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BOB	AND	MARY	
CHAPTER	FOUR:		TRANSITION	

“John,	I	think	the	world	needs	good	ministers,	but	I	think	it	needs	good	psychologists	more.		I	want	you	to	go	back	to	
school	and	get	your	Ph.D.”						Bob	Goulding	

	

This	is	such	a	great	picture	
of	 Bob	 and	 Mary.	 	 My	
favorite.		It	actually	jumps	
the	 story	 ahead	 a	 little	
because	 it	 was	 taken	 in	
June	 of	 1974	 on	 the	 front	
lawn	of	the	Institute.		They	
are	watching	 Penny	 and	 I	
get	married.		Yes,	those	are	
tears	you	see	in	Bob’s	eyes.			
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EXPLORING	A	WHOLE	NEW	WORLD	

s	I	begin	this	chapter	it	is	early	2016.	My	wife	Penny	and	I	have	recently	attended	the	memorial	service	for	a	Dr.	
Russ	Beale.		He	is	not	key	to	the	history	of	WIGFT	(Western	Institute	for	Group	and	Family	Therapy),	but	he	is	

important	to	this	chapter	and	as	an	icon	of	the	times.		Russ	passed	away	in	January.		He	was	eighty-six.		In	his	last	
years	he	had	Alzheimer’s	disease,	so	you	know	that	we	lost	him	before	we	lost	him.		Terrible.			

He	and	his	wife	Lynne	were	married	more	than	sixty	years.		I	would	tease	him	that	I	was	in	second	grade	when	they	
got	married.		He	had	four	kids.		From	afar	they	looked	like	the	Brady	Bunch	(a	popular	sitcom	in	the	70’s),	but	up	close	
they	were	a	very	real	family;	full	of	joy,	heartache,	laughter	and	tears.		And	they	shared	their	unvarnished	lives	with	
me	and	later	with	my	wife.		They	normalized	family	for	us,	and	that	gift	has	been	immense.		Love	truly	rocks.	

You’ll	remember	that	I	met	Jim	Heenan	in	the	June	Month	Workshop	and	that	we	formed	a	lifelong	friendship.			One	of	
the	most	intriguing	things	for	me	about	Jim	is	that	he	was	an	amateur	pilot.		He	owned	a	small	Cesna	(172	I	believe)	
along	with	three	other	men,	Russ	being	one	of	them.		He	actually	flew	a	number	of	times	to	the	month	workshop	from	
Palo	Alto,	landing	on	a	small	airstrip	in	Watsonville.		Amazing.		I	had	never	known	anyone	with	a	plane	before.		This	is	
relevant	because	of	a	particular	piece	of	work	that	Jim	did	during	the	Month	Workshop.			

As	you	may	know	Bob	and	Mary	were	very	interested	in	using	Gestalt	Techniques	in	working	with	dreams.		Now	they	
were	very	anti-psychoanalytic,	so	they	had	no	truck	with	that	particular	persuasion	when	it	came	to	interpreting	
dreams.		They	did	not	believe	in	dream	interpretation.		They	thought	you	learned	more	about	the	therapist	than	the	
client	from	that	process.		Be	that	as	it	may,	they	liked	the	notion	that	all	parts	of	the	dream	were	projected	pieces	of	
oneself.			

Therefore,	in	working	with	dreams,	they	would	ask	the	person	to	recall	the	dream	in	the	present	tense	as	if	he	or	she	
was	dreaming	right	now.		Then	they	would	ask	the	person	to	be	the	different	people	or	items	in	the	dream	and	speak	
in	the	first	person	as	that	part.		“I	am	the	red	car,	I	am	the	church,	I	am	my	brother	Joe,	I	am	the	strong	wind,	etc.”	
Sometimes	they	would	elicit	conversations	between	the	various	parts,	but	always	as	being	different	constructs	of	the	
person.	

