm specializing in corporate insurance and pension products and continued in this business for over 30
years.

During these years we had two more wonderful daughters. Marga became a very involved parent helping to
convince other parents to remain in Northside Atlanta public schools during the difficult integration process. Her
efforts were featured on national news and she was asked to help the Philadelphia and San Francisco schools in
their integration efforts.

I retired from my brokerage business in 1995 at the age of 60 and now do some consulting for two large national
insurers. In 1993 Marga was diagnosed with Parkinson’s Disease and it has steadily gotten more debilitating. We
have had to cut back on our travel in last few years and pretty much have limited it to trips to Maine to be with two
of our daughters and our two grandchildren. We have become very involved locally with the Emory University
Movement Disorders Clinic, nationally renowned for its research in the fight to conquer this dreadful disease, but
we don'’t think we'll see any breakthroughs in our lifetime.

Marga and I will celebrate our 50 wedding anniversary in August. It is amazing how quickly the years roll by.




JACK PETTIT

I graduated from Duke in 1957 with an AB in political science, a commission in the Air Force reserve, and a spring
1958 assignment for pilot training. In the meantime, I went to work for Scott Paper and moved to Baltimore.
Shortly thereafter, the Air Force decided to increase my active duty commitment to 5 years from 3; that is, if I still
wanted to fly. The other option was to serve 3 years, but not as a pilot. At age 22, five years seemed like a lifetime.
So, thanks to Uncle Sam and a general lack of enthusiasm for my job at Scott, I decided to go to law school. The
Air Force agreed to defer me if T completed law school as soon as possible. So I entered Georgetown in February
1958 and graduated after 2 years of exhausting and intense study (I don’t recommend it). After brief service in the
Antitrust Division of the Department of Justice, Anne McCullough and I were married in July 1960. A week later
I reported to the Upper Peninsula of Michigan for a 3-year tour of duty as an Air Force judge advocate.

I met Anne McCullough in the fall of 1957. Our first date was arranged by Gail Mead, a frequent Duke visitor
and sister of Duke Beta classmate Allen Mead. I had been pestering Gail to arrange dates for me with her Goucher
classmates, which she did more or less reluctantly on more than a few occasions. Comp]etel_y at a loss to come up
with yet another blind date, she wondered aloud one evening to her roommate, Anne, whether there was anyone
left who might be willing to go out with me. With some hesitation, Anne volunteered, at which point Gail allowed:
“You wouldn't like him.” Nevertheless, Anne and I met and the rest is history. We've had a wonderful journey
together for the past 47 years. We have two children: Dr. John Whitney II, a sometime college professor, and now
a fulltime writer, comparative religion scholar, and new father; and Jennifer, a writer, editor, and book designer, as

well as the mother of two active boys.

I left the Air Force in 1963 and began law practice in Washington, D.C. with Hamel, Morgan Park & Saunders,

a medium-sized (by standards of the day) firm of 9. I was made a partner in 1967. In 1968 I took a brief leave

of absence to work in the Nixon presidential campaign. After the election I went back to practicing law, fully
intending to remain there and out of the incoming administration. Everything changed in 1971 when I was asked
to serve as General Counsel of the Federal Communications Commission. Despite the financial sacrifice, this

job was too good to pass up. So, off I went for another round of government service. It was a terrific experience
and shaped the rest of my legal career. I returned to my old firm in 1974, established a communications law

group, which eventually grew to 10 lawyers, and in 1978 became managing partner of the firm. In 1988 [ was the
principal negotiator of a merger of our firm, then known as Hamel & Park, with the Chicago firm of Hopkins &
Sutter. The Wall Street Journal called this one of the largest law firm mergers ever, resulting in a firm of some 265
lawyers. In today’s world, this would be viewed as a minor consolidation. After the merger, [ became a member of
the firm’s Executive Committee and Managing Partner of its DC office. Being a law firm managing partner is...so
the saying goes... like herding cats; it calls to mind what Alfred Kahn (Carter’s inflation fighter) said about law
school deans: faculties are to deans as dogs are to fireplugs. After 5 years of major effort, and many changes both

in the firm and the practice of law generally, our 10-member communications group, of which I was head, joined
the DC office of the Philadelphia-based firm of Drinker, Biddle & Reath. I became the head of the DC office and
was elected a managing partner in 1995. I retired in 1999.

I finally learned to fly in retirement. I got my license at age 65, and my instrument rating a year later. Anne and

I now fly from Easton, our home on the Eastern Shore of Maryland, to visit our children and grandchildren in
Maine and the Hudson Valley. We're both golfers (in my case rabid) and active in community affairs. Anne serves
on Easton’s Historic District Commission and the Talbot County Historical Trust and I on the Easton Airport
Board and as Chair of the Academy Art Museum. It's been a good run. I enjoy every day and wonder how I ever
found time to work. As a golfing friend who just died at 97 was fond of saying, “the way to keep going is to keep

going.”






