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BOB	AND	MARY	
	

CHAPTER	SEVEN:		JOY	AND	DESPAIR	

	

JOY	

	

“What	the	hell	are	you	doing	here	with	him?”	
Mary	Goulding,	ITAA	banquet,	San	Francisco,	August	1973	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

This	is	my	favorite	picture.		They	are	watching	Penny	and	I	getting	married	on	the	front	lawn.	

	

Mary	was	always	mildly	obsessed	with	my	finding	a	partner.		I	showed	up	at	most	social	activities	at	
the	Institute	dateless.		She	would	gently	chide	me	to	expand	my	extracurricular	activities	with	the	
opposite	sex.		I	was	all	for	it	myself.		I	just	kept	meeting	women	with	whom	I	had	little	in	common.		I	
might	have	moved	to	San	Francisco	and	grown	long	hair	and	a	beard,	but	I	was	still	very	much	the	
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seminary	student	I	had	been	for	the	past	number	of	years.		As	I	said	of	my	appearance	in	those	days,	I	
was	a	hippie	for	sure,	but	I	was	a	hippie	who	paid	his	car	insurance.	

San	Francisco	in	the	early	1970’s	was	a	fascinating	place	being	one	of	the	birthplaces	of	the	feminist	
movement.		The	woman	I	lived	with	in	Noe	Valley	for	a	few	months	had	two	roommates,	women,	who	
were	very	active	feminists.		I	found	myself	playing	catch	up	ball.		I	was	informed	in	no	uncertain	
terms	on	a	number	of	occasions	that	I	had	evinced	an	attitude	or	performed	a	behavior	that	was	
incorrect	and	deeply	offensive.		I	was	often	confused	and	flustered.		It	was	also	fascinating.		These	
women	were	doing	and	saying	things	foreign	to	the	women	and	the	ethos	I	had	grown	up	with	in	my	
time	and	place.			

This	was	also	a	time	of	changing	boundaries,	with	many	people	experimenting	with	open	
relationships	and	multiple	partners.		In	one	of	my	classes	in	grad	school,	sex	therapy,	the	idea	of	
committed	long-term	relationships	was	openly	mocked	with	the	assertion	that	those	were	an	artifact	
of	the	past	and	no	longer	relevant.		As	was	my	habit	as	I	occupied	space	in	that	world	waiting	to	be	
granted	a	Ph.D.,	I	kept	my	thoughts	to	myself.		Invisibility	was	my	total	strategy	in	grad	school.	But	I	
remember	the	moment	clearly	when	this	stark	revelation	was	presented	to	me.		I	thought,	“That	kind	
of	relationship	might	be	over	for	all	of	you,	but	not	for	me.		And	those	kinds	of	relationships	still	exist.	
And	I	am	going	to	find	one.”	

Sitting	at	dinner	one	evening	at	the	Institute	in	the	main	dining	room,	Mary	said	to	me,	“I	picture	you	
on	your	graduation	day	(about	two	years	in	the	future)	looking	out	and	seeing	the	girl	you	will	one	
day	marry.”		It	was	her	way	of	being	encouraging	while	I	experienced	my	drought.		Incidentally,	Bob	
and	Mary	were	sexually	liberated	in	the	sense	that	they	thought	people	should	enjoy	their	sexuality,	
whichever	it	might	be,	and	do	so	without	guilt.		In	this	way,	they	were	extremely	“sex	positive.”		They	
worked	hard	to	separate	people	from	the	tyranny	of	their	puritan	upbringings.		They	didn’t	have	
much	truck	for	sex	without	good	boundaries	or	sex	as	purely	a	form	of	recreation.		They	had	their	
very	strict	rules	during	their	workshops	forbidding	casual	sexuality.		They	believed	in	boundaries	
and	they	believed	in	monogamy.		They	were	very	clear	that	marriage	meant	you	slept	with	your	
spouse,	period.			

There	were	a	lot	of	people	who	trucked	their	way	through	the	Institute	from	lots	of	different	
backgrounds	and	monetary	value.		Bob	and	Mary	were	unfazed	by	them	all.		They	were	tolerant	of	all	
the	wealthy	narcissistic	folk	who	wandered	through	with	their	fortunes	and	their	trust	accounts.		
They	were	a	fascination	for	me.		Besides,	the	wealthy	narcissistic	ones	always	paid	their	bills.			

One	of	these,	a	very	well-off	southern	woman	of	a	certain	charm,	enjoyed	the	perks	of	her	husband’s	
oil	wealth	and	her	own	pursuit	of	pleasure.		I	remember	her	well.		She	was	a	siren	call	of	sexuality	
and	I	doubt	very	seriously	that	the	admonition	against	recreational	sex	during	workshops	affected	
her	in	the	least.		During	one	of	the	boozy	evening	parties	at	the	end	of	a	long	day	of	work,	she	was	
sitting	on	Bob’s	lap,	her	available	sexuality	all	but	a	road	sign.		In	appreciating	her	charms,	Bob	
expressed	his	wish	he	could	have	sex	with	her,	said	in	a	less	polite	manner	than	reported	here.		She	
said	to	him,	“Well,	why	don’t	you?”		He	said,	“Because	I	love	Mary	too	much.”		That	was	a	significant	
change	in	Bob	and	his	approach	to	life.	He	had	not	been	so	restrained	earlier	in	his	life	and	especially	
in	his	first	marriage.		He	did,	after	all,	have	a	son	named	Bob	Jr.,	not	conceived	with	his	former	wife.	
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MEETING	PENNY	
	

In	those	days,	I	had	a	very	nice	friend	named	Duncan	Cameron,	both	a	fellow	Scot	and	Presbyterian	
Minister.		He	was	on	a	sabbatical	year	and	living	on	the	grounds	of	the	San	Francisco	Presbyterian	
Theological	Seminary	in	San	Anselmo,	CA.		He	had	enthusiastically	embraced	the	Redecision	model	of	
psychotherapy	and	had	done	extensive	training	with	Bob	and	Mary.		He	even	had	begun	a	training	
group	that	met	weekly	in	space	provided	by	SFTS.		As	fate	would	have	it,	or	perhaps	in	answer	to	my	
prayers,	he	invited	me	to	present	to	his	seminar	on	August	21st,	1973,	a	Thursday	evening.			

I	had	other	friends	living	near	the	seminar	site	in	San	Rafael,	Carl	and	Mary	Culbertson.	Carl	was	also	
a	fellow	Presbyterian	Minister	and	both	were	enthusiasts	for	the	Redecision	model.		They	had	trained	
extensively	with	Bob	and	Mary	and	were	active	members	in	ITAA	(the	International	Transactional	
Analysis	Association).		I	went	to	their	home	for	dinner	and	they	elected	to	come	along	to	watch	me	
present.		They	came	strolling	in	with	me,	Mary	carrying	their	brand-new	baby,	Maria.		I	proceeded	to	
give	a	talk	on	how	to	use	early	scenes	in	setting	up	Redecision	work.		The	evening	received	a	warm	
reception,	Duncan	having	done	very	good	PR	work	before	I	arrived.			

There	was	a	stunningly	beautiful	woman	on	the	front	row	of	the	twenty	or	so	people	in	the	room.		
She	shook	my	hand	on	leaving	telling	me	she	had	really	enjoyed	my	presentation.		The	next	morning	
or	possibly	that	evening,	I	called	Duncan.	“What	is	her	name	and	what	is	her	phone	number?”		He	told	
me	with	the	admonition,	“John,	she	is	a	really	nice	person,	so	you	be	kind	to	her.”		

