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BOB	AND	MARY	
CHAPTER	SIX:		RESEARCHING	REDECISION	THERAPY	

MAGNIFICENCE	

	
Creative	genius,	

	 	 	 	 Moving	with	unparalleled	precision.	

	 	 	 Swift	resolution.	

	 	 	 	 Caring,	careful	calculation	

	 	 	 Masters	making	certain	

	 	 	 	 Work	done	with	economy.	

	

	 	 	 No	statues,	no	structures	

	 	 	 	 Of	element	defying	substance.	

	 	 	 Mostly	memories	of	gratitude,	

	 	 	 	 Some	pages	of	publication,	

	 	 	 Poignant	pictures	on	peoples’	minds,	

	 	 	 	 Erased	someday	in	the	passage	of	time.	

	

	 	 	 How	to	preserve,	

	 	 	 	 How	to	communicate	

	 	 	 What	now	is	cherished,	

	 	 	 	 What	will	be	past.	

	 	 	 The	powerful	poetry	and	gentle	skill	

	 	 	 	 Which	leads	to	magnificence	in	the	human	experience.	

	

J.	McNeel,	1975	

(Poem	dedicating	my	dissertation	to	Bob	and	Mary)	
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ometime	in	1972,	I	circled	August	8,	1975	on	a	calendar	and	made	it	the	overriding	priority	in	my	
life.	That	was	to	be	my	graduation	date	from	the	California	School	of	Professional	Psychology	(San	

Francisco	Campus)	with	a	Ph.	D.	in	psychology.		Graduate	school	was	a	drag	and	boring	as	hell,	but	it	
was	the	key	to	my	future	so	I	just	put	my	head	down.		Now,	not	too	long	after	I	made	that	
determination,	I	met	an	astonishingly	beautiful	woman	named	Penny	Yannacone,	with	whom	I	fell	in	
love	immediately	and	decided	to	marry	on	our	first	date.			

	

That	story	will	be	fleshed	out	in	wonderful	detail	in	a	later	chapter.		Suffice	it	to	say	I	then	had	two	
priorities	instead	of	one,	but	both	worked	out.		In	June	of	1974	we	married	on	the	front	lawn	of	the	
institute	with	Bob	and	Mary	and	dozens	of	our	friends	as	witnesses	and	on	that	August	8,	1975,	I	did	
graduate	with	Bob	and	Mary	and	my	family	and	close	friends	in	attendance.	

The	big	day	also	nicely	coincided	with	the	annual	ITAA	meeting	in	San	Francisco,	where	we	lived	in	a	
third-floor	walkup	flat	in	the	Mission	District.		All	ITAA	annual	meetings	in	those	days	were	held	in	SF	
as	it	was	“home”	to	the	founder	of	the	theory	and	the	majority	of	members	were	still	from	more	or	
less	near	the	area,	even	though	it	was	truly	international	by	that	time.	Of	course,	this	meant	that	a	
host	of	our	friends	from	around	the	country	and	the	world	were	in	town.		We	invited	everyone	to	
come	to	our	home	and	many	did.			

There	were	probably	forty	to	fifty	people	crowded	into	our	flat.	Penny	ordered	a	cake	for	the	
occasion	and	it	had	written	on	top	of	it,	“What	do	You	Say	After	You	Say	Ph.D.?”		(If	you	do	not	catch	
the	reference	in	that	cake	topping,	you	need	to	brush	up	on	your	reading	of	Berne.)	

	

	

	

S	
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The	champagne	flowed	and	that	was	the	drink	of	the	evening	for	everyone	except	Bob	and	Mary.		
Ever	the	good	“son”	I	was	attuned	to	their	preferences	and	I	had	ice	cold	Manhattans	ready	for	them.		
By	the	time	everyone	was	well	lubricated	I	brought	out	bound	copies	of	my	dissertation	and	
presented	signed	copies	to	Bob	and	Mary,	Jim	Heenan	and	Karen	Nelson.			

In	a	very	special	and	touching	moment	I	read	the	poem	above	to	Bob	and	Mary.		It	is	my	dedication	to	
them.		I	gave	a	copy	to	Jim	because	he	had	been	a	member	of	my	committee	and	to	Karen	because	she	
had	been	my	committee	chair.		I	have	to	say	that	she	really	carried	me	and	edited	my	dissertation	
relentlessly.	

	
My	indomitable	chair,	Karen	&	my	indomitable	friend,	Jim	

	

In	a	slightly	bittersweet	moment,	I	gave	her	a	wrapped	gift	and	she	said,	“Oh,	is	this	a	handmade	quilt	
from	West	Virginia?”		Ironically,	I	had	looked	for	just	such	a	quilt	for	her	and	had	found	nothing	I	
thought	I	could	afford	when	we	had	been	back	there.		I	had	instead	settled	for	a	very	modest	
handmade	afghan	made	by	Jim’s	mother-in-law.		Karen	handled	her	disappointment	with	her	usual	
grace,	but	I	caught	it.		It	was	a	learning	moment.		With	a	few	memorable	slips	I	have	made	it	my	
lifetime	policy	to	“over	give”	when	expressing	material	gratitude.		I	have	some	genuine	regrets	over	
having	not	been	generous	enough,	but	I	have	no	regrets	over	being	very	generous,	ever.		

It	was	a	wonderfully	boozy	and	celebrative	evening	with	lots	of	people	staying	very	late.		Finally,	we	
ushered	out	the	last	celebrant	at	about	one	AM	and	began	to	clean	up	prior	to	going	to	sleep.		First,	
we	had	to	go	out	onto	Dolores	Street	and	walk	for	about	for	at	least	a	half	hour.		The	world	was	
spinning	fairly	rapidly.		It	is	to	this	day	probably	the	greatest	amount	of	rather	inexpensive	
champagne	either	of	us	has	ever	drunk	in	a	single	sitting.			

Anyway,	with	somewhat	clearer	heads	we	went	in	from	our	walk	and	attended	to	the	considerable	
job	of	cleaning	up.		TA	people	in	that	time	partied	very	capably	and	left	their	mark;	probably	still	do.		
We	were	just	getting	ready	to	turn	in	when	our	doorbell	rang	at	2:15	AM.		I	buzzed	the	entrance	and	
went	out	on	the	landing	to	inquire	as	to	what	creature	was	out	and	about	at	this	time.			

Up	the	stairs	came	one	of	the	most	colorful	people	in	the	history	of	TA,	Vince	Gilpin.		He	was	a	future	
president	of	ITAA	and	you	might	remember	he	was	a	fellow	participant	in	the	June	month	workshop	
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in	1971.		He	had	a	young	woman	in	tow	and	the	two	of	them	came	on	up.		There	was	nothing	to	do	
but	open	another	bottle	of	champagne.		Penny	begged	retreat	and	went	to	bed,	but	Vince,	his	
companion	and	I	did	another	bottle.		Youth	has	its	advantages.			

Since	I	am	writing	this	current	chapter	from	the	ending	first,	you	might	wonder	why	I	dedicated	my	
dissertation	to	Bob	and	Mary.		The	title	of	it	is:		Redecisions	in	Psychotherapy:	A	Study	of	the	Effects	of	
an	Intensive	Weekend	Group	Workshop.		That’s	correct.		My	research	was	conducted	on	one	of	Bob	
and	Mary’s	weekend	workshops	that	they	called,	“Marathons.”			

Technically	that	title	referred	to	workshops	where	people	stayed	awake	for	the	duration.		This	was	
due	to	the	mercifully	short-lived	belief	that	sleep	deprivation	was	useful	in	helping	to	break	down	
resistances.		No,	it	made	for	grumpy	sleepy	clients	and	even	grumpier	sleep	deprived	therapists.		At	
least	the	participants	could	snooze	a	little	while	other	people	worked.		I	am	happy	to	say	that	this	fad	
had	faded	before	I	reached	the	scene.		Otherwise	there	is	no	doubt	I	would	have	participated	in	one	
because	there	was	not	much	at	that	time,	short	of	being	shot,	I	would	have	turned	down,	especially	if	
it	involved	Bob	and	Mary.			