Well,	Jim	had	had	a	quite	vivid	dream	with	the	key	scene	being	of	a	very	powerful	twin-engine	airplane	sitting	on	a	
runway	and	revving	its	engines	but	unable	to	take	off.		Bob	asked	Jim	to	be	the	airplane	and	describe	himself.		He	said,	
“I	am	this	very	powerful	twin-engine	airplane	with	lots	of	very	sophisticated	and	complex	equipment	inside	of	me.		
I’m	sitting	on	the	runway	revving	up	my	powerful	engines,	but	I	can’t	take	off.”			

And	Bob	said,	“Why	aren’t	you	taking	off	with	all	that	power?”		And	Jim	said,	“I	don’t	have	enough	experience.”		Then	
Bob	said,	“If	you	don’t	have	enough	experience	now	(Jim	was	in	his	late	40’s	with	twenty-plus	years	of	clinical	
experience)	when	will	you	have?”		Jim’s	eyes	widened,	he	said,	“You’re	right,”	and	making	the	sound	of	an	airplane	
taking	off	he	pulled	back	on	an	imaginary	stick	and	leaned	back	in	his	chair.”		With	a	loud	roar	he	took	off!		Everyone	
in	the	room	cheered	and	laughed.		

It	was	a	transformative	moment.		Jim	had	come	to	the	month	workshop	as	a	very	bright	if	somewhat	burned	out	
therapist.		He	had	a	very	successful	practice	at	the	Palo	Alto	Medical	Clinic	in	Palo	Alto.		He	worked	in	tandem	with	a	
very	congenial	group	of	psychiatrists.		They	referred	patients	to	him,	and	he	provided	a	lot	of	psychological	testing.		
He	also	treated	patients	using	classical	psychoanalytic	strategies.		Not	unlike	Gene	Kerfoot,	he	was	tired	and	a	little	
bored.		On	the	other	hand,	his	classical	training	and	clinical	experience	made	him	a	walking	treasure	chest	of	clinical	
knowledge.		And	he	was	a	naturally	gifted	therapist	who	had	been	constrained	for	years	by	the	narrowness	of	his	
discipline.	

A	
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Jim	is	also	a	great	example	of	why	we	believed	so	explicitly	in	Bob	and	Mary’s	approach	to	short-term	psychotherapy.		
It	was	abundantly	clear	to	all	of	us	in	that	living	room	that	he	had	just	made	a	powerful	redecision	in	that	theatrical	
“Roar.”		And	his	life	bore	it	out.		He	returned	to	his	job	at	the	Clinic	a	changed	man	and	began	conducting	a	much	more	
active	and	robust	form	of	psychotherapy.		He	also	began	conducting	training,	eventually	opening	the	Palo	Alto	branch	
of	WIGFT	(which	we	always	pronounced,	“Wigfoot.”),	but	that	part	came	later.	

He	startled	a	number	of	his	patients	with	his	new	approach,	most	of	them	liking	it.			Early	in	this	process	a	woman	
confronted	him.		She	had	been	his	patient	a	number	of	years	and	did	not	like	this	new	more	active	approach.		She	told	
him	she	liked	how	he	had	been	in	his	more	passive	mode.		To	this	he	said,	“Oh,	you	don’t	want	to	change.		You	just	
want	to	have	a	paid	friend	to	listen	to	you.”		To	which	in	the	moment	she	said,	“Yes.”		A	few	weeks	later	she	said,	“You	
know,	I	don’t	want	just	to	have	a	paid	friend.		I	would	like	to	change.”		He	said,	“OK,	let’s	come	up	with	a	contract.”			

Being	witness	to	this	sort	of	dramatic	change	led	us	to	believe	that	this	was	available	to	everyone.		Of	course,	it	
overlooked	a	few	facts	like	how	deeply	steeped	someone	like	Jim	(and	the	rest	of	us)	was	in	the	lore	of	psychotherapy	
and	familiar	with	the	language	and	territory.		Add	to	that	that	Jim	had	no	debilitating	psychological	problems.		He	
came	to	this	moment	in	time	with	an	abundance	of	richness,	experience	and	perspective.			