I	called	her	immediately,	but	there	were	no	answering	machines	in	those	days.		I	received	no	answer	
until	Sunday	evening	when	she	had	returned	from	her	weekend	away.		I	asked	her	out	and	we	agreed	
I	would	pick	her	up	on	Tuesday	evening,	August	26	at	6	PM.		Still	new	to	California	and	its	Spanish	
heritage,	I	spelled	Dolores	Street	in	my	datebook	as	“Delores.”		Well,	that’s	how	we	would	have	
spelled	it	in	WV!			

I	am	not	going	to	go	into	great	detail	about	meeting	and	falling	in	love	with	Penny,	but	I	will	pursue	it	
a	bit	because	life	is	not	simple.		When	I	met	Penny,	it	was	Bob	and	Mary’s	fondest	hope	that	she	was	
going	to	marry	Mary’s	only	son,	Anthony.		I	knew	none	of	that,	but	I	was	going	to	find	out.	I	will	
interject	that	it	was	never	Penny’s	intention	to	marry	him.		He	was,	and	I	presume	still	is,	an	
intriguing	guy	and	a	lot	of	fun.		In	the	midst	of	this	part	of	the	retelling	of	my	story,	I	think	it	is	rather	
sweet	to	note	that	I	am	writing	this	material	on	June	29,	2019,	our	forty-fifth	wedding	anniversary.	
We	will	go	out	to	dinner	with	friends	in	a	little	while	and	I	will	be	taking	a	bottle	of	Champagne	with	
us	for	a	toast.		Needless	to	say,	this	champagne	is	a	far	cry	of	the	bottles	of	sparkling	wine	we	could	
barely	afford	for	our	wedding,	but	I	can’t	imagine	it	will	taste	any	better.		Love,	terror,	and	
excitement	have	a	wonderful	effect	on	the	palette,	not	to	mention	youth.	

I	will	tell	you	about	that	first	date	because	it	was	seminal	in	our	relationship	and	has	become	an	
often-told	story.		I	went	to	Penny’s	flat	at	223	Dolores	Street,	was	buzzed	in,	and	climbed	the	steps	to	
the	third	floor.		She	met	me	there,	smiling,	and	friendly.		We	bantered	in	our	first	five	minutes	in	a	
way	that	would	define	our	relationship	for	the	next	four-plus	decades.		She	expected	to	be	taken	out	
for	pizza	and	she	presumed	she	would	pay	half	of	the	fare,	the	ungallant	tradition	at	the	time.	
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While	we	were	driving	across	the	Golden	Gate	Bridge	on	a	gorgeous	evening	with	the	sun	sinking	
into	the	western	ocean,	I	told	her	we	would	be	having	dinner	at	the	Valhalla	Restaurant	in	Sausalito,	a	
famous	eatery	where	I	had	dined	once	before.		Later,	Penny	confided	in	me	that	she	felt	terrified,	as	
she	could	not	afford	to	pick	up	half	of	the	tab	at	the	Valhalla.		She	was	a	working	girl,	the	top	
administrative	assistant	to	the	dean	of	Lone	Mountain	College.		In	a	slightly	earlier	age,	she	would	
have	been	called	a	secretary	and	was	working	close	to	minimum	wage.	

Looking	across	the	table	that	evening	into	her	warm	eyes	and	great	smile,	not	to	mention	her	drop-
dead	beauty,	I	decided	to	marry	her,	or	more	correctly,	I	found	myself	thinking	with	absolute	clarity	
that	I	would	marry	her.		This	was	a	startling	and	terrifying	thought.	I	was	twenty-nine.		I	had	just	
completed	my	first	ever	travel-training	trip	across	the	United	States.		I	was	having	a	lot	of	fun.		I	also	
felt	my	loneliness	evaporate.		It	was	unknown	to	me	at	the	time,	but	my	future	wife	was	transfixed	by	
the	exact	same	apparition.		Like	me,	she	felt	completely	undone	by	it.		Fortunately	for	us	both,	neither	
of	us	gave	vent	to	the	thoughts	coursing	through	our	brains.		I	remember	light	banner	about	not	
wanting	to	get	serious	and	the	virtue	of	dating	around.		I	also	remember	thinking	to	myself,	“Like	
hell.”	

It	was	a	very	Bay	Area	moment	in	time.		Sally	Stanford	was	holding	court	at	the	far	end	of	the	bar.		
She	owned	the	Valhalla	and	had	installed	a	barber	chair	where	she	held	court	from	this	improvised	
throne.		She	was	a	legend.		She	had	been	the	madam,	a	successful	sex	worker	before	ladies	of	that	
trade	were	referred	to	in	that	way.	She	had	gone	on	to	become	Sausalito’s	first	female	mayor.		Her	
restaurant	was	a	great	place	to	eat.		We	had	sautéed	crab	legs	on	a	bed	of	rice	with	vegetables	
accompanied	by	a	bottle	of	Wente	Brothers	Grey	Riesling	wine.	Delicious.		There	would	have	been	
dessert,	most	likely	cherries	jubilee.		It	was	not	possible	for	us	to	gain	weight	in	those	days.		To	my	
wife’s	relief,	I	paid	the	bill.		It	never	crossed	my	mind	to	do	otherwise.		

When	telling	this	retold	story	to	my	friend	Dr.	Meyer	Friedman	years	later,	he	asked,	“What	made	you	
think	you	would	marry	this	person?”		I	replied,	“Because	from	the	very	first	moment	we	had	great	
conversations.”		Pausing,	Dr.	Friedman	said	reflectively	and	not	unkindly,	“You	mean	you	talked	and	
she	listened.”			

I	went	to	the	Institute	the	following	day	and	was	there	for	the	night.		As	was	their	lovely	routine,	Bob	
and	Mary	invited	me	down	to	their	quarters	in	the	master	wing	of	the	big	house.		This	was	always	the	
best	time	of	the	day.		Later	in	time,	they	would	enlist	all	of	us	to	help	them	build	a	precut	log	cabin	
about	a	hundred	feet	up	the	hill	so	they	could	have	more	privacy,	but	that	was	yet	to	come.			

I	was	the	only	adjunct	staff	on	the	hill	that	night,	so	it	was	just	the	two	of	them	and	me.		We	drank	
Manhattans	and	talked	the	talk.		The	talk	always	included	running	evaluations	of	the	trainees	in	that	
month’s	workshop,	some	comments	very	admiring	and	others	scathingly	critical.		At	some	point,	
Penny’s	name	came	up-	not	my	instigation.		I	learned	that	Mary’s	son	Anthony	(Tony)	had	been	
dating	her	and	hoped	to	marry	her.		I	sat	transfixed.		I	had	just	had	a	date	the	night	before	with	the	
woman	my	mentors	hoped	one	of	their	own	would	marry.		That	was	new.			

Needless	to	say,	I	did	not	interject,	“But	I	had	a	magical	date	with	her	last	night	and	she	felt	pretty	
available.”		As	we	like	to	say	in	my	native	West	Virginia,	“I	might	be	dumb,	but	I	am	not	stupid!”		I	
listened	raptly	as	they	described	what	a	remarkable	and	beautiful	human	being	this	Penny	was.		It	
was	such	an	odd	moment.		In	a	very	strange	way,	I	felt	myself	and	my	feelings	were	being	confirmed.		
I	didn’t	really	trust	my	evaluation	skills	about	women	in	that	time.		I	had	run	up	a	lot	of	dumb	alleys.		
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But	here	were	my	teachers	indirectly	affirming	for	me	my	sense	of	this	person.		For	the	first	time	I	
could	remember,	I	knew	something	they	didn’t.		I	had	a	secret.		Yikes.			