	 	

BACKGROUND	

As	I	have	previously	related,	being	in	or	watching	Bob	and	Mary	conduct	a	marathon	was	engaging	
and	exciting.		It	seemed	to	be	sheer	magic,	at	least	at	the	beginning.		I	was	not	that	long	into	my	
training	when	Bob	and	Mary	were	having	a	question	and	answer	period.		I	noted	how	impressive	and	
impactful	their	work	was.		I	could	attest	to	my	0wn	euphoric	feelings	and	convictions	of	change.		I	
asked	if	they	had	any	hard	evidence	that	people	really	did	change	from	one	of	their	events.		Bob	took	
the	question	and	complimented	me	for	asking	something	very	important.		He	related	that	they	did	
not	have	such	data	and	were	hungry	for	it.		He	mentioned	that	Gene	Kerfoot	was	soon	to	join	the	
faculty	and	it	was	their	hope	he	would	conduct	research	of	their	work,	as	he	was	a	trained	
psychologist.			

That	question	obviously	put	a	bug	in	my	ear	that	never	quite	went	away.		Gene	did	join	the	faculty	
soon	after	that	but	had	no	interest	in	conducting	any	standardized	research.		He	was	a	fellow	
enthusiast	along	with	the	rest	of	us.		It	was	difficult	to	doubt	the	efficacy	of	what	was	being	taught.		
The	work	had	excellent	“face	validity,”	that	is	it	certainly	looked	like	people	were	being	affected	in	a	
positive	and	lasting	way.		He	had	left	his	practice	in	Oklahoma,	packed	up	his	family	and	come	to	
Carmel	to	be	close	to	Bob	and	Mary	so	he	could	be	a	teaching	member	of	the	faculty.		If	he	moved	half	
a	continent	to	get	to	the	source,	it	had	to	be	good.		And	it	was.			

In	the	middle	seventies	Bob	and	Mary	and	the	staff	were	conducting	five,	six,	even	seven	one-month	
workshops	per	year.		There	were	countless	one-week	and	two-week	training	events.		Anyone	on	the	
faculty	who	wished	to	travel	had	no	problem	in	securing	invitations	from	around	the	world.			

In	one	of	those	years,	1974,	I	conducted	a	five-day	workshop	with	Gene	from	January	one	(starting	at	
noon	on	New	Year’s	Day)	thru	five	because	those	were	the	only	available	dates	on	the	calendar.		I	
looked	at	that	year-long	schedule,	already	laid	out	and	there	were	only	two	full	days	when	the	
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Institute	was	not	in	full	swing:	Thanksgiving	(big	American	holiday)	and	Christmas.		That	was	it.		The	
Institute	boomed	and	it	seemed	the	whole	world	came	to	its	doorstep.			

If	I	may	interject	my	favorite	author,	Macneile	Dixon,	he	wrote	in	The	Human	Situation	(1937)	of	
England	in	its	burgeoning	prime:	

	

“Nerve	never	fails	them.	They	have	none	of	the	wounded	animal’s	desire	to	seek	the	
darkness	of	retreat.		It	was	by	such	audacious,	and	not,	we	must	allow,	over-scrupulous	men,	
that	England’s	greatness	was	built,	with	their	trading,	and	privateering	and	warring—	

	

Westward	Ho!	for	Trinidad	and	Eastward	Ho!	for	Spain	

And	‘Ship-ahoy’	a	hundred	times	a	day.”	

	

In	those	days	England’s	pulse,	to	use	Emerson’s	phrase,	was	‘like	a	cannon’.	

	

Dixon	is	describing	England	in	its	time	of	impending	greatness	and	the	energy	that	carried	it	along.		I	
know	of	no	other	passage	from	literature	that	describes,	on	a	far	smaller	scale,	the	energy	and	
optimism	that	carried	the	Western	Institute	along.		My	teachers	were	audacious	and	appeared	
fearless.	

It	is	impossible	to	remember	the	first	date,	but	it	was	during	this	time	that	I	met	Jeff	and	Maggie	
White	and	Robin	Maslen,	as	well	as	dozens	of	other	fascinating	people.	They	became	three	of	the	best	
friends	I	have	ever	had	in	life,	along	with	Rob’s	wife	Valerie	(Val).		I	have	eaten	and	drunk	too	much	
at	the	Whalers’	Inn	in	Victor	Harbor	and	done	the	same	on	Rott’s	Nest	Island.			

	

	

I	had	followed	Bob’s	instruction	to	get	into	a	graduate	school,	as	you	will	remember.		You	will	also	
remember	that	I	did	not	obey	his	admonition	that	I	go	back	east	for	years	to	study	with	the	noted	
gestalt	therapists,	Joen	Fagin	and	Erma	Lee	Shepherd	in	their	program	at	the	University	of	Georgia	in	
Atlanta;	an	excellent	decision.		When	I	was	admitted	to	CSPP	(CA	School	of	Professional	Psychology)	I	
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was	on	a	locked-in	three-year	track.		I	had	to	spend	my	first	year	taking	a	number	of	remedial	classes	
since	my	master’s	degree	was	in	Divinity,	not	Psychology.			

My	last	two	years	also	involved	some	class	work	but	was	mainly	devoted	to	writing	my	dissertation.		
It	was	a	make	or	break	system.		I	had	to	be	done	and	signed	off	on	everything	by	August	first	of	1975	
or	I	was	out	of	luck.		The	school	offered	no	extensions,	period.		This	was	actually	perfect	for	me	and	
for	my	ADD	brain.		As	Churchill	said,	“Nothing	focuses	the	attention	like	being	shot	at.”		Well,	August	
8,	1975	was	the	gun	barrel	and	it	never	left	my	sight.	I	don’t	think	I	had	ever	done	a	paper	longer	
than	twenty	pages	in	my	life.		This	was	going	to	be	longer.	

In	my	first	run	at	getting	a	proposal	accepted,	I	thought	I	would	do	something	in	corrections.		At	that	
time,	I	was	consulting	to	the	CA	Youth	Authority	and	had	begun	a	treatment	program	in	a	local	
correctional	facility	in	San	Mateo	County.		Fortunately,	this	pursuit	disappeared	in	rather	short	order	
because	it	would	have	been	massively	boring	and	unimportant.		Going	to	graduate	school	for	three	
years	when	I	wanted	to	be	out	in	the	world	was	boring	enough.		There	is	only	so	much	boredom	a	
person	with	ADD	can	handle.			

That	is	when	I	approached	Bob	and	Mary	about	conducting	research	on	one	of	their	marathons.		I	
remember	the	scene	quite	vividly,	sitting	with	them	in	the	main	dining	room,	drinking	wine	(of	
course)	and	talking.		I	brought	up	the	subject.		In	his	hallmark	manner	Bob	announced	it	was	a	great	
idea	and	they	would	offer	any	support	necessary	to	make	it	happen.		

I	suppose	it	is	possible	there	was	someone	in	the	world	less	equipped	than	I	was	to	conduct	research	
of	any	sort.		One	of	the	lovely	things	about	my	brain	is	that	it	hated	statistics,	much	less	understood	it.		
It	was	a	pass-fail	school	and	one	had	to	work	really	hard	to	earn	a	“fail.”		By	sitting	upright	in	those	
classes	and	appearing	to	have	vital	signs	was	enough	to	meet	the	requirement.		On	paper	I	had	the	
necessary	training;	in	my	brain	was	an	empty	space	large	enough	to	rent	out	for	senior	prom.	

As	it	is	with	so	much	of	my	story	and	my	journey,	I	was	the	recipient	of	remarkable	and	gracious	
help.		My	enthusiasm	was	as	vast	as	my	knowledge	was	narrow	and	my	friends	took	up	the	slack.		
They	helped	me	to	bang	out	a	proposal	that	held	muster.		It	must	also	be	said	that	I	was	fortunate	as	
to	the	time	in	history	when	I	was	doing	my	work.		I	was	going	to	do	a	before-and-after	study	to	
measure	the	effect	of	a	treatment	modality.		I	was	not	going	to	have	a	control	group.		This	would	not	
have	passed	muster	at	Harvard	or	Yale	or	even	Podunk	University,	but	ours	was	a	new	yet-to-be-
accredited	experimental	school.			