Seeing	someone	like	Jim	change	so	dramatically	so	quickly	can	remind	you	of	the	old	saying,	“The	only	place	on	earth	
where	you	can	become	an	overnight	success	is	Broadway.	(Pause)	After	years	of	hard	work.”		It	also	didn’t	hurt	that	
Jim	was	smart,	smart	as	hell.		He	added	the	fourth	“P”	to	Eric	Berne’s	“Three	P’s”	which	were,	“Power,	Protection	and	
Permission.”		These	were	the	traits	that	Berne	felt	a	successful	therapist	needed	to	possess.		The	“P”	that	Jim	added	
was,	“Perspicacity.”		That’s	a	big	word	for,	“Smart.”		He	was	and	good	therapists	have	to	be.	

Soon	after	the	month	workshop	Jim	invited	me	to	his	beautiful	Portola	Valley	home.		He	had	built	most	of	it	himself.		It	
was	situated	on	the	edge	of	a	canyon	that	was	all	parkland.		The	view	from	the	picture	windows	of	his	living	room	was	
spectacular,	looking	across	the	immediate	valley	to	unspoiled	hills.		The	house	itself	a	single-story	adobe	style	home	
with	a	Spanish	tile	roof.		The	house	was	built	around	a	cobbled	inner	courtyard	with	a	fishpond.		Either	sitting	in	his	
living	room	overlooking	his	view	or	nestled	in	his	courtyard,	he	and	I	and	his	wife	Nada	spent	many	happy	hours.		If	it	
was	after	five,	our	conversation	would	be	aided	by	the	presence	of	a	glass	of	Jim	Beam	Bourbon	mixed	with	ice	and	
soda.	

One	day,	I	stopped	by	in	the	afternoon	at	Jim’s	invitation.		He	said,	“Get	in	the	car.		We	are	going	to	Sunnyvale.		I	have	a	
friend	there	named	Russ	Beale,	who	is	doing	gestalt	groups.		He	has	invited	us	down.”		So	off	we	went.		Jim	had	a	way	
of	driving	that	made	things	feel	like	an	adventure.		He	liked	powerful	cars	and	so	we	zoomed	down	HW	280	and	
arrived	at	Russ’	offices.		We	joined	the	group	and	sat	on	the	floor	while	Russ	worked	with	different	members.		At	one	
point	he	announced	that	he	had	to	do	some	work	on	himself.		So,	he	did	a	little	gestalt	on	himself,	doing	a	back	and	
forth	conversation	between	parts	of	himself;	while	members	of	the	group	watched.			

I	can’t	imagine	such	a	thing	today,	but	what	did	I	know?		I	was	enthralled	by	almost	any	demonstration	of	therapy.		
And	this	was	the	“wild	west,”	meaning	almost	anything	could	go.		Eric	Berne	referred	to	good	therapists	as	being	
“cowboys,”	meaning	they	were	people	who	did	what	was	necessary	to	get	the	job	done.		They	were	bold	and	creative.		

This	was	also	California	in	the	early	seventies.		Esalen	Institute	in	Big	Sur	was	only	a	few	years	old	and	the	“Human	
Potential	Movement”	was	in	full	gear.		During	the	time	I	was	still	in	the	eastern	US,	I	heard	California	described	in	two	
ways.		In	one,	if	someone	suggested	doing	something	a	little	unorthodox	or	out	of	the	ordinary,	people	in	the	other	
forty-nine	states	(there	are	fifty)	would	say,	“Why	would	you	do	that?”		In	California	to	the	same	suggestion	they	
would	say,	“Why	not!”		

	Another	version	came	from	a	theory	of	creation	whereby	God	created	the	United	States	and	then	picked	it	up	and	
leaned	it	toward	the	west	and	shook	it.		Anything	that	was	loose	ran	down	to	CA.	Those	are	not	inaccurate	
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descriptions,	especially	at	the	time.		The	“Summer	of	Love”	was	happening	in	this	time	in	San	Francisco	after	all.		
Groovy.	