The	secret	didn’t	last	long.		The	following	weekend	was	the	annual	TA	conference	in	San	Francisco.		
In	those	early	formative	and	exciting	years,	it	was	always	held	in	San	Francisco	in	August.		Those	
were	heady	times	as	ITAA	was	growing	exponentially.		During	this	particular	conference,	Steve	
Karpman	made	the	tongue-in-cheek	observation	that	at	present	growth	rates	the	entire	population	of	
the	world	would	have	joined	in	only	twenty	years.		His	comment	certainly	caught	how	the	moment	
felt.	

Penny	was	already	signed	up	for	the	conference	and	I	invited	her	to	sit	with	me	at	the	Saturday	night	
banquet.		In	retrospect,	I	am	not	sure	how	I	expected	Bob	and	Mary	to	respond	when	I	came	walking	
up	to	their	table	with	Penny	in	tow.		There	was	something	rather,	or	a	lot,	naïve	about	me	in	that	
time.	Mary	punctured	that	moment	with	the	quote	at	the	beginning	of	this	chapter,	“What	the	hell	are	
you	doing	with	him?!”		Not	to	put	too	fine	a	point	on	it,	but	Mary	spoke	her	mind	and	didn’t	much	
care	about	polite	niceties.		Hell,	Mary	farted	out	loud	with	no	apology,	actually	pride.		She	was	clearly	
furious	and	we	went	back	to	our	table	with	all	due	haste.			

By	the	next	week	when	I	returned	to	work	at	the	institute,	Mary	had	become	more	accepting	and	
philosophical.		Sitting	in	her	office,	we	chatted	a	bit	about	my	new	dating	situation.		She	said,	“Well,	it	
doesn’t	really	make	any	difference	anyway.		She	won’t	get	married.		She’s	a	nun	at	heart.”	And	to	a	
certain	extent	Mary	had	a	point.		Penny	had	become	a	Catholic	while	attending	Lone	Mountain	
College	(at	the	time	she	was	there,	it	was	SF	College	for	Women)	and	had	seriously	considered	
becoming	a	sister	of	the	Sacred	Heart.		They	were	the	teaching	order,	founded	after	the	French	
revolution	by	Saint	Madelaine	Sophie.	They	ran	the	college.		Penny	became	a	Catholic	while	there.		
John	followed	her	in	that	persuasion	thirty	years	later,	much	to	his	surprise	and	with	no	little	
consternation.		This	is	another	fascinating	segue,	but	not	immediately	relevant	to	this	story.	

Mary’s	son	Tony	had	graduated	from	Lone	Mountain	the	previous	spring.		I	had	been	invited	and	
attended	the	ceremony.		As	I	said	before,	I	was	very	much	a	member	of	the	family.		Penny	worked	for	
the	dean	of	the	school	and	was	active	in	the	organization	of	the	ceremony.		Later	in	our	relationship,	
we	realized	that	we	had	both	noticed	one	another.		I	noticed	her	because	she	was	truly	drop	dead	
beautiful	and	she	noticed	me	because	I	had	the	blondest	hair	she	had	ever	seen	on	a	man.		But	then	I	
tended	to	notice	most	beautiful	women	in	that	time	and	had	no	inkling	that	there	was	a	future	
waiting	for	me	with	that	particular	beautiful	woman.	

Well,	Mary	was	not	correct	in	her	prediction,	because	on	June	29,	1974	Penny	and	I	did	get	married.		
We	tied	the	knot	pretty	much	on	our	own	even	though	the	Presbyterian	minister	and	adjunct	faculty	
member,	Ed	Frost,	officiated.		We	wrote	our	own	vows	and	we	got	married	on	the	front	lawn	of	the	
institute	with	Bob	and	Mary	looking	on	with	fifty	or	sixty	of	our	friends.	There	were	also	lots	of	Bob	
and	Mary’s	kids	and	their	spouses	there	as	well.	It	was	a	day.		

The	day	also	had	seeds	of	other	things	in	it.		In	Bob	and	Mary	fashion,	they	told	an	entire	workshop,	
some	thirty-five	people	to	come	to	the	institute	a	day	later	than	scheduled	to	clear	that	day	for	our	
celebration.		They	just	did	that	sort	of	thing.		They	were	generous	and	good	to	their	friends.		There	
was	also	a	darker	side	to	the	day,	even	though	it	was	certainly	not	obvious	on	the	surface.			
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When	Penny	and	I	had	were	preparing	for	our	wedding,	we	spent	a	warm	and	long	evening	with	Bob	
and	Mary	planning	it	out.		During	the	discussion,	Bob	said	that	he	would	stand	up	for	me	at	the	
wedding	and	fill	in	for	my	deceased	father.		This	moved	me	to	tears.		On	the	day	of	the	wedding,	it	
was	clear	that	Bob	had	no	recollection	of	having	said	this	to	me.		I	kept	looking	for	him	to	take	some	
sort	of	ceremonial	action.		He	didn’t.		The	reason	was	simple,	but	not	totally	obvious	to	me	at	the	
time.		He	had	made	that	promise	from	his	heart	and	in	all	sincerity.	The	offer	came	from	his	love	and	
generosity.		He	also	made	it	while	in	a	blackout.		He	had	no	memory	of	it.			
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THE	DAY	
JUNE	29,	1974	

	

	

We	married	on	the	front	lawn	of	the	institute.		Ed	Frost	officiated,	but	not	so	much.			
We	pretty	much	married	ourselves,	following	no	script	but	our	own.		Here	we	are	listening	to		

Nancy	Looker,	a	classmate	of	Penny’s	sing	“Sunrise,	Sunset”	from	“Fiddler	on	the	Roof.	
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Exchanging	the	vows	we	wrote	that	morning.		I	wanted	to	“wing	it,”	but	Penny	said,	“No	way!”	

	

	

			

Like	any	couple	who	have	been	married	for	45	years,	there	have	been	lots	of	up,	downs,	heartbreaks,	and		
losses.	There	has	also	been	inordinate	amount	of	laughter	from	the	very	beginning	and	that	continues.	
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And	yes,	I	have	gotten	to	live	with	this	smile	for	45	years.	

	

	

	

“Jim	the	Cook”	and	the	groaning	board	he	had	prepared	for	us	and	our	guests.	
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DESPAIR	
	

“You	know,	he’s	getting	worse.”	
Mary,	looking	up	from	her	book	after	Bob	had	reeled	through	the	room	on	his	way	to	the	bedroom.	

	

I	know	the	exact	recipe	for	a	“Bob	and	Mary	Manhattan.”			It	is	very	similar	to	all	Manhattan	
concoctions,	but	theirs	was	very	specific.		I	know.		I	watched	them	being	made	dozens,	perhaps	
hundreds,	of	times.		Bob	usually	was	the	mixer	and	carrier,	but	Mary	had	no	problem	filling	in.		Bob	
kept	his	extra-large	bottle	of	Early	Times	Bourbon	in	the	freezer.		He	kept	his	Martini	&	Rossi	
Vermouth	in	the	refrigerator.		He	did	not	vary	from	these	brands.		He	kept	the	small	wine	glasses	and	
his	two-quart	Pyrex	measuring	bowl	in	the	freezer	as	well.		This	obviated	the	need	for	ice,	thus	not	
diluting	the	drinks.			