There	were	certain	leniencies	granted	and	the	approval	of	my	proposal	was	one	of	them.		After	all,	
most	research	is	conducted	so	that	a	study	can	be	replicated	to	see	if	the	same	effect	attends	to	it.		
This	was	not	exactly	replicable	experience.	I	also	had	a	cracker-jack	advisor	from	the	faculty	who	
helped	make	my	work	respectable,	a	man	lost	to	me	over	time	named	David	Frey.	

	 I	did	get	married	in	the	middle	of	all	this	and	I	do	remember	lying	awake	on	my	honeymoon	
in	a	cabin	in	West	Virginia	wondering	how	in	the	world	it	all	could	get	done.		But,	it	did.	

	 I	will	spare	you	all	of	the	details.		Besides	they	exist.		I	wrote	a	quite	competent	article	about	
my	dissertation	and	it	was	published	in	the	TAJ.	(Volume	12,	Number	1.	January	1982—	“Redecisions	
in	Psychotherapy:	A	Study	of	the	Effects	of	an	Intensive	Weekend	Group	Workshop”).		That	article	
can	answer	all	your	questions	about	methodology,	the	pre-	and	post-	tests	used	and	the	three	null	
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hypotheses.		I	was	also	editor	of	the	TAJ	at	the	time	and	I	say	some	pretty	interesting	things	in	my	
“Letter	from	the	Editor”	for	that	edition	since	it	featured	a	whole	section	on	research	on	redecision	
therapy.		If	I	write	about	that	here	in	more	detail,	I	will	fall	asleep	at	the	typewriter.		Thinking	of	it	
causes	me	to	feel	just	a	bit	queasy	and	not	a	little	drowsy.	

As	brilliant	or	as	naïve	as	it	may	sound	to	you,	I	wanted	to	measure	the	impact	of	redecisions.		
Remember,	in	that	time	the	work	concentrated	on	creating	or	recreating	scenes	in	which	a	person	
could	encounter	their	past	and	the	people	in	them	in	the	present	moment.		They	could	restate	the	
decision	they	had	made	and	could	enunciate	a	new	one.		If	the	new	decision	was	accomplished	with	
enough	power	and	emotional	congruence,	it	could	change	a	person’s	life:	how	she	behaved,	how	she	
saw	others	and	most	importantly	how	he	saw	herself.		These	were	seen	as	discreet	entities,	moments	
of	transition	with	a	before	and	an	after.			

From	the	vantage	point	of	time	long	past	it	is	interesting	to	see	certain	things.		I	find	the	most	
fascinating	oversight	to	be	the	lack	of	any	cogent	definition	of	the	term,	“Redecision.”		If	you	read	my	
article	in	Richard	Erskine	latest	book,	Transactional	Analysis	in	Contemporary	Psychotherapy	(2016)	I	
give	a	pretty	nice	description	of	scouring	the	literature	in	search	of	a	good	definition.		Bob	and	Mary	
came	close,	but	only	in	passing,	never	saying,	“Here	is	the	exact	definition.”		As	I	relate	in	that	article	
it	did	not	matter	to	those	of	us	doing	the	work.		We	“knew”	what	a	redecision	was.			

If	you	asked	me	to	write	such	a	definition	today,	I	could	knock	out	a	pretty	good	rendition	of	what	we	
believed	then.		But	then	I	don’t	exactly	harken	to	old	time	religion;	having	passed	into	a	new	
revelation	where	I	see	redecision	as	a	very	real,	but	evolving	experience.		I	define	it	in	my	writing	as	
the	acquisition	of	a	new	belief	that	can	replace	an	earlier	adamant	and	erroneous	belief.		I	see	it	as	a	
process	not	the	fruit	of	one	concentrated	and	created	experience.		But	I	get	ahead	of	myself.		In	a	later	
chapter	I	will	share	the	evolution	of	my	thought	and	my	own	additions	to	the	literature.		This	is	about	
then	and	the	commanding	concept	of	the	time.	

I	had	the	rather	fetching	idea	that	if	a	person	completed	more	redecisions	in	a	given	period	of	time	
that	person	would	change	more	in	a	measurable	way	than	someone	who	had	made	fewer	or	none.		
Writing	this	out	is	only	slightly	embarrassing	now.		What	you	had	to	understand	was	the	fierceness,	
the	sureness,	the	hope	and	the	faith	that	their	work	inspired.		You	might	ask	what	do	those	feelings	
have	to	do	with	sound	and	objective	research	and	I	would	say	that	you	have	asked	a	very	good	
question.		As	Dr.	Alfred	Binet	(of	Stanford-Binet	test	fame)	said	in	the	1920’s,	“Show	me	what	
someone	is	looking	for	and	I	will	show	you	what	he	will	find.”		In	the	final	analysis,	I	ended	up	with	a	
“Ph.	D.”	after	my	name	and	no	one	has	ever	said	it	doesn’t	belong	there.		After	all,	most	dissertations	
provide	exactly	for	that	purpose	only	and	are	safely	shelved	having	served	meritoriously	for	their	
masters,	there	to	gather	dust	ever	after.	

It	was	not	lost	on	me	that	my	dissertation	would	always	have	an	asterisk	by	it,	lacking	a	control	
group	and	the	other	trappings	of	“real”	research.		I	am	so	thankful	I	was	allowed	to	do	it.		On	the	
other	hand,	I	don’t	know	many	people	who	have	sold	over	400	copies	of	their	dissertation	or	gotten	a	
(very	small)	royalty	check	from	Dissertation	Abstracts	International	for	a	number	of	years	afterward.		
I	did.		Why?	
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CREATING	THE	“DOORSTOP	

	

	

	

Whether	my	dissertation	represented	exquisite	research	or	shoddy	methodology	let	through	the	
gate,	there	is	one	indisputable	fact	regarding	it:		It’s	big.		By	that	I	mean	it	is	weighty,	literally.		If	
nothing	else	it	makes	an	excellent	doorstop.		It	is	421	pages	long	and	weighs	in	at	just	below	five	and	
a	half	pounds,	hard	bound.		Whatever	it	might	lack	in	intellectual	depth,	it	has	heft,	real	heft!		

In	the	spirit	of	this	chapter	where	I	am	starting	at	the	ending	rather	than	the	beginning,	I	will	tell	you	
why	my	dissertation	is	so	fat	and	it	is	a	very	important	reason.		It	contains	in	the	appendix	an	entire	
transcript	of	a	Bob	and	Mary	Goulding	marathon,	every	word	and	every	drawing	they	put	on	the	
board	during	the	work.			

It	was	always	implied	that	there	would	be	a	large	record	of	their	work.		After	all,	Bob	recorded	and	
stored	every	workshop	done	on	the	property	for	years.		I	think	a	lot	of	us	assumed	much	of	it	would	
be	transcribed	at	some	later	time	to	be	used	in	teaching	and	training.			

Except	for	the	brief	transcriptions	they	used	in	their	articles	none	of	that	recorded	material	has	
survived.		I	presume	this	was	on	purpose	because	of	the	evolution	of	the	concept	of	confidentiality.		
In	the	70’s	I	never	heard	of	anyone	challenging	Bob	and	Mary	for	recording	all	of	the	therapy	that	
was	conducted.		Nor,	did	they	ever	ask	people	to	sign	a	waiver	of	confidentiality.			

I	suspect	that	over	time	they	realized	they	were	in	possession,	not	of	a	great	teaching	resource,	but	a	
great	potential	liability.		Whether	my	assumption	is	correct,	the	taped	material	and	all	of	its	
intriguing	work	no	longer	exists,	except	for	this	one	workshop.	We	realized	that	we	were	being	
permitted	to	perform	a	special	duty.		We	didn’t	have	one	recorder	in	the	room	but	two	with	
microphones	placed	so	that	we	knew	we	would	not	miss	a	word	and	we	didn’t.	