Afterward	Jim	introduced	me	and	the	three	sat	and	talked	for	a	long	time.		Russ	and	I	liked	each	other	immediately.		
That	was	another	beginning	of	a	friendship	that	would	last	a	lifetime	and	would	be	worth	of	whole	chapter	by	itself;	
except	that	it	is	not	central	to	the	goal	of	relating	my	time	with	Bob	and	Mary	in	their	prime.		Suffice	it	to	say	that	Russ	
and	his	family	became	like	my	own	family	and	I	was	deeply	intertwined	with	them	for	years.		When	I	met	my	wife	
Penny	in	1973,	it	was	a	trip	to	Russ’	home	that	sealed	the	deal	when	I	got	to	see	their	spontaneous	response	to	her,	
but	that	sweet	little	drama	will	appear	later.		I	will	say	the	same	for	Russ	and	his	wife	Lynn	as	I	do	for	Jim	and	Nada:	
they	were	a	healing	force	in	my	life.		That	is	at	the	top	of	the	food	chain	of	compliments	for	me.		That’s	the	best.	

It	didn’t	take	long	for	Jim	and	me	to	begin	to	collaborate	professionally,	which	is	interesting	in	hindsight,	being	that	I	
was	not	licensed	in	anything.		But	I	was	an	ordained	minister	and	that	provided	pretty	good	cover	for	me	doing	
education	and	counseling.		And	as	Mary	said	when	I	posted	an	advertisement	for	a	group	therapy	on	the	local	college	
campuses,	“No	one	sues	ministers.”		This	was	in	response	to	Bob’s	strong	expression	of	displeasure	at	the	notion	of	my	
putting	up	ads.		They	were	both	right.		And	I	did	get	a	group	out	of	it	and	I	ran	it	for	eight	sessions,	and	I	didn’t	get	
sued.		It’s	better	to	be	lucky	than	smart	sometimes.	

As	was	our	custom	I	tape	recorded	all	eight	of	those	group	sessions	that	I	conducted	in	my	little	one-bedroom	rental.		
When	I	had	been	originally	looking	for	an	apartment,	my	first	consideration	had	been	if	it	was	roomy	enough	for	me	to	
run	a	group.		No	hubris	there.		Jim	and	I	would	listen	to	each	of	these	recordings,	going	all	the	way	through	them.		We	
were	so	excited.		I	don’t	think	I	could	listen	to	an	entire	hour	and	a	half	group	today.		But	we	would	sit	on	the	floor	of	
his	living	room	spell	bound.		This	was	all	very	new	to	me,	but	it	was	also	all	very	new	to	my	friend,	this	twenty-year	
veteran,	because	it	represented	empowered	therapy	that	was	exciting	and	results	oriented.		No	more	waiting	for	
“progress.”	

One	day	as	we	were	enjoying	our	rapture,	I	asked	Nada	what	she	thought	as	she	was	sitting	on	the	other	side	of	the	
room	reading	a	book.		She	said	something	to	the	effect	that	it	seemed	we	were	having	a	good	time.		So,	from	the	
abundance	of	my	excitement,	I	asked	her,	“Have	you	ever	thought	of	becoming	a	therapist?”	She	looked	up	from	her	
book	and	said	not	too	kindly,	“You	guys	act	as	if	the	only	thing	worth	doing	in	the	world	is	being	a	therapist!”		I	was	a	
little	stunned.		As	I	was	then,	I	absolutely	felt	like	the	only	thing	worth	being	in	the	world	was	a	therapist.		I	mean,	if	
I’m	excited	about	it,	everyone	would	be.		Right?		I	had	lots	to	learn	about	the	nature	of	narcissism.		

Jim	and	I	came	up	with	some	brochures	for	one	day	“training”	workshops	and	ongoing	training.		The	title	of	our	
undertaking	was	“Heenan-McNeel	Creative	T.A.–Gestalt	Groups,”	or	some	such.		It	was	a	little	like	jumping	out	of	an	
airplane	with	a	parachute	that	had	never	been	tested,	but	it	was	awfully	exciting	for	both	of	us.		For	me	I	had	the	
reassurance	of	sitting	in	the	room	with	a	man	who	was	twenty	years	older	and	full	of	knowing	what	to	do	in	clinical	
situations.		For	Jim	it	was	the	opportunity	to	be	in	the	room	with	a	young	person	who	was	on	fire	with	enthusiasm	and	
a	really	quick	brain.		

