nine months. “I think it’s a
unique, substantively sound
program that has a chance
to have a terrific payoff.”

There were no such help-
ing hands around when
Campbell and his older half
brother Pete Hall, now 60
and the co-owner of a
building-supply business,
were growing up. Their par-
ents, both alcoholics, pretty
much left the boys to fend
for themselves; once, at age
3, Campbell was found by
police wandering around
the neighborhood in the
middle of the night looking
for his folks. (Campbell’s fa-
ther, Joe, worked off and on
in construction when he could hold a
job and did jail stints for writing bad
checks; his mother, Fern, worked as a
secretary and later as a maid, but the
family spent years on welfare.) “I
don’t think I ever really had a sense
of hope, other than I wanted to be so
different from my parents,” Camp-
bell says. “And I wanted it so bad
that it encouraged me.”

By his mid-40s Campbell seemed
to have it all: a law degree from the
University of Oregon, a booming
timber-investment business, a solid

second marriage, three children of his
own. (Son Jeff—from Campbell’s
marriage to his childhood sweet-
heart, which ended in divorce in
1975—is now 31 and a Portland in-
vestment manager. Campbell and
wife Cindy Douglass, 46, a CPA he
married in 1976, have two children:
Annie, 19, a sophomore at New
York University, and son Courtney,
17.) And yet he couldn’t shake the
feeling that something was missing.
Campbell’s mind kept drifting back
to his own youth—how could he pre-