In	the	spirit	of	this	modeling	I	recorded	all	of	the	workshops	I	conducted	at	the	Institute	when	
working	conjointly	with	my	colleagues.		One	of	the	reasons	we	used	the	recorder	was	so	we	could	
play	back	for	the	participants,	key	phrases	they	had	uttered	or	if	we	wanted	them	to	hear	their	voice	
tone.		Again,	no	one	ever	objected	or	challenged	us	as	to	this	practice.		It	was	a	different	age.		Suing	
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therapists	had	not	become	a	hobby	of	the	legal	industry	at	that	time.		I	was	a	youngster	in	the	ways	of	
psychotherapy	and	professional	psychology,	but	the	faculty	was	filled	with	veterans	of	psychiatric	
and	psychological	training.		Not	one	of	them	raised	any	concern.		And	they	were	deeply	ethical.	

As	the	years	went	by,	I	realized	two	things;	one	being	that	keeping	the	tapes	was	part	of	Bob’s	
grandiosity.		No	psychological	“archeologists”	were	going	to	search	us	out	and	mine	the	“treasure”	on	
the	tapes.		The	second	was	far	more	prosaic	and	practical.		The	material	contained	on	those	tapes	was	
highly	confidential	and	none	of	us	was	in	possession	of	the	proper	permits	to	listen	to	them	years	
later.		I	erased	all	of	mine	and	destroyed	them.		I	did	this	with	some	sense	of	loss,	not	because	of	the	
clinical	material	contained	in	them,	but	because	they	were	all	conducted	in	co-therapy	and	thus	
contained	the	voices	of	all	my	friends,	my	colleagues	and	I	loved	them.	

So,	there	is	in	existence	this	entire	transcript.		The	story	of	my	dissertation	is	the	story	of	how	it	came	
to	be	there.	The	inclusion	of	the	transcript	was	not	required.		I	met	my	requirement	for	having	my	
dissertation	approved	by	my	committee	in	the	first	one	hundred	thirty-seven	pages,	plus	references	
and	appendix	material	germane	to	that	text.	Those	pages	satisfied	the	scope	of	the	research	and	what	
had	been	proposed.		The	rest	was	extra	and,	if	I	may	say	so,	invaluable	in	that	it	was	to	be	one	of	a	
kind.		And	I	didn’t	just	stop	with	including	the	transcript.		I	analyzed	it	and	identified	what	was	taking	
place.		You	will	see.	

	

PUTTING	IT	TOGETHER	

It	is	very	possible	that	this	anecdote	will	not	resonate	with	an	Australian	audience,	but	here	goes.	
Milton	Berle	(famous	vaudeville	comedian	and	star	of	early	American	TV)	famously	quipped,	“The	
first	time	I	ever	saw	George	Burns	(also	of	vaudeville	fame	and	early	TV)	on	stage	I	knew	then	he	had	
everything	he	needed	to	be	a	huge	success:	Gracie	Allen	(his	wife	and	famous	comedic	foil).			

In	the	spirit	of	that	I	wish	to	say	right	up	front	that	I	have	a	dissertation	and	a	Ph.D.	after	my	name	
because	I	had	all	of	the	essential	ingredients	necessary	for	success:	Penny	McNeel	(still	Penny	
Yannacone	at	the	beginning	of	this	journey).		She	jumped	in	with	both	feet	and	hands.		Every	time	I	
expanded	the	scope	beyond	the	requirements	she	was	on	board	and	with	enthusiasm.		She	was	
support	itself.		No	joke.	

She	typed	the	entire	421	pages.		She	transcribed	the	workshop	from	the	tapes,	listening	over	and	
over	until	she	got	every	word.		She	drew	in	all	the	art	from	the	workshop.		And	that	was	just	her	
manpower	assistance.		It	is	a	well-worn	phrase,	but	true	none-the-less,	she	believed	in	the	work	and	
in	me.		You	cannot	buy	that	at	the	local	grocery	store,	I	don’t	care	how	much	you	pay.			

None	of	this	was	done	on	a	computer.		They	were	just	coming	into	existence.		There	were	no	word	
processors	or	home	printers.		I	did	buy	the	top	of	the	line	technology	for	the	day,	an	IBM	Selectric	II	
Typewriter.		That	helped	hugely.		It	could	correct	text	by	lifting	a	mistake	off	the	page,	an	enormous	
time	saver.	Every	time	ten	or	twenty	pages	were	created,	I	went	to	the	copy	shop	and	made	three	
copies	that	I	then	sent	them	to	as	many	friends.		There	was	redundancy.			
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When	we	left	for	trips,	I	went	down	to	the	basement	of	our	apartment	building	and	put	my	transcript	
under	the	sprinkler	system	wrapped	in	plastic	in	case	of	fire.		There	were	no	hard	drives,	soft	drives	
or	thumb	drives.	But	there	were	a	lot	of	true	horror	stories	of	people	taking	their	finished	
dissertation	to	a	binding	service	only	to	have	it	blow	away	in	a	sudden	flush	of	wind	or	other	last-
minute	irreparable	tragedies.		There	is	such	a	thing	as	functional	paranoia.		

Since	I	was	proposing	that	redecisions	could	be	recognized	and	even	quantified,	we	had	to	have	an	
identification	tool.	Since	the	hypothesis	said	that	redecisions	changed	behavior	that	should	be	
recognized	both	by	the	participant	and	by	people	closely	acquainted	with	him	or	her.		We	needed	
instruments	for	that.		So,	I	chose	a	standardized	instrument,	the	POI,	the	Personal	Orientation	
Inventory	(keep	reading,	don’t	go	to	sleep)	and	that	was	administered	before	and	after.		There	are	
just	lots	of	stats	about	that	and	you	are	welcome	to	go	find	them.	

The	really	interesting	instrument	was	called	the	Personal	Growth	Checklist	(PGC)	and	it	didn’t	exist	
before	the	research	because	we	created	it.		I	told	you	this	has	some	interesting	glitches	as	far	as	
normal	research	goes.		Yes,	we	(I)	used	a	non-validated	instrument	pre-	and	post-	with	everyone	and	
with	two	close	acquaintances.		Why	not?		“In	for	a	penny,	in	for	a	pound.”	I	have	to	say	it	was	
enormously	cool.		Bob	and	Mary	had	a	big	mailing	list	of	previous	participants	at	the	Institute.		We	
sent	out	a	letter	to	four	or	five	hundred	people	asking	them	to	list	changes	in	themselves	they	could	
ascribe	to	their	work	at	the	Institute.		We	included	a	self-stamped	card	for	easy	return	and	over	two	
hundred	people	did.		I	told	you	there	was	great	enthusiasm	and	great	belief.			

From	the	compilation	of	all	the	self-reported	changes,	everything	from	“I	speak	up	in	groups,”	to	“I	
have	more	sex,”	to	“I	have	more	fun,”	“I	am	no	longer	depressed,”	we	created	a	one	hundred-item	
questionnaire	in	which	individuals	could	rate	their	experience	from	“seldom”	to	“frequently.”		We	
also	modified	the	questions	for	a	close	observer	to	answer.			

If	you	have	some	genuine	research	chops,	you	might	be	asking,	“Really!”		Yep,	cross	my	heart	and	
hope	to	die.		So,	yes,	I	used	an	instrument	that	had	zero	statistical	validity.		But	I	have	to	state	for	the	
record,	it	had	great,	really	great	FACE	validity,	the	second	time	I	have	used	that	phrase	in	this	article.		
And	I	had	expert	help	in	putting	it	together	by	people	who	knew	their	stuff.	The	question	was,	“Did	
people	change?”		And,	“Could	they	detail	that	change?”		The	one	hundred	items	are	very	interesting	
as	a	testament	to	what	people	value	as	to	change.	

There	were	fifteen	participants	in	the	workshop.		I	requested	that	Bob	and	Mary	only	accept	people	
who	were	relatively	close	to	the	Bay	Area	since	there	would	be	pre-	and	post-	interviews.		They	
agreed	to	this	and,	of	course,	some	people	from	southern	California	imposed	upon	their	good	will	and	
so	my	interviewers	had	to	range	far	and	wide	to	complete	their	obligations.			