I	got	to	know	Jim’s	son	Mike	during	this	time.		Mike	would	go	on	to	be	a	therapist	for	a	time	and	then	find	his	true	
calling	in	real	estate.		He	and	I	were	playing	racket	ball	one	afternoon,	when	we	stopped	for	a	moment	and	he	said	to	
me,	“I	don’t	know	if	you	realize	how	much	you	have	helped	my	dad.		He	is	full	of	life	now	and	he	wasn’t	until	he	went	
to	the	Institute	and	started	working	with	you.”		I	think	these	were	true	words.	

Jim	was	a	rock	for	me,	and	I	was	source	of	new	life	and	excitement	for	him.		We	did	the	Heenan-McNeel	“show”	for	a	
lot	of	years.		No	one	less	than	Jeff	White	once	told	me	that	he	thought	of	all	the	combinations	of	therapists	at	the	
Institute	(we	co-led	with	each	other	in	lots	of	combinations)	he	thought	that	the	best	team	together	was	Jim	and	me.		
Yeah,	we	were	good.		We	also	used	to	joke	that	we	were	probably	the	only	co-therapy	team	in	CA	made	up	of	two	West	
Virginians.				
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About	this	time	George	Thomson	came	on	the	scene.		He	was	immediately	adopted	onto	the	faculty.		Actually,	to	me	he	
came	on	the	scene.		In	reality	he	had	known	Bob	and	Mary	for	a	long	time.		He	had	originally	been	an	architect.		They	
had	encouraged	him	to	become	a	therapist	and	at	their	recommendation	he	had	gone	back	to	school,	ending	up	with	a	
Ph.D.	in	Psychology.			

He	studied	under	Joen	Fagin	and	Irma	Lee	Sheppard	at	the	University	of	Georgia.		They	were	noted	gestalt	therapist	
and	co-wrote	an	early	important	book,	Gestalt	Therapy	Now.		They	were	also	the	first	committed	lesbian	couple	I	was	
to	know	about.		I	met	them	some	years	later.		Bob	and	Mary	were	at	the	forefront	of	advocating	for	gay	rights,	long	
before	it	was	on	anyone	else’s	agenda;	or	even	in	most	peoples’	consciousness.		

George	was	an	immensely	likable	and	gregarious	person,	married	to	a	Hispanic	woman,	Carmelita,	who	had	three	
children	by	a	previous	marriage.		George	treated	them	as	his	own	and	worked	hard	at	being	an	adequate	step-dad.		
Now	back	on	this	coast	he	settled	in	Palo	Alto	and	began	a	private	practice.		He	and	Jim	and	I	would	frequently	carpool	
to	the	bi-weekly	Wednesday-Thursday	training	at	the	Institute.		It	was	not	long	before	he	and	Jim	opened	the	Palo	Alto	
Branch	of	WIGFT.			

They	began	conducting	regular	training	groups	for	therapists	in	Palo	Alto.	I	think	I	was	a	tad	jealous,	but	I	really	
wasn’t	licensed,	and	Jim	was	very	conscious	of	such	things.		With	his	background	in	architecture	George	had	not	been	
socialized	into	the	world	of	clinical	ethics	for	twenty	years	the	way	Jim	had	and	lacked	some	of	his	caution.		He	would	
have	put	my	name	of	the	masthead	without	a	thought.		Jim	knew	better.	They	invited	me	in	to	teach	and	so	I	was	often	
a	guest	speaker.	

A	vignette	here	will	speak	to	the	difference	between	them.		I	was	sitting	in	with	them	on	one	occasion	when	Jim	and	
George	were	interviewing	potential	trainees	for	their	program.		I	don’t	wish	to	be	unkind,	but	if	someone	was	sitting	
upright,	conscious	and	breathing	with	a	pulse,	that	person	would	probably	pass	muster	with	George	as	being	
qualified;	especially	if	said	person	was	able	to	fill	out	a	check.		