He	would	pour	one	quart	of	the	near-frozen	bourbon	into	the	bowl	and	add	one	half	quart	of	the	
chilled	vermouth,	the	traditional	two-to-one	ratio.		He	would	then	carry	the	frosty	bowl	and	glasses	
from	the	refrigerator	in	the	companionway	next	to	kitchen	down	to	the	master	suite	in	the	far	end	of	
the	house.		The	first	Manhattan	was	the	best,	the	iciest	and	most	chilled.		They	were	good,	at	least	to	
me.		There	were	no	maraschino	cherries	or	any	other	garnish,	no	lemon	twists.	They	were	somewhat	
sweet	and	very	strong.			

They	went	down	easily	and,	on	most	nights,	Bob	would	return	to	the	freezer	and	renew	his	Pyrex	
bowl	with	the	same	quantities,	sometimes	more	than	once.		There	could	be	as	few	as	three	of	us	or	
five	or	six	depending	on	how	many	of	the	associates	might	be	spending	the	night.		On	rare	occasions,	
there	were	participants	in	the	current	workshop	who	were	of	rank	enough	to	be	invited	back	into	the	
inner	sanctum.		These	drinking	sessions	were	by	invitation	only.		On	warm	evenings,	we	would	sit	on	
the	little	brick	patio	just	off	the	master	suite,	overlooking	the	Monterey	Bay.	

Years	later,	when	they	were	living	up	the	hill	in	their	prefab	cabin,	the	evening	drinking	was	done	
there.		On	one	occasion,	I	did	not	show	up	at	the	institute	on	a	day	they	had	scheduled	for	me,	the	
only	time	I	remember	this	ever	happening.		To	this	day,	I	believe	they	made	the	scheduling	error,	not	
me.	Nevertheless,	Bob	was	upset	with	me.		I	came	the	next	day	as	was	marked	in	my	schedule.		Penny	
and	I	were	living	in	San	Francisco,	a	two-hour	drive,	so	I	couldn’t	just	hop	in	my	car	and	be	there	in	a	
hurry.		They	had	had	to	scramble	and	rearrange	that	day	in	my	absence.		The	following	evening	a	
group	of	us	were	gathered	in	the	living	room	with	Bob.		He	went	around	the	circle	individually	
inviting	each	person	up	to	the	cabin	with	the	exception	of	me.		The	message	was	clear.		That	was	Bob.		

The	conversations	and	the	humor	were	contagious.		I	had	never	been	exposed	to	such	a	wide	range	of	
topics	and	insights.		I	confess	that	I	was	spellbound	and	often	a	little	tipsy.		But	there	is	a	very	wide	
space	between	being	tipsy	and	the	state	that	Bob	and	Mary	drank	themselves	into.		Of	course,	being	
alcoholic	they	showed	little	or	no	effect	from	the	drink,	especially	Bob.		I	suppose	it	is	academic	at	
this	point	in	time,	but	I	don’t	think	Mary	was	actually	an	alcoholic.		Now,	there	is	no	doubt	that	she	
loved	drinking	with	Bob	and	did	her	best	to	keep	up	with	him.		But,	after	a	while,	she	would	get	
drunk	and	sleepy.		The	alcohol	seemed	to	energize	Bob.			
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I	have	often	said,	and	I	think	it	is	true,	that	I	discovered	I	was	not	an	alcoholic.		I	certainly	would	have	
too	much	to	drink	with	them	and	enjoyed	it	immensely,	but	at	a	certain	point	I	could	go	no	further.		I	
would	feel	myself	getting	too	sleepy	or	be	aware	that	I	would	become	nauseous	if	I	persisted.			It	is	a	
long	time	ago,	but	I	don’t	think	I	had	more	than	three,	at	most	four	Manhattans,	often	less.		And	the	
squat	little	wine	glasses	they	used	were	small,	more	like	cordial	glasses.		If	I	had	been	alcoholic,	I	
would	have	bloomed	in	that	setting.		The	gene	would	most	certainly	have	kicked	in.	There	would	
have	been	no	moral	qualms	about	me	sitting	up	half	the	night	drinking	with	Bob,	but	I	“couldn’t.”	

When	I	came	to	the	Institute	in	the	late	fall	of	1970,	I	had	had	little	direct	contact	with	alcoholism	
even	though	it	was	no	stranger	on	both	sides	my	family.	They	were	Scots-Irish	after	all.		I	had	two	
paternal	uncles	who	were	stricken	and	a	maternal	great	uncle	who	died	from	it.		My	paternal	
grandfather	was	most	likely	an	alcoholic	and	my	father	was	well	on	his	way	when	he	decided	to	
marry	my	mother	instead.		But	that	was	remote	and	no	one	talked	about	it,	all	in	good	southern	and	
West	Virginian	tradition.			

I	remember	early	on	being	struck	by	both	Bob’s	heavy	drinking	and	his	compulsive	cigarette	
smoking.		I	remember	the	first	night	I	was	invited	back	into	the	master	suite	to	join	in.		Bob	drank	a	
lot,	but	he	didn’t	seem	to	be	hobbled	by	it.		I	took	that	as	a	good	sign.		He	never	drank	during	the	day.		
If	he	were	going	to	present	the	evening	seminar,	he	would	abstain	from	drinking	during	dinner.	

Of	course,	for	anyone	who	knows	anything	about	alcoholism	they	know	this	is	a	very	bad	sign,	not	a	
good	one.		The	genetic	difference	lies	in	the	metabolism	of	alcohol.		Phrases	such	as,	“He	can	really	
hold	his	liquor,”	or	“Doesn’t	seem	to	faze	her,”	are	warnings.		Non-alcoholics	get	sleepy	or	feel	a	buzz	
that	becomes	uncomfortable	with	too	much	drink.		Alcoholics	feel	better	and	better	and	they	always	
want	the	next	drink.		

I	was	comforted	by	Bob’s	openness	about	his	drinking	and	even	his	smoking.		He	would	make	
comments	like,	“Well,	I	guess	I	had	a	little	too	much	last	night.		I	feel	a	little	hung-over.”		In	the	culture	
I	grew	up	in,	the	last	thing	a	grown	person	would	talk	about	was	their	drinking	and	invite	comment.		I	
took	this	awareness	and	admission	as	evidence	that	he	really	enjoyed	his	drinking,	but	it	was	not	a	
serious	problem.		Writing	these	words	today,	I	can	only	marvel	at	my	naivety.		But	I	was	all	of	twenty-
six	years	old.		And	I	was	in	thrall.		Besides,	they	couldn’t	be	sick.		People	from	all	over	the	world	were	
coming	to	train	with	them.		I	didn’t	know	that	alcoholics	could	be	very	functional	people	during	the	
first	two	stages	of	their	disease.		It	is	only	in	the	third	stage	that	people	begin	to	look	like	the	popular	
idea	of	a	drunk,	disheveled,	unshaven,	sometimes	fired	and	divorced.	