Then	there	was	the	problem	of	being	able	to	recognize	when	a	redecision	occurred	in	the	workshop	
itself.		So,	we	worked	that	out.		At	this	point	the	“we”	was	more	than	the	two	of	us.		All	along	the	way	
my	dissertation	Chair,	Karen	Nelson	helped	with	all	of	this,	as	did	my	friend	Jim	Heenan.		I	also	
enlisted	the	aid	of	six	people.		You	will	be	able	to	recognize	at	most	only	one	or	two	of	these	six,	but	I	
can’t	write	about	this	without	naming	them.		I	will	spare	you	their	biographies,	but	they	were	all	
selfless.		They	are	Ellyn	Bader	(who	went	on	to	TA	and	couples	therapy	fame),	Carl	and	Mary	
Culberson,	Ben	Hammett,	Carol	Solomon	(pretty	well-known	TA	person)	and	Kay	Martin	(now	
deceased	but	with	a	little	“connection	fame,”	having	been	the	mother-in-law	to	Van	Joines,	a	very	
famous	TA	person).		They	conducted	the	pre-	and	post-	interviews.		They	spent	a	weekend	at	the	
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Institute	practicing	our	model	for	how	to	rate	pieces	of	work	and	they	spent	the	weekend	of	the	
workshop	at	the	Institute.		We	were	all	joined	by	our	mutual	affection	and	conviction	that	we	were	
engaged	in	something	important.		And,	we	were.	

Using	classical	redecision	theory	we	identified	three	types	of	work	using	Bob	and	Mary’s	model:	
Contract	Work,	Impasse	Clarification	Work	and	Redecision	Work.		On	the	rating	sheets,	the	observers	
also	judged	a	piece	of	redecision	work	as	to	be	First	Degree,	Second	Degree	or	Third	Degree.		If	the	
degrees	of	redecision	is	a	foreign	concept	to	you,	I	refer	you	to	Bob’s	1974	article:	“Thinking	and	
Feeling	in	Transactional	Analysis:	Three	Impasses,”	published	in	Voices.		

	Just	so	you	know	that	all	was	not	sweetness	and	light,	my	six	raters	went	to	the	Institute	in	early	July	
of	1974	in	order	to	observe	Bob	and	Mary	for	a	day	and	to	try	out	the	rating	instrument.		I	was	on	my	
honeymoon.		Mary	called	me	long	distance,	a	big	deal.		She	was	really	upset	and	angry.		I	was	in	West	
Virginia.		I	remember	my	belly	did	flip	flogs.		I	don’t	recall	the	specifics	but	it	had	to	do	with	some	
misunderstanding	between	her	and	my	raters,	all	people	well	known	to	her.		She	didn’t	want	them	in	
the	barn	watching	here	work.		What!		That	was	why	they	were	there.			

That	was	Mary.		She	was	brilliant.		She	also	had	a	really	brilliant	temper.		In	retrospect	it	is	possible	
for	me	to	imagine	having	this	oncoming	research	weekend	(the	following	September)	was	a	stressor	
for	her	and	for	Bob.		What,	the	Gouldings	stressed	out	like	normal	human	beings:	not	possible.		
Anyway,	I	managed	her	as	best	I	could	and	that	passed.		I	mention	that	here	because	I	will	come	back	
to	the	issue	of	Mary’s	anger	in	a	later	chapter,	and	my	fear	of	it.		It	was	a	significant	part	of	the	mix.		

	

THE	EVENT	AND	THE	WRITING	

The	weekend	arrived.		All	the	participants	showed	up,	as	did	all	the	raters	and	Karen	Nelson	to	
observe	the	workshop.		Both	recorders	were	wired	carefully	with	their	mikes	hanging	from	the	
rafters.		Penny	was	there	to	record	all	the	visuals	used	during	the	workshop	and	I	was	there,	of	
course.		In	addition,	there	were	ten	or	twelve	other	observers.		That	was	common.		They	were	there	
in	a	training	workshop.		These	weren’t	just	workshops,	they	were	events.	

And	there	was	in	attendance	an	extra	participant,	unknown	to	us	before	that	morning.		Mary,	or	Bob,	
had	gotten	a	pleading	phone	call	from	someone	known	to	them.		She	was	desperate	and	could	she	
join	the	workshop	because	of	her	personal	crisis.		They	said,	“Yes.”		Yikes!!	Did	they	not	understand	
what	was	going	on,	how	every	person	in	the	workshop	had	been	vetted	and	interviewed?		No,	not	
really.		

My	beautiful	teachers	were	renegades	at	heart,	non-conformist	to	their	cores	and	“nobody	told	them	
what	to	do,”	even	their	own	agreements.		Fortunately,	this	extra	person	flamed	out	pretty	quickly.		
She	was	actually	in	no	shape	to	be	in	the	workshop	and	she	left	without	leaving	an	impact	trace	
behind.		Her	few	comments	at	the	beginning	of	the	workshop	were	excised	from	the	transcript	and	a	
potentially	serious	problem	for	me	was	averted.		With	Bob	and	Mary,	you	just	never	quite	knew.			

To	no	one’s	surprise	the	workshop	was	a	great	success	with	all	of	the	signature	hallmarks	of	their	
work.		There	were	tears,	drama,	copious	laughter	and	incisive	collaboration	between	the	leaders.		I	
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wish	each	of	you	reading	this	could	have	been	there.		If	you	elect	to	get	a	copy	of	my	dissertation	
through	Dissertation	Abstracts	International,	you	can	read	the	entire	workshop.		I	hadn’t	looked	at	it	
in	years.		In	writing	this	I	have	dipped	back	in	and	read	a	bit.		I	can	feel	it	all	these	years	later,	
especially	the	irreverence	and	the	laughter.			

Once	it	was	done,	there	was	nothing	to	do	except	wait	for	all	the	post-interviews	and	all	the	post-
testing	to	be	done.			In	the	meantime,	the	idea	came	to	me	to	transcribe	the	marathon.		Now	this	was	
easy	for	me	to	think,	since	it	would	not	be	my	actual	job.		Penny	agreed	and	we	worked	out	a	system.		
It	was	too	hard	to	try	to	start	and	stop	and	rewind	the	tape	recorder.		That	way	would	have	led	to	
madness	and	even	divorce.		So,	we	bought	a	secretarial	dictation	system	and	recorded	the	workshop	
onto	the	microcassettes	in	the	machine.		That	way	Penny	could	use	a	head	set	and	foot	controls	to	
start,	stop	and	rewind	the	tape.			

With	the	workshop	transcribed	I	began	to	study	it	and	to	parse	it.		From	the	raters	we	already	knew	
how	many	pieces	of	work	had	been	done	during	the	workshop,	how	many	were	contract	work,	
impasse	clarification	work	and	redecision	work.		Penny	added	all	of	this	data	to	the	transcript.		As	I	
said	in	an	earlier	chapter	Bob	and	Mary	were	very	consistent	between	what	they	taught	and	what	
they	did.		I	saw	this	consistency	throughout	the	transcript	and	began	to	write	down	all	the	repeated	
patterns.		I	identified	them	as	the	components	of	redecision	therapy.		

I	divided	them	into	seven	categories.		I	wrote	a	pretty	good	chapter	about	this	aspect	of	the	research	
in	Graham	Barne’s	book,	Transactional	Analysis	After	Eric	Berne	in	1975.		The	title	of	the	article	is,	
“The	Seven	Components	of	Redecision	Therapy.”		I	was	in	Chapel	Hill,	North	Carolina	working	for	
Graham	for	a	week.		While	there	he	received	Bob’s	article	for	his	book.		It	came	without	a	title.		I	read	
and	edited	the	article	and	suggested	the	title,	“No	Magic	at	Mt.	Madonna,	Redecisions	in	Marathon	
Therapy,”	which	was	used.		I	thought	that	was	pretty	cool.			

Having	identified	all	of	the	different	components	they	used	I	created	a	key	for	each	one.		I	then	
indicated	in	the	right-side	column	in	the	transcript	what	component	was	in	use	at	that	point	in	the	
workshop.		Again,	this	was	not	required	by	the	strictures	of	my	research	goals.		It	was	just	so	exciting	
to	read	and	reread	the	material	and	to	have	these	insights.	