Jim	was	a	bit	more	methodical	and	discerning.		During	this	one	interview	Jim	appeared	to	get	into	a	useless	
conversation	with	a	woman	who	was	applying.		He	seemed	very	interested	in	where	she	lived	and	seemed	unclear	just	
where	that	was	in	Palo	Alto	and	how	you	could	find	her	house	from	George’s	office;	where	the	interview	was	taking	
place.		Seemed	a	little	strange	but	I	had	a	lot	of	faith	in	the	clever	fox.	

Following	the	interview	George	expressed	frustration	that	Jim	had	apparently	veered	off	course	and	used	a	lot	of	
precious	time	in	a	needless	conversation.	Having	met	the	above	criteria	George	was	ready	to	sign	her	up.		Jim	said,	
“Did	you	not	know	what	I	was	doing?”		Here	was	the	difference	between	someone	who	had	drawn	diagrams	for	
twenty	years	and	someone	who	had	been	interpreting	projective	tests	during	the	same	period.		George	said	he	had	
had	no	understanding	of	what	had	been	going	on.			

Jim	said,	“I	was	concerned	about	her	mental	state	and	I	wanted	to	see	if	there	were	any	organic	impairments.		So,	I	
asked	her	the	directions	to	her	home.”		Oh.		Anyway,	she	passed,	and	he	was	satisfied,	and	she	was	admitted.		I	was	
witness	to	a	couple	of	other	times	when	George	was	gung-ho	on	someone	and	Jim	quashed	the	idea.		

In	George’s	defense	this	was	also	a	period	of	time	where	the	concept	of	“lay”	therapists	was	being	extolled.		Eric	Berne	
spoke	favorably	about	it.		And	it	was	a	political	issue	for	the	left.		The	first	time	I	ever	ran	for	the	board	of	trustees	of	
ITAA,	there	was	a	mixer	at	a	conference	where	members	could	come	and	ask	questions	of	the	candidates.		Claude	
Steiner	(Games	Alcoholics	Play,	etc.)	walked	up	to	me	and	asked,	“As	a	member	of	the	board	would	you	be	willing	to	go	
all	the	way	to	the	Supreme	Court	of	the	United	States	if	necessary,	in	order	to	do	away	with	all	licensing	laws	for	
psychotherapists?”	“Un,	no.”	Claude	was	into	what	he	called	“Radical	Psychiatry”	at	the	time.	(Maybe	he	still	is).		He	
responded	by	saying,	“In	that	case	I	won’t	vote	for	you,”	and	walked	off.		So,	there	were	some	interesting	political	
winds	afloat	in	those	days,	especially	in	the	SF	Bay	area.	
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Meanwhile	back	at	the	ranch,	that	is,	at	the	Institute,	things	were	moving	along.		There	was	no	formal	induction	
ceremony,	but	a	recognizable	faculty	had	emerged	in	the	year	following	the	month	workshop	of	1971.		George	and	
Ruth	had	paired	up	and	gotten	married	and	were	on	the	faculty.		Jim,	George	and	Gene	Kerfoot	were	there.		I	was	an	
“adjunct”	faculty	member	at	some	point.	I	say	“at	some	point”	because	I	no	longer	know	the	exact	date	when	I	went	
from	trainee	to	trainer.		It	happened.		I	was	paying	them	to	train	me	and	then	they	were	paying	me	the	truly	princely	
sum	of	$15	an	hour	to	conduct	training	for	their	workshops.		

	I’m	not	being	sarcastic.		Fifteen	dollars	an	hour	was	a	fortune.		Bob	Drye,	who	practiced	psychiatry	in	Carmel	was	also	
a	member.		He	would	do	marathons	with	his	favorite	co-therapist	named	Anita	Plummer,	but	she	only	had	the	loosest	
association	with	the	Institute.		Later	a	local	Presbyterian	minister	named	Ed	Frost	(who	would	later	marry	my	wife	
and	I	on	the	front	lawn)	became	an	associate,	as	did	a	bright	happy	person	named	Lila	Dee	Bellinger.		She	ran	what	she	
called,	”Permission	Workshops.”	