As	the	seventies	turned	into	the	eighties,	there	was	more	and	more	awareness	about	addictions,	
smoking	especially.		In	a	gesture	to	constant	complaints,	Bob	and	Mary	stopped	allowing	smoking	in	
the	barn	or	in	the	big	living	room	during	training.		They	had	two	eating	areas	in	the	house	and	one	of	
those	became	the	non-smoking	eating	room.		This	was	a	great	relief.		Being	a	former	smoker,	I	hated	
the	smell	of	tobacco	smoke.		And	it	was	not	as	if	Bob	was	never	confronted	about	his	behavior	
because	he	was.		I	remember	numerous	incidents	of	people	getting	up	during	training	workshops	
and	expressing	their	personal	concern	for	his	welfare	and	their	stated	desire	that	he	quit.		He	always	
listened	respectfully,	but	with	quiet	defiance.		Besides,	he	was	as	powerless	to	quit	his	smoking	as	he	
was	to	quit	drinking.	

He	would	go	to	stop-smoking	workshops	from	time	to	time.		He	would	come	back	loaded	with	new	
information	and	resolve.		He	would	also	have	stories	of	how	he	would	rebel	at	the	constraints	and	
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would	not	obey	all	the	rules.		“No	one	tells	Bob	Goulding	what	to	do!”		That	was	true	and	it	was	tragic	
actually.	It	could	have	been	the	motto	on	the	front	of	an	imaginary	t-shirt.		It	was	also	a	line	straight	
from	his	hero,	Fritz	Perls.		

Perls	had	a	profound	effect	on	both	Bob	and	Mary,	but	Bob	especially.		I	never	met	Perls,	his	having	
died	shortly	before	I	arrived	in	California.	There	was	a	large	blowup	picture	of	Bob	and	Mary	and	
Fritz	sitting	at	a	picnic	table,	all	of	them	drinking.		Perls	was	holding	up	his	glass	in	celebration	lying	
on	the	bench	with	his	head	in	Mary’s	lap.	They	are	all	enjoying	the	moment.	

There	are	two	vignettes	from	Perls	I	will	include	here,	both	gleaned	from	second-hand	sources.		In	
the	one	scene	Perls	has	just	been	introduced	to	an	audience	at	the	beginning	of	a	presentation.		In	her	
intro	remarks,	the	moderator	sternly	reminded	the	audience	that	there	was	to	be	no	smoking	in	the	
theater,	a	relatively	new	rule.		Perls	proceeded	to	chain	smoke	throughout	his	time	on	the	stage.		
During	the	post	lecture	social,	a	woman	commented	to	Fritz,	“Oh,	Dr.	Perls	I	would	never	have	had	
the	nerve	to	do	what	you	did,	smoking	after	being	told	not	to.”		To	which	Fritz	reportedly	said,	“So	
this	is	a	place	you	would	prefer	not	to	be	kicked	out	of.”		Defiance.	

The	second	involves	his	dying.		Being	a	man	of	advanced	age,	he	suffered	periodically	that	curse	of	
many	elderly	men,	he	could	not	pee.		Finally,	he	went	to	the	hospital	and	was	admitted.		They	
catheterized	him	to	his	enormous	relief.		The	next	day	the	attending	nurse	was	learning	over	him	and	
he	reached	up	and	touched	her	breast	in	a	very	intentional	way.	The	nurse	pulled	back	with	the	
admonition,	“Dr.	Perls	you	can’t	do	that.”		To	which	Fritz	said	to	her	“Nobody	tells	Fritz	Perls	what	to	
do,”	and	passed	away	in	that	moment.		Again,	these	retellings	may	or	may	not	be	accurate	as	to	detail,	
but	they	capture	the	defiant	nature	of	the	man.		He	fought	convention.	

On	an	earlier	occasion	of	not	being	able	to	pee,	he	used	the	experience	to	talk	about	what	he	saw	as	
the	American	obsession	with	happiness.		To	him,	Americans	not	only	wanted	happiness,	but	they	
somehow	thought	it	could	become	a	permanent	state	of	being.		He	used	his	own	blocked	bladder	as	
an	example	showing	the	fallacy	of	this	hope.		He	described	one	lengthy	and	excruciating	bout	where	
he	had	not	been	able	to	relieve	himself	for	many	hours.		Shortly	after	arriving	at	the	hospital,	they	
catheterized	him,	“the	happiest	moment	of	his	life.”		However,	thirty	minutes	later	that	thrill	of	
ecstasy	had	passed,	the	feeling	of	happiness	no	longer	intense.		It	was	a	moment,	but	not	a	moment	
that	lasted.			

At	what	appeared	to	be	one	of	the	most	successful,	if	short	-lived,	attempts	at	quitting	smoking,	Bob	
attended	a	three-day	residential	event.		They	had	rules.		One	of	them	was	to	only	eat	the	food	they	
served	at	the	center,	purposefully	bland	and	non-stimulating.		When	Bob	saw	what	they	were	
offering	for	breakfast,	he	rebelled,	got	in	his	car	and	drove	to	the	nearest	full	breakfast	restaurant.		
There,	he	could	have	all	the	coffee	and	bacon	and	whatever	else	was	on	the	forbidden	list,	and	
probably	a	cigarette	as	well.	It	also	didn’t	help	that	Bob	disdained	other	helpers	in	the	professional	
field.		After	all,	who	could	treat	or	direct	one	of	the	world’s	greatest	therapists?	In	spite	of	that,	he	did	
come	home	more	resolved	than	I	had	seen	him.		He	shared	with	all	of	us	many	of	the	techniques	he	
had	learned,	especially	about	drinking	large	quantities	of	water	to	help	purge	the	system	of	nicotine.		
He	reported	in	graphic	detail	the	large	quantities	of	phlegm	he	began	coughing	up	as	his	lungs	began	
to	cast	off	the	built-up	sludge.		His	addiction	called	him	back	in	less	than	a	week.	

He	always	thought	the	cure	to	his	smoking	would	come	through	the	right	piece	of	psychotherapy.		He	
and	Mary	went	away	for	a	weekend	to	work	with	their	friend,	the	noted	Gestalt	therapist,	Jim	



13	

	

Simpkin.	He	went	determined	to	find	the	root	cause	of	his	smoking	and	cast	it	off	with	intensive	
therapy.		He	came	back	from	that	workshop	as	a	non-smoker	for	a	few	days.		Truth	to	tell,	he	was	so	
volatile	and	grumpy	during	those	days	that	we	were	all	relieved	when	he	went	back	to	his	
medication.		And,	of	course,	that	is	exactly	what	his	cigarettes	and	his	alcohol	were	all	about:	
medication.		I	will	say	more	about	that	in	the	next	chapter.			

Besides,	he	had	created	a	philosophy	that	put	a	really	screwy	angle	on	his	concept	of	responsibility:	
that	no	one	could	make	you	feel.		If	you	were	scared	of	what	Bob	was	doing	to	himself,	then	you	
“were	scaring	yourself.	Choose	to	have	another	feeling.”	If	you	persisted	in	telling	him	that	it	“made	
you	feel	frightened”	watching	him	destroying	himself,	then	you	were	engaged	in	a	racket,	a	dishonest	
feeling	that	was	designed	to	blackmail	someone	else	into	feeling	badly,	a	form	of	manipulative	mind	
control.			

This	philosophy	was	stringently,	if	covertly	enforced.		Of	course,	with	the	passage	of	time,	I	have	
come	to	realize	that	it	was	a	beautiful	subterfuge	created	in	part	by	alcoholic	thinking.		It	had	its	roots	
in	a	truly	healthy	concept,	that	we	have	a	basic	responsibility	for	ourselves.		I	will	often	say	to	clients,	
“You	are	not	to	blame	for	what	happened	to	you.		It	was	not	your	fault,	but	now	it	is	your	
responsibility.”		As	I	shared	earlier,	they	emphasized	personal	responsibility	and	personal	power	
because	they	wanted	to	disenfranchise	the	therapist	of	his/her	near	god-like	powers	and	enfranchise	
the	patient.		Rightly	or	wrongly,	this	was	a	matter	of	deep	moral	consequence	to	them.			