My	interviewers	interviewed	and	administered	the	post-tests.		The	data	poured	in	and	I	hired	one	of	
my	professors	from	CSPP,	a	woman	named	Nancy	Maihoff.		The	money	I	paid	her	was	the	best	money	
I	ever	spent	in	my	life.		She	transferred	all	the	data	to	thouands	of	data	cards.		Then	we	reserved	time	
on	the	computer	located	in	a	building	on	the	campus	of	University	of	CA.	Medical	School	in	San	
Francisco.		During	our	allotted	time	we	poured	all	of	those	cards	into	the	data	collector	and	listened	
to	it	churn.		The	computer	was	huge,	occupying	a	large	air-conditioned	basement	room	and	not	near	
as	powerful	as	the	phones	we	carry	in	our	pockets	today.			

The	data	came	out.		If	you	are	interested	it	is	all	written	down.		In	the	main,	the	statistical	results	
were	positive.		There	was	no	difference	between	those	who	completed	one	redecision	as	opposed	to	
multiples.		The	most	significant	results	were	the	ones	I	would	have	expected	in	terms	of	people	
reporting	a	uniformly	positive	experience	being	in	the	workshop.			 	

To	me	that	was	not	striking,	but	to	Karen	Nelson,	my	chair,	it	was	very	big.		She	had	seen	a	lot	more	of	
the	wide	world	than	I	had	and	had	seen	a	lot	of	research	on	psychotherapy.		She	helped	me	
understand	how	significant	it	was	to	have	fifteen	people	on	the	same	page.		Everyone	had	very	
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positive	feelings	about	the	leaders.		Again,	my	attitude	was,	“Of	course.”		Everyone	who	came	to	the	
Institute	appeared	to	leave	feeling	that	way.		Again,	she	told	me	that	was	not	a	usual	outcome.	

Bob	and	Mary	were	very	close	friends	with	a	well-known	gestalt	therapist	named	Jim	Simkin.		He	was	
in	some	ways	the	heir	of	Fritz	Perls,	at	least	in	some	peoples’	eyes.		I	observed	him	once	working	in	
the	barn	at	the	Institute	for	an	afternoon.		He	lived	down	the	coast	from	Bob	and	Mary	in	Big	Sur.		
Bob	and	Mary	advised	me	strongly	to	observe	him	only	and	not	follow	my	usual	habit	of	volunteering	
to	work.		This	is	because,	according	to	them,	he	did	not	like	ministers	at	all	and	they	didn’t	want	me	
to	get	roughed	up	by	him.		Warned	off,	I	observed	him	and	was	mildly	impressed.		He	was	clearly	
smart	but	he	was	not	warm-hearted	like	Bob	and	Mary.		I	had	no	desire	to	spend	time	with	or	around	
him.		I	checked	the	box,	“Spent	time	with	Jim	Simkin.”		Done.	

I	mention	him	at	this	juncture	because	there	was	a	time	when	Bob	and	Mary	and	Jim	Simkin	shared	
their	property	for	two	separate	workshops	concurrently.		He	used	the	barn	and	they	worked	up	in	
the	big	house.		For	some	reason	they	agreed	to	do	the	ending	ceremony	by	combining	the	two	groups,	
who	had	not	had	significant	contact	with	one	another	other	than	meal	times.		I	am	told	the	contrast	
was	startling.		The	participants	in	Jim’s	group	were	quiet	and	subdued.		In	good	gestalt	fashion	they	
laced	their	goodbyes	with	negatives	as	well	as	appreciations.	They	were	suppressed	and	sullen.		

Bob	and	Mary’s	group	oozed	warmth,	appreciation	and	enthusiasm.		This	was	only	told	to	me	but	it	is	
vivid.		Also,	whenever	they	were	away	and	Jim	rented	the	property	in	order	to	conduct	workshops,	
the	staff	hated	it.		He	was	controlling	and	no	fun	and	demanded	that	no	one	make	any	noise.		It	was	
funereal.			

This	was	a	far	cry	from	Bob	encouraging	people	to	“bay	at	the	moon”	or	any	other	large	noise	they	
needed	to	make	in	order	to	get	well.		He	would	climb	onto	a	roof	with	someone	with	height	phobia	or	
into	his	swimming	pool	for	swimming	phobia.		With	them	excitement	was	the	order	of	the	day	and	
greatly	encouraged.		They	promoted	energy	and	visibility.		They	believed	in	stroking.		They	believed	
stroking	was	the	key	to	change	and	they	stroked	any	behavior	or	feeling	that	they	deemed	to	be	
defiant	to	early	scripting	and	early	limiting	decisions.		

I	remember	early	in	my	work	at	the	Institute	I	found	myself	in	the	swimming	pool	at	the	end	of	one	
day.		I	was	there	by	myself.		I	began	to	ball	up	and	sink	to	the	bottom	of	the	pool	and	then	explode	up	
as	high	out	of	the	water	as	I	could,	arms	extended	toward	the	sky.		I	repeated	this	until	I	was	
pleasantly	exhausted.		It	was	an	act	of	spontaneous	joy	and	excitement.		Later	sitting	by	Bob	in	the	
dining	room	he	said	with	a	warm	and	knowing	smile,	“I	saw	you	in	the	swimming	pool	this	
afternoon.”		He	knew	and	understood	what	I	was	experiencing,	the	reclaiming	of	my	energy	and	love	
for	life.	

Penny	typed	my	manuscript	as	well	as	the	transcript	of	the	workshop.		Here	again	the	dictation	
machines	were	a	godsend.			I	dictated	basically	all	of	it.		It	was	a	marathon	of	a	different	type	than	the	
one	studied.		It	seemed	endless.		It	did	come	down	to	the	wire,	but	not	too	close.		A	lot	of	it	was	just	
grueling	to	write	down,	repetitious	and	boring.		Did	I	mention	that	I	didn’t	get	along	with	statistics?		
But	with	Penny’s	help	and	Karen	Nelson’s	continual	editing	and	coaching	the	job	got	done.			

I	presented	my	finished	product	to	Bob	and	Mary	in	the	scene	described	at	the	beginning	of	this	
chapter.		There	were	hugs	and	tears	and	lots	of	congratulations	and	multiple	champagne	toasts.		Bob	
and	Mary	had	come	to	my	graduation	ceremony	earlier	in	the	day.		They	had	gone	to	an	antique	
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jeweler	in	SF	that	morning	and	had	bought	a	gold	pocket	watch.		I	was	proud	beyond	words	and	
overcome	with	appreciation.			

	

Bob	took	the	watch	back	that	day	and	had	it	inscribed,	“August	8,	1975.	To	
John	R.	McNeel,	Ph.D.	From	Bob	and	Mary.”		No	need	for	last	names	from	
them.		There	would	ever	be	only	one	“Bob	and	Mary”	in	my	life.		Jim	Heenan	
made	the	stand	for	the	watch.		He	literally	could	make	anything.	

	

	

	

	

	

I	was	also	very	grateful	for	their	understanding.		I	was	in	perhaps	the	fourth	or	fifth	graduating	class	
of	the	California	School	of	Professional	Psychology;	which	happily	had	received	accreditation	before	I	
graduated.		But	it	was	a	start-up	school	without	a	lot	of	polish	or	facilities—our	classroom	building	
was	in	an	old	warehouse	and	we	mostly	sat	on	beanbags.		The	school	had	hired	the	cafeteria	space	at	
Lone	Mountain	College	(my	wife’s	alma	mater)	in	order	to	hold	the	graduation	ceremony.		

We	were	informed	that	lunch	would	be	provided	for	all	the	graduates	and	their	families	as	it	was	
being	held	beginning	at	12	o’clock	noon.		They	welched	on	that	deal.		I	was	more	than	a	bit	terrified	
when	I	found	out	this	news	just	before	Bob	and	Mary	arrived.		Bob	was	absolutely	rigid	in	his	eating	
habits,	meals	never	being	even	a	minute	late	at	the	Institute.			