An	interesting	aspect	of	Ruth	becoming	a	member	is	that	she	filled	out	the	description	of	WIGFT,	the	“F”	standing	for	
Family	therapy.		Well,	up	until	then	it	was	more	honestly	the	Western	Institute	for	Group	Therapy.		It	is	my	
understanding	that	when	Bob	was	going	about	the	business	of	setting	up	his	Institute,	he	was	very	close	to	Virginia	
Satir	as	well	as	Mary	and	it	was	understood	that	Virginia	would	teach	family	therapy	which	was	her	forte.		So,	Bob	put	
“Family”	in	the	title.		But	when	it	became	clear	that	Bob	was	going	to	marry	Mary	and	not	Virginia,	she	decamped;	
taking	with	her	the	knowledge	and	interest	in	teaching	family	therapy.		But	Ruthie	was	a	family	therapist	of	the	first	
note	and	George	joined	her	in	this	pursuit	and	that	became	their	area	of	specialization.		Years	later	my	wife,	Penny	and	
I	did	a	yearlong	training	with	them	in	family	therapy	and	it	was	an	excellent	course.	

At	one	point	in	my	training	Bob	and	Mary	were	extolling	Bob	Drye	and	Anita	as	co-therapists	and	invited	me	to	sit	in	
on	one	of	their	workshops.		I	happily	agreed.		As	I	was	then,	I	was	happiest	if	I	could	be	in	therapy,	doing	therapy	or	
watching	therapy.		The	contrast	between	them	doing	a	marathon	with	Bob	and	Mary	conducting	one	could	not	have	
been	more	extreme.		I	felt	as	if	I	had	gone	from	the	most	exciting	theater	in	the	world	to	watching	paint	dry	(no	pun	
intended).		They	worked	in	a	laborious	manner	and	Bob	Drye	dominated,	easily	consuming	ninety	percent	of	the	air	
time.		Anita	was	so	compliant	and	willing	to	be	in	the	background.		That	was	not	Mary.		

	Now	Bob	Drye	had	been	a	board-certified	psychoanalyst	for	a	very	long	time.		The	style	of	therapy	he	was	learning	
from	the	Gouldings	ran	counter	to	most	of	what	he	had	been	taught,	in	terms	of	acceptable	style.		Also,	in	fairness	to	
them,	they	brought	along	their	own	population.		Whereas	Bob	and	Mary	attracted	people	from	all	over	the	country,	
many	of	them	therapists,	Bob	Drye	and	Anita	filled	their	workshop	with	clients.		There	were	no	“superstars”	of	
therapy	in	this	workshop,	but	lots	of	lay	folks,	many	whom	had	serious	disorders.		The	woman	who	had	thrown	me	for	
such	a	loop	in	my	one	day	“marathon”	during	the	month	workshop	was	there.		She	was	Bob’s	long-time	patient.			

But	it	was	hard	to	watch.		It	was	slow	and	plodding	and	it	had	none	of	the	crispness	or	interventions	I	was	used	to	
observing;	not	to	mention	the	lack	of	any	humor	or	joyful	celebrations.		During	the	afternoon	of	the	second	day	I	took	
a	break	and	sat	outside	during	part	of	the	workshop.		

	I	was	sitting	at	the	picnic	table	feeling	a	bit	self-conscious	about	my	truancy	when	Bob	Drye	came	by	on	break.		He	sat	
down	next	to	me	and	said,	“Well,	what	do	you	think	of	the	workshop?		I	see	you	have	taken	a	little	break.”		Thinking	it	
would	not	be	polite	or	politic	to	say,	“I’d	rather	be	keel	hauled	than	sit	through	any	more	hours	of	it,”	I	said,	“It	seems	
to	me	that	the	score	is	Lions	three	and	Christians	zero.”		He	laughed.		He	liked	the	response.		He	got	the	image	of	the	
Coliseum.	He	knew	it	was	not	very	exciting	to	watch,	but	this	was	grind-it-out	therapy	with	tough	folks.		A	little	later	I	
went	back	in	and	watched	the	rest	of	it	till	the	end	the	next	day.		I	was	only	a	little	bit	spoiled.		