At	a	certain	point	in	time,	Mary	quit	both	the	drinking	and	the	smoking.		She	was	a	peculiar	smoker.		
She	smoked	Pall	Mall	unfiltered	cigarettes.		As	do	all	smokers,	she	had	her	rituals	in	the	way	she	
carried	her	packs	of	cigarettes	and	the	number	of	times	she	would	tap	a	cigarette	on	her	lighter	
before	lighting	it.		She	was	more	of	an	affective	smoker	(if	there	is	such	a	phrase)	than	what	I	would	
call	a	deep	smoker.		Bob	was	definitely	of	the	deep	variety,	taking	great	amounts	of	smoke	deep	into	
his	lungs.		Mary	was	different.		She	had	a	style	that	was,	what	I	think	of,	as	more	French.		She	would	
take	a	draw	on	her	Pall	Mall,	tilt	her	head	back,	and	then	let	the	smoke	wander	out	of	her	mouth	and	
draw	it	in	slightly	through	her	nose.		She	did	not	inhale	through	the	mouth	as	most	smokers	do.		In	
this	way,	she	ingested	much	less	smoke	into	her	lungs.	

She	seemed	to	quit	pretty	easily	once	she	put	her	mind	to	it.		In	stopping	drinking,	she	did	enlist	the	
help	of	AA	to	a	very	limited	extent.		She	certainly	never	did	the	Twelve	Steps	as	far	as	I	could	see.		She	
did	not	become	a	maven	on	alcoholism.		And	she	hated	anything	that	had	even	the	slightest	tinge	of	
religion	or	God,	even	of	a	vague	“higher	power.”		This	was	just	anathema	to	her.		She	did	mention	at	
one	point	that	she	had	found	an	AA	group	for	atheists	where	they	had	expunged	all	mention	of	a	
higher	power.		But	she	pretty	much	quit	on	her	own,	much	more	her	style.		They	were	both	highly	
suspicious	of	being	dependent	on	others	or	groups.		It	clashed	with	their	concept	of	being	responsible	
for	self	and	their	concept	of	independence.		They	were	not	prone	to	hand	over	control.	
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TRANSITION	
	

Needless	to	say,	as	the	years	passed,	the	drinking	became	less	fun	as	even	I	felt	my	denial	punctured	
and	recognized	the	tragedy	that	was	taking	place.		Mary	had	stopped	her	boozing,	so	that	left	Bob	to	
retreat	to	his	drinking	places	on	the	property	with	whatever	person	might	join	him.	That	person	was	
undoubtedly	me	on	some	of	those	occasions,	but	the	bloom	was	off	the	rose.		I	ran	into	Ed	Frost’s	
wife	in	Watsonville	on	one	occasion.		She	remarked	that	she	had	seen	Bob	when	he	came	to	town	to	
buy	his	liquor	(always	at	the	same	store	where	he	had	an	account)	and	that	he	“looked	like	an	old	
drunk.”		I	was	shocked	to	hear	him	described	this	way,	but	I	could	not	disagree.			

The	workshops	were	fewer	and	further	apart	than	when	they	had	been	at	their	peak,	but	they	still	
drew	people	in	from	all	over	the	world.		When	a	workshop	was	on,	I	was	there,	a	valued	member	of	
the	faculty.		And	I	still	loved	to	go.		I	loved	the	drive	down	and	spending	the	night.		I	loved	the	work.		I	
loved	the	sorts	of	people	they	attracted.		On	one	of	these	sleepover	evenings,	I	was	sitting	in	the	big	
living	room	reading	on	one	of	the	couches.		Mary	was	doing	the	same	on	a	nearby	chair.		At	one	point,	
Bob	came	reeling	down	the	hallway	and	said	goodnight	to	us	and	headed	for	the	master	bedroom	
suite.		They	had	come	back	down	the	hill	now	that	they	were	not	inundated	with	trainees	all	the	time.			

In	one	of	those	moments	I	will	never	forget,	engraved	forever	upon	memory,	Mary	looked	up	from	
her	reading	and	said,	as	if	we	talked	about	it	all	the	time,	“You	know	he’s	getting	worse.”		Time	stood	
still,	crickets	stopped	chirping,	and	the	earth	ceased	in	its	spinning.		Startled	does	not	begin	to	
describe	my	feelings	in	that	moment.		Warily,	very	warily	I	said,	“Worse?”	Mary	replied,	“His	
drinking.	He	has	to	get	up	in	the	middle	of	the	night	to	get	drunk	a	second	time	so	he	can	go	back	to	
sleep.		I	might	not	be	able	to	stay	in	the	marriage.”			

Suddenly	the	huge	unwritten	words	on	every	wall	of	the	house,	“Thou	shalt	not	speak	of	Bob’s	
drinking”	began	to	fade.		I	entered	this	new	reality	gingerly,	but	Mary	was	ready	to	talk	and	talk	she	
did.		And	I	responded.		She	wasn’t	telling	me	anything	I	didn’t	know,	well,	except	for	details.		I	was	
able	to	confirm	for	her	the	seriousness	of	his	condition	and	that	I	too	was	very	concerned	for	him.			

Since	I	had	a	life	of	my	own	away	from	the	institute,	I	had	learned	a	great	deal	about	alcoholism,	co-
dependency,	addiction,	and	recovery.		I	had	learned	from	my	patients	and	I	had	learned	by	going	to	
workshops	and	reading	the	literature.		I	was	prepared	for	the	conversation	even	if	I	never	dreamed	it	
would	take	place.		I	told	Mary	about	formal	interventions	and	what	was	needed	for	one	to	take	place.	
If	she	was	interested,	I	could	put	her	in	touch	with	someone	who	could	coach	a	group	of	us	to	carry	
one	out.		She	was	very	interested	and	I	called	her	with	a	contact	name	the	next	week.	

In	a	relatively	short	period	of	time,	Mary	moved.		She	contacted	the	woman,	her	name	now	lost	to	
memory,	who	helped	us	organize	an	intervention.		This	was	all	done	in	secret	far	from	Bob’s	
knowledge.		She	met	with	us	twice.		I	remember	that	my	colleagues	Jim	Heenan	and	Ruth	McClendon	
took	part	as	well	as	at	least	two	of	Bob’s	children.		We	met	twice	in	Ruth’s	offices	in	Aptos.		With	the	
help	of	our	instructor,	we	rehearsed	what	we	would	say	to	Bob.		It	was	excruciating.		During	both	
practice	sessions,	I	wept	copiously	while	saying	my	piece.		I	hated	it.		I	felt	like	a	traitor.	I	felt	so	sad.	I	
did	not	want	my	hero,	my	mentor,	to	be	ill.			
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Here	is	the	deal	with	interventions.		A	family	cannot	conduct	one	unless	the	primary	co-dependent,	
Mary,	in	this	case,	is	willing	to	say	to	the	addict:	“I	am	happy	to	remain	living	with	you,	but	I	refuse	to	
live	with	you	and	alcohol.		Either	it	goes	or	I	do.		Here	are	your	plane	tickets	to	a	treatment	facility.		
We	have	your	bags	packed	and	you	have	to	leave	for	treatment	immediately.		If	you	choose	not	to	go	
to	treatment,	I	will	leave	the	house	or	you	will.		Our	life	with	alcohol	is	over.”		It	worked.		He	went	to	
Betty	Ford	that	afternoon.		We	were	stunned	with	disbelief	and	relief.		I	remember	we	all	cheered,	or	
maybe	it	was	more	of	a	relieved	groan.	