As	they	came	up	the	steps,	I	ran	to	meet	them	and	to	tell	them	that	no	food	would	be	available.		To	my	
immense	relief	they	laughed.		Mary	said,	“I	told	you	we	should	have	eaten	before	we	came,”	smiling	
as	she	said	so.		This	may	sound	trivial,	but	you	have	to	remember	that	I	dreaded	nothing	more	than	
their	anger	or	disapproval.			

They	and	the	rest	of	my	group	sat	around	a	table	in	the	cafeteria	as	we	all	endured	what	had	to	be	
one	of	the	most	boring	graduation	ceremonies	in	the	history	of	the	world.		We	passed	notes	among	us	
making	fun	of	the	entire	event.		Finally,	it	was	over	and	each	of	my	class	was	called	up	to	receive	a	
blank	piece	of	paper	since	(of	course)	they	had	not	gotten	the	diplomas	printed	on	time.		Finally,	we	
were	released	and	went	outside	for	a	picture.	
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I	love	this	picture	for	so	many	
reasons,	not	the	least	of	which	is	my	
(step)	father-in-law	standing	on	the	
right,	the	only	person	that	day	who	
showed	up	in	a	coat	and	tie.		He	was	a	
retired	WWII	colonel	from	the	Army	
Core	of	Engineers.		Now	in	reality	
there	were	two	other	vets	there	from	
the	war,	Bob	and	Jim	Heenan.		But	
Bert,	my	father-in-law	never	gave	up	
his	military	bearing	or	formality.		You	
can	almost	read	his	thoughts,	as	he	
must	have	felt	like	a	stranger	in	a	
strange	land.		On	the	other	hand,	he	
loved	me	and	loved	Penny	a	lot	and	
would	have	done	anything	for	us,	
including	hanging	out	for	a	day	with	
this	group	of	left-wing	nut	jobs.		Bob	
and	Mary	are	center	rear	next	to	Nada	
and	Jim	Heenan.		Russ	Beale	is	
between	Jim	and	Bert.		My	right	arm	is	
around	Lynne	Beale.		Penny’s	mom	is	
kneeling	to	Penny’s	left.		I	think	my	
yellow	polyester	sport	coat	was	a	nice	fashion	statement,	not	to	mention	the	orange	shirt!		The	other	folks	to	the	left	
are	family,	Penny’s	grandmother,	dad	and	stepmother.																	

It	was	a	day.	

	

The	next	night	was	the	ITAA	annual	banquet	and	it	was	a	very	special	occasion	because	Bob	and	
Mary	were	to	receive	the	Eric	Berne	Memorial	Scientific	Award	for	“Injunctions,	Decisions	and	
Redecisions.”		This	was	a	huge	deal	for	them.		Even	though	they	were	pulling	people	into	their	
Institute	from	all	over	the	world,	they	still	longed	for	a	certain	level	of	respect	and	recognition.		There	
was	more	than	just	a	little	bit	of	friction	between	them	and	traditional	TA	people	in	San	Francisco	
and	no	little	sense	of	competition.		They	had	the	numbers	but	the	“Little	Princes”	as	Mary	called	
Berne’s	loyal	followers	possessed	the	scientific	cred.		Winning	the	award	was	a	big	deal.			
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An	amazingly	proud	and	important	moment	for	them	

	

	

	
Both	Bob	and	Mary	gave	speeches	of	acceptance.		When	Bob	got	up	to	speak,	he	surprised	me	by	pulling	out	my	
dissertation	and	incorporating	it	into	his	speech.			At	one	point,	he	asked	me	to	stand	for	an	ovation	from	the	room.		
That	was	Bob.		He	was	assiduous	in	passing	around	the	recognition.		He	didn’t	just	give	lip	service	to	his	belief	in	the	
power	of	strokes;	he	lived	it.		Penny	and	I	got	to	sit	at	the	head	table	with	them,	dressed	to	the	nines,	left	my	yellow	
polyester	coat	left	at	home.		Seated	with	us	out	of	the	picture	was	Ellyn	Bader	and	her	then	boyfriend,	Bob	Anderson	
the	executive	head	of	ITAA.	

	

When	I	went	to	the	Institute	the	next	week	to	work,	I	remember	two	comments	both	by	Mary.		She	
was	full	of	praise	for	the	work	and	clearly	thrilled.		She	was	profuse.		And	being	Mary	with	her	razor-
sharp	brain	she	also	added,	kindly,	that	it	had	not	been	necessary	to	use	words	such	as	“enormous”	in	
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referring	to	the	change	people	had	made,	or	“overwhelming”	in	talking	about	the	evidence.		Like	so	
many	other	instances	with	Mary	I	got	it	immediately.		She	was	right.		I	was	the	master	of	the	
superlative.			

Her	other	comment	was	touching	in	the	extreme.		She	said	that	when	she	came	down	from	the	cabin	
(they	lived	up	on	the	hill	above	the	big	house	by	this	time)	that	Bob	was	reading	my	dissertation	and	
weeping	as	he	did	so,	saying	over	and	over,	“John	McNeel	really	loves	us,	he	really	loves	us.”		Well,	
yeah.		I	get	tingling	writing	that	all	these	years	later.		I	really	did	and	I	really	do.		And	I	am	really	
aware	of	using	the	word	“really”	that	Bob	pointed	out	to	me	was	one	of	my	really	favorite	words	to	
use.	

Here	is	my	summary	from	the	text.		

	

In	summary,	it	can	be	said	that	this	52-hour	segment	of	time	had	a	profound	effect	on	the	lives	
of	15	people.		That	profound	effect	was	substantiated	by	statistical	fact,	biographical	data,	and	
personal	witness.		The	precise	causes	of	this	profound	change	may	never	be	known.		However,	it	
is	possible	to	make	some	educated	guesses	on	the	basis	of	the	evidence.		One	predominant,	yet	
unmeasurable	factor	involved	was	the	sheer	weight	of	the	attractiveness	of	the	personalities	of	
the	therapists	and	weight	of	their	personal	presence.		Nor	is	it	possible	to	say	with	complete	
assurance	that	any	specific	theoretical	methodology	is	the	causative	agent	of	such	profound	
change.		Central	to	the	theory	of	redecision	therapy	is	the	concept	of	responsibility	and	the	
importance	placed	upon	discovering	the	early	injunction-decision	complex.		But	even	these	
clear	specifics	become	a	vortex	around	which	many	other	techniques	and	theoretical	issues	
cluster.		It	seems	that	change	cannot	be	assigned	to	any	one	particular	as	much	as	to	the	entire	
combination	of	elements.		The	specific	element	of	redecision	does	not	emerge	as	the	change	
agent	so	much	as	the	underlying	currents	of	high	esteem	for	fellow	human	beings,	aggressive	
interest	in	well-being,	the	insistence	on	positive	regard,	a	high	respect	for	professional	
competence	and	power	and	a	keen	sense	of	caring.	

	

OK,	a	little	less	use	of	the	word,	“profound”	might	have	been	good.		In	retyping	this	piece,	I	made	a	
discovery.		I	didn’t	know	the	word,	“unmeasurable”	wasn’t	a	word	until	my	Mac	just	told	me	so.		It	got	
past	a	lot	of	smart	people	who	did	the	proofreading.		It	joins	two	other	words,	“redecision,”	and	
“reparenting”	that	are	also	not	real	words.	Oh,	well.		

Paul	McCormick	quoted	a	portion	of	my	summary	above	in	his	introduction	to	Bob	and	Mary’s	book,	
The	Power	is	in	the	Patient	(1978).		He	also	wrote:	

	

Bob	and	Mary	in	action	are	a	marvel	to	watch.		To	be	treated	by	them	is	an	inspiration.			