I	no	longer	have	any	memory	of	what	Mary	or	any	of	the	others	said	to	Bob.		I	don’t	remember	
precisely	everyone	who	was	in	the	room	when	Bob	walked	in	surprised	and	said,	“Well,	hello.”		I	
remember	exactly	what	I	related	to	him.		It	was	the	experience	I	had	with	his	forgotten	promise	
about	standing	up	for	me	at	my	wedding.		If	possible,	I	wept	even	more	violently	while	telling	him	
this	story	than	I	had	during	our	practice	sessions.		I	do	remember	Bob	looking	at	me	intently,	if	
impassively,	as	I	related	my	pain.		It	felt	very	unsafe	for	me	and	I	would	have	never	done	it	alone	with	
just	him	present.		Remember,	you	were	never	to	connect	your	pain	with	someone	else’s	behavior.		I	
felt	frightened	that	I	would	be	told	I	was	engaged	in	a	dishonest	transaction,	blaming	him	for	my	own	
feelings;	engaged	in	a	racket.		None	of	that	happened.	

True	to	the	plan,	Mary	had	packed	a	bag	for	Bob	and	she	had	reserved	a	bed	for	him	at	Betty	Ford.		
One	of	his	sons	took	him	to	SFO	and	he	flew	to	southern	California	and	lived	there	residentially	for	
the	next	month.			

Ruth	had	invited	Bob	to	her	offices	that	morning	on	the	pretext	that	she	wanted	to	talk	to	him	about	
institute	business.		I	had	ridden	down	to	Aptos	with	Jim	Heenan.		We	both	felt	ebullient	after	the	
success	of	the	intervention.		We	drove	back	to	Palo	Alto	together	and	Jim	suggested	we	have	a	
celebratory	lunch	at	a	favorite	watering	hole	in	downtown	called	Henry’s.		I	excused	myself	and	went	
home.		At	this	point	I	was	physically	ill	with	a	fever,	a	sore	throat,	and	chills.	I	went	to	bed	for	two	
days.		I	was	spent	and	exhausted	and	gratified.		There	was	no	doubt	in	my	mind,	then	or	now,	that	I	
was	ill	from	the	stress	of	the	event	and	the	month	of	preparation.		And	if	I	had	it	to	do	over	again,	I	
would.		All	of	us	wanted	with	everything	that	was	inside	of	us	for	this	precious	treasure	of	a	man	to	
get	the	help	he	so	desperately	needed	and	get	well.	

He	came	home	sober	in	body	and	somewhat	in	spirit.		In	his	first	days	in	the	program,	they	did	all	the	
usual	orientation	and	tests.		Among	the	tests	was	a	liver	enzyme	evaluation.		Normally	the	results	of	
this	test	got	the	attention	of	the	participant	because	it	was	graphic	proof	of	measurable	physical	
damage	to	a	vital	organ	of	the	body.		Ironically,	Bob’s	results	came	back	normal.		It	appeared	he	had	
the	liver	of	a	healthy	twenty-five-year-old.		He	had	two	quarts	of	bourbon	a	day,	no	problem.		That	
was	a	blind	alley.		

However,	he	did	perk	up	at	hearing	the	results	of	his	IQ	exam.		Bob	knew	that	his	normal	IQ	was	very	
high.		At	Betty	Ford	he	tested	in	the	low	130’s,	a	very	respectable	score,	even	excellent.		But	Bob	
knew	that	this	represented	significant	deterioration	in	his	brain	function.		He	didn’t	much	care	
emotionally	about	his	liver,	but	his	brain	was	another	matter.		It	got	his	attention	and	to	some	degree	
his	cooperation.	

Being	Bob,	he	also	came	home	with	a	new	cause,	spreading	the	word	about	alcoholism	and	
announcing	to	any	audience	that	he	was	a	recovering	alcoholic.		Oddly,	he	had	earlier	developed	a	
pretty	good	approach	to	stopping	smoking	and	helped	many	people	who	came	to	the	mountain	to	
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stop	successfully.		Of	course,	and	sadly,	that	never	applied	to	him.		It	was	not	the	first	time	that	he	
enlisted	upon	a	cause	that	he	himself	had	not	fully,	or	even	partially,	applied	to	himself.	

Two	things	were	of	concern,	and	harbingers	of	his	eventual	return	to	drinking,	though	subtle.		The	
first,	was	his	disdain	of	the	treatment	staff	at	Betty	Ford.		He	pointed	out	accurately	that	the	group	
leaders	were	no	comparison	to	the	skill	level	at	which	he	taught	psychotherapy.		He	was	still	looking	
for	the	person	who	would	be	smart	enough	and	powerful	enough	to	be	able	to	treat	him.		He	still	saw	
his	addiction	as	a	problem	that	had	not	been	worked	out	sufficiently	at	a	therapeutic	level.		I	never	
heard	him	say	he	had	a	genetically	inherited	condition	over	which	he	had	no	power.		He	would	have	
called	that	a	cop	out	and	a	refusal	to	take	responsibility.			

He	did	not	view	it	as	an	ironclad	habit	that	managed	all	aspects	of	his	life;	feeling,	thinking,	and	
behaving.		He	wanted	interactions	that	were	brilliant	and	immediate,	not	the	boring	and	tedious	
work	of	changing	through	repeated	rote	intentions.		He	must	have	gone	mad	there	from	boredom	
and	the	lack	of	drama.		Remember,	Jim	Heenan	had	made	the	sentient	observation	about	Bob	and	
Mary,	“Great	therapy	and	great	theater.”		I	wasn’t	there	but	I	guarantee	you	that	Betty	Ford	offered	a	
lot	more	boredom	than	inspiration.		It	was	a	lot	more	banal	than	exciting.	

My	second	concern	came	when	I	approached	him	a	month	or	so	after	his	return	to	the	institute.		We	
were	standing	in	the	companionway	outside	the	kitchen	where	I	had	acted	so	many	times	as	his	sous	
chef	while	he	mixed	Manhattans.		With	some	timidity,	I	asked	him	if	he	was	angry	with	me	for	my	
part	in	the	intervention.		By	this	time,	he	knew	I	had	been	the	inspiration	for	it.	We	had,	after	all,	gone	
behind	his	back.		He	assured	me	that	he	felt	no	anger	or	resentment	toward	me,	or	any	of	the	others	
for	that	matter.	

Then	his	face	grew	dark	with	rage	and	he	said,	“But	I	will	tell	you	whom	I	am	upset	with;	that	woman	
who	conducted	the	intervention.		I	hate	her.		I	can’t	stand	her.		I	will	never	forgive	her.”	Stunned	at	his	
vehemence	I	asked	why.	“She	lied	to	me.		I	had	a	very	important	meeting	scheduled	that	afternoon	
with	Fielding	Institute	(which	he	helped	found)	and	she	told	me	I	could	do	the	meeting	by	phone.		
When	I	got	to	Betty	Ford,	they	told	me	that	I	could	not	use	the	phone	under	any	circumstances,	
standard	treatment	policy.		That	was	the	only	reason	I	agreed	to	go	that	day.		Otherwise,	I	would	have	
refused.		She	knew	I	wouldn’t	be	able	to	call,	so	she	lied.		I	hate	her.”			

“Well,”	I	wanted	to	say,	“looking	at	it	from	where	I	am	sitting,	she	saved	your	life.		You	might	want	to	
consider	being	grateful.”	But	this	was	a	one-on-one	conversation	and	his	intensity	said	clearly,	“We	
are	playing	by	the	old	rules	right	now	in	this	conversation.		This	is	where	I	pronounce	and	no	one	
disagrees	with	me.”	I	obeyed.	I	was	used	to	cowering	in	the	face	of	his	anger.		I	hated	it	when	he	
escalated	and	actually	it	terrified	me.		Once	aroused,	I	never	knew	what	might	come	out	of	his	mouth.	
I	didn’t	have	a	group	backing	me	up.		Besides,	I	knew	it	was	useless	trying	to	talk	to	that	part	of	his	
brain.		I	saw	the	danger	for	him.	 	

In	the	next	chapter,	I	will	talk	in	more	detail	about	Bob’s	anger	and	Mary’s.		I	remember	my	heart	
sinking	as	I	felt	his	simmering	wrath.		As	little	as	I	knew	about	addiction	in	that	time,	I	knew	this	was	
not	a	good	omen.	It	wasn’t.		At	some	level,	I	knew	that	he	was	displacing	his	anger.	And	he	had	a	lot	of	
anger.		I	will	talk	about	that	in	much	more	detail	in	the	last	two	chapters.	

Bob	shared	lots	of	stories	about	growing	up	with	a	stutter.		His	family	moved	frequently	and	he	
would	find	himself	on	the	playground	of	a	new	school	being	teased	for	his	stuttering.		He	would	say	
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to	himself,	“Well,	here	I	go	again,”	as	he	would	swing	into	battle.		He	fought	a	lot	of	schoolyard	fights.		
He	survived.		He	gained	respect.		The	anger	was	important	to	him.		It	was	survival	for	him.			

Within	a	year	of	being	at	Betty	Ford,	there	was	a	very	important	event.		It	was	a	conference	held	at	
Asilomar	in	Pacific	Grove,	CA	celebrating	the	twentieth	anniversary	of	the	creation	of	Redecision	
Therapy.		Well,	over	a	hundred	people	were	in	attendance.		Bob,	of	course,	had	the	keynote	address.		
In	that	speech,	he	revealed	to	everyone	that	he	was	an	alcoholic.		He	also	warned	everyone	there	
about	the	dangers	of	abusing	prescription	medications	such	as	Valium.		It	turns	out	that	over	half	of	
the	inpatients	at	Betty	Ford	were	there,	not	for	alcohol,	but	for	abuse	of	prescription	drugs.			

That	was	Bob.		He	was	an	evangelist	at	heart,	as	was	Mary.		I	always	said	that	if	she	had	landed	on	the	
other	side	of	the	religion	divide,	she	would	have	been	a	hell-fire	Baptist	fundamentalist.		She	actually	
was,	only	of	the	socialist,	communist,	and	atheist	type.		She	brooked	no	disagreement	with	her	views.		
If	you	weren’t	converted,	she	worked	on	you,	or	despised	you.	

Not	surprisingly,	Bob’s	drinking	came	and	went.		A	couple	of	years	after	Betty	Ford,	I	called	the	
institute	one	afternoon.		Bob	answered.		Mary	was	away	on	a	trip,	so	he	was	there	by	himself.		It	was	
clear	he	was	drunk.		We	spoke	for	a	few	minutes	and	rang	off.		I	felt	sad	and	I	felt	resigned	despair.		I	
think	Bob	wanted	to	be	like	Mary.		She	decided	to	stop	smoking	and	to	stop	drinking	and	she	did.		He	
couldn’t.		I	will	talk	about	that	in	the	last	chapter.			

He	never	really	accepted	that	something	had	a	hold	on	him	that	he	couldn’t	fix	by	dent	of	his	will	
power.		He	had	a	lot	of	will	power	and	he	was	intensely	smart	and	gifted,	perhaps	at	the	genius	level.		
But	we	all	need	more	help	than	we	can	give	ourselves.		He	didn’t	do	the	steps,	the	twelve	steps.		He	
never	became	a	real	“friend	of	Bill,”	the	founder	of	AA.			

Years	later,	I	realized	that	his	castle	on	the	hill,	his	institute	was	a	prison	for	him.		Of	course,	he	was	
already	in	prison,	his	addictions.		He	dreamed	of	a	place	that	would	be	the	epitome	of	healing	for	
people.		He	had	a	vision	of	an	environment	that	would	be	warm	and	supportive	and	help	people	to	
change	dramatically	and	rapidly.		He	was	charismatic.		As	I	have	said,	people	really	did	come	from	all	
over	the	world	to	train	with	him	and	with	Mary,	but	he	was	the	spark	plug.		It	was	his	vision.		

He	helped	so	many.		He	truly	did.		In	the	end,	he	needed	to	allow	himself	to	have	a	dependency	that	
was	healthy,	not	based	on	substances.		He	needed	a	chink	in	his	armor.		He	needed	to	let	himself	have	
the	help	he	so	desperately	longed	for.		He	couldn’t	make	the	leap,	because	for	Bob	it	was	always	
about	the	leap.		He	believed	you	could	change	a	life	script	in	an	afternoon	with	the	right	piece	of	
work,	the	right	intensity.		He	was	so	appalled	by	the	incremental	non-change	of	the	psychotherapy	he	
had	seen;	he	wanted	a	powerful	change-in-the-moment	and	forever	psychotherapy.		

It	was	all	fueled	by	genius	and	nicotine	and	alcohol.			In	the	end,	the	alcohol	and	the	nicotine	won.		It	
wasn’t	a	fair	fight.		He	had	created	a	philosophy	that	kept	him	locked	in	his	prison,	his	magnificent	
institute	on	the	hill.		Mary	would	hate	me	quoting	this	because	she	hated	President	Ronald	Reagan	
with	a	passion,	but	he	had	a	sense	of	humor.		He	once	referred	to	the	White	House	as	“the	jewel	atop	
the	crown	of	the	federal	penal	system.”		That	was	pretty	good.		Odd	as	it	sounds,	the	institute,	262	
Gaffey	Road,	Watsonville,	CA	was	Bob’s	prison.			
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I	wish	my	friend	could	have	gotten	well.		I	wish	he	could	have	had	the	benefit	he	gave	to	so	many.		As	
I	have	contemplated	this,	I	recently	came	to	a	startling	insight.		He	needed	to	have	come	home	from	
Betty	Ford	and	gotten	rid	of	his	sprawling	house	and	its	forty	acres.		He	needed	to	have	given	up	his	
dream	of	changing	mankind	and	lived	a	simpler	life.		He	had	so	many	people	who	loved	him,	truly	
loved	him.		He	needed	to	heal,	rest,	recover	his	brain,	and	write.	He	needed	to	learn	to	feel	gratitude	
and	humility	and	he	needed	to	learn	how	to	receive	unconditional	love.		He	needed	to	allow	those	of	
us	who	loved	him	to	help	him.		He	needed	friends,	not	admirers.		Like	the	rest	of	us,	he	simply	needed	
the	things	we	all	need.		He	needed	to	let	go	of	being	Superman.		This	was	a	road	way	too	far,	but	it	is	
what	he	needed	to	do.		He	couldn’t.	Damn.	I	understand.		

	