About	as	casual	appearing	a	couple	as	you	could	imagine	psychotherapists	to	be	(they	
sometimes	look	like	they	have	just	climbed	out	of	swimming	pool	to	come	straight	to	group---
and	they	have),	they	quickly	convince	you	that	they	know	what	they’re	about.	
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I	saw	Bob	at	the	start	of	a	treatment	marathon	tell	a	newcomer,	a	probation	officer,	that	he	
might	as	well	leave	right	now	if	he	was	going	to	hold	others	in	the	group	responsible	for	his	
being	“unable	to	do	anything	for	myself	here	in	front	of	people	from	my	own	office.”		The	man	
did	not	even	blink	at	Bob’s	remark.		“Oh,”	he	said.		“Then	I’ll	stay---and	be	responsible	for	
myself.”		He	did	and	was.	

Mary’s	intuitive	gifts	seem	preternatural.		She	somehow	senses	clients’	early	scenes,	when	they	
might	have	made	some	grossly	self-defeating	decisions,	and	urges	them	to	snap	back	to	a	re-
experiencing	of	whatever	it	was	they	have	not	yet	resolved---the	better	to	redecide	now.	

Mary:	“You	look	like	a	little	boy	whose	daddy	just	broke	his	promise	to	take	you	to	the	circus.”	

Client:	“Huh?	That’s	exactly	what	he	did	when	I	was	five.		I’ll	never	get	over	it.”		(But	within	20	
minutes	he	had.)	

Mary	comes	up	with	these	every	marathon.	

	

From	this	repose	it	is	lovely	to	read	the	words	of	someone	who	was	as	much	in	their	thrall	as	myself.		
Of	course,	this	comes	as	no	surprise	to	me.		Paul	McCormick	was	a	close	friend,	both	to	me	and	to	the	
Gouldings.		They	dedicated	that	book	to	him.	We	were	a	part	of	an	age.		There	were	hundreds	who	
felt	the	same	way	and	they	traveled	from	all	over	the	world	to	see	the	masters.	
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So,	this	is	where	the	magic	took	place	for	my	dissertation,	the	“Barn.”		I	am	sitting	in	Mary’s	chair,	sans	beard	at	this	
point	in	my	life.		You	can	see	Bob’s	iconic	black	chair	to	the	left,	inherited	from	his	grandfather.		On	the	wall	in	back	of	
the	chair	are	pictures	from	their	travels	all	over	the	world.		They	were	so	thrilled	to	be	so	successful	and	to	be	in	
demand	in	places	they	had	always	wanted	to	see.		Between	the	two	chairs	is	the	high-tech	device	they	used	to	hold	the	
pad	of	blank	newsprint,	an	indispensable	aid	in	their	therapy.		In	back	of	me	is	an	old	(even	then)	Philco	Refrigerator	
filled	with	soft	drinks	and	fruit	juices	for	the	participants,	expensive	treats	actually.			They	never	scrimped.	

	

	
Here	is	Bob	filling	the	black	chair	with	his	smile,	his	alertness	and	his	joy.		He	loved	doing	psychotherapy	and	he	loved	
making	it	exciting,	fun	and	dynamic.		He	loved	being	iconic	and	challenging	staid	assumptions.		The	picture	of	Mary	is	
actually	from	a	conference	in	SF,	but	the	smile	and	the	look	are	classical	Mary.		You	can	see	her	warmth,	her	smile	and	
her	penetrating	gaze.		Imagine,	if	you	will,	being	in	front	of	them	and	having	them	ask	you,	“So,	what	do	you	want	to	
change	about	your	life	today?”		If	you	thought,	“Yeah	they	might	be	smart	enough	to	help	me	figure	out	some	things,”	
you	would	be	right.		Those	of	us	who	got	to	be	in	their	tractor	beam	were	very	fortunate,	very	fortunate	indeed.	
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LEGACY	

	

In	June	of	1975	Mary	wrote	me	this	short	letter,	obviously	in	response	to	a	rough	draft	of	my	
dissertation:	

Dear	John:		

Wow!		The	most	wonderful	thesis	I	ever	saw!	I	put	some	disagreements	on	the	margins	on	the	
enclosed	papers.		If	you	have	to	be	grammatically	correct,	please	note	that	you	seem	to	like	
plural	pronouns,	referring	to	singular	nouns.		You	have	to	do	a	lot	of	changing	to	get	rid	of	
them	all.		I	also,	think	you	have	‘affect’	and	‘effect’	interchanged	sometimes,	but	I	get	them	
mixed	up	too.		Content	is	perfect!	

Love	you,	Mary	

	
One	of	the	great	joys	for	me	in	writing	all	of	this	down	is	reviewing	all	of	my	old	correspondence	with	
Bob	and	Mary.		There	was	a	lot	of	it,	mostly	practical	world	negotiations	about	schedules.		I	didn’t	
remember	this	particular	letter.		It	is	in	the	class	of	what	I	call	“Three	Exclamation	Points	Letters.”		
This	was	pretty	typical	of	the	love	and	enthusiasm	I	received	for	many	years.		Reading	it	today	warms	
my	heart	even	as	I	am	sure	it	did	then.		Well,	more	accurately,	I	probably	did	back	flips	on	receiving	
this	from	her.	

I	am	thankful	that	I	was	in	a	position	to	research	one	of	their	three-day	workshops.		The	work	they	
performed	in	these	as	well	as	all	of	their	other	training	experiences	reflected	their	idealism	and	their	
desire	to	create	better	therapeutic	strategies.		They	were	creatures	not	only	of	their	own	earlier	
training	but	also	of	Eric	Berne.		Though	they	came	to	clash	with	Eric	over	theoretical	issues,	they	
knew	his	material	in	their	bones	and	they	too	sought	to	“cure	the	patient	now,	not	later.”			

In	forty	plus	years	since	the	event,	it	is	possible	to	read	their	work	line-by-line	and	track	their	
thinking.		It	would	have	been	so	easy	to	have	not	transcribed	the	workshop.		It	was	not	required,	but	
the	pulse	of	the	moment	demanded	it	and	my	wife	was	willing	to	spend	the	dozens	of	tedious	hours	it	
took	to	transcribe	it	and	to	type	it.			

So,	it	exists.		And	it	is	available	for	you	to	read	and	to	study.		It	is	very	easy	to	acquire	through	
Dissertation	Abstracts	International.		You	can	reach	them	thru	their	email:	disspub@proquest.com	

Or,	their	phone	number	is:	1-800-521-0600	x77020.	

My	dissertation	title:	REDECSIONS	IN	PSYCHOTHERAPY:	A	STUDY	OF	THE	EFFECTS	OF	AN	
INTENSIVE	WEEKEND	WORKSHOP.	

The	publication	number	to	reference	is:	7606550	

It	is	available	as	a	PDF	file	for	(US)	$38,	a	soft	cover	printed	edition	for	$56	and	a	hard	cover	edition	
for	$72.		Shipping	in	the	US	is	free	but	not	to	other	countries,	probably	another	$20.		
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Here	is	one	final	footnote.		If	you	do	trouble	yourself	to	track	down	the	January	1982	(Vol.	12,	#	1)	
TAJ	to	read	the	more	detailed	description	of	my	research,	you	might	avail	yourself	of	two	other	
articles	in	that	same	edition.		Ellyn	Bader	did	a	companion	piece	of	research	based	on	mine	a	year	
later	and	researched	the	impact	of	redecision	therapy	on	family	therapy.		Her	article	is	entitled:	
“Redecisions	in	Family	Therapy:	A	Study	of	Change	in	an	Intensive	Family	Therapy	Workshop.”		The	
other	brief	article	of	interest	is	by	a	young	man	from	Perth,	Australia	named	Anthony	White	and	is	
entitled,	“Intimacy	Revisited.”		It	is	a	good	article	by	someone	who	has	read	his	Berne	and	shows	
great	future	promise	for	the	writer.	

And	once	more	before	I	go,	here	are	my	Australian	friends:		

	

	

Maggie	and	Jeff	White	 	 	 	 Rob	and	Val	Maslen	

	

I	have	a	new	email:	jrmcneel44@gmail.com.	

	
	

From	the	transcript	of	the	marathon:	

	

(As	the	group	was	returning	from	a	break)	

Mary:	“What	are	you	thinking?”	(Said	to	Sam	who	was	already	seated)	

Sam:	“I	was	just	admiring	you.”	

Mary:	“That’s	not	a	‘just!’”	

	

	