Bob	Drye	and	I	got	to	be	good	friends.		We	ran	a	number	of	marathons	over	the	years	as	co-therapists.		I	was	a	lot	
more	active	than	Anita.		Bob	and	Mary	were	aware	of	Bob’s	deficits	as	an	intuitive	and	spontaneous	therapist,	but	they	
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always	said	he	had	the	best	brain	of	the	bunch.		He	was	walking	around	with	some	really	serious	intellectual	cred.		He	
was	brilliant	and	he	was	board	certified.		

Bob	Drye	had	a	lovely	wife	and	five	kids.		At	one	point	they	invited	me	to	come	along	on	a	family	ski	vacation.		They	
played	poker	as	a	family	in	the	evening	at	the	condo.		I	remember	his	kids	wiped	me	out.		It	reminds	me	of	the	old	
saying,	“If	you	are	playing	poker	and	you	don’t	know	who	the	sucker	is	at	the	table,	it	is	probably	you.”		Well,	that	
bites.	

There	is	one	unifying	thing	to	all	of	the	above.		During	my	early	training	with	Bob	and	Mary,	on	thru	the	June	Month	
Workshop	and	on	into	this	time	following	it,	I	was	being	introduced	to	a	world	almost	completely	unknown	to	me.		It	
was	the	world	of	empowered	people.		I	was	not	in	contact	with	anyone	who	was	rich	in	the	conventional	meaning	of	
the	word.			

But	in	Jim	(who	had	a	half	built	airplane	in	his	garage),	in	Russ	(who	with	his	kids	dug	and	built	a	swimming	pool	in	
front	of	his	mountain	house),	in	Ruth	and	George	(who	started	their	own	branch	of	the	Institute),	in	George	
Thomson(who	had	pulled	up	stakes	and	gone	east	for	a	Ph.D.	and	come	back)	and	even	in	Bob	Drye	taking	his	family	
to	a	ski	resort,	I	was	flooded	with	new	models	of	living.		It	wasn’t	fancy	but	I	had	never	been	with	a	family	that	could	
afford	to	rent	a	condo	for	a	few	days	and	ski.	

I	was	with	Jim	in	Palo	Alto	one	day.		We	were	in	a	local	mall,	the	Town	and	Country	Shopping	Center	and	we	walked	
into	an	audio	supply	store.		Jim	tried	on	a	set	of	earphones,	huge	as	they	were	then.		He	listened	for	a	couple	of	
minutes	and	said,	“I’ll	take	them.”		They	cost	maybe	fifteen	dollars.		This	was	not	a	planned	shopping	trip	constrained	
by	a	severe	budget.		He	saw	something.		He	liked	it.		He	bought	it.		That	was	such	a	small	thing.		But	that	was	a	new	
world	for	me.			

And	this	is	not	to	even	mention	Bob	and	Mary,	who	found	each	other	and	discovered	a	dream.		To	make	that	dream	
possible	they	each	divorced	their	respective	spouses,	got	married	(the	first	time	was	in	a	non-legal	ceremony	in	
Mexico	in	a	bull	ring	with	my	old	professor,	David	Steere,	from	Seminary	officiating),	and	bought	the	house	in	
Watsonville	for	their	institute	for	the	truly	massive	sum	of	$240,000.		To	me	this	all	represented	an	audacious	
confidence	and	courage;	to	them	not	so	much.	

The	very	best	thing	about	this	new	world	even	though	I	didn’t	have	the	thought	specifically	in	these	words	in	that	time	
is	that	I	sensed	I	would	never	be	bored	or	starved	for	something	to	do	ever	again.		Wow.	

	

I	FIND	MY	PLACE	

It	is	difficult	from	this	distance	to	remember	some	sequences,	but	there	are	two	very	important	memories	connected	
to	my	finding	my	place	in	life.		I	don’t	know	which	occurred	first,	but	one	is	fleeting	and	ephemeral	and	the	other	was	
life	changing.	

Time	slips	away	without	our	conscious	awareness.		That	is	why	it	is	so	surprising	to	meet	a	grown	child	who	is	still	
small	in	our	minds	or	to	see	startling	signs	of	aging	in	someone	not	seen	for	a	time.		As	I	write	this,	it	is	strange	for	me	
to	imagine	that	most	of	you	reading	this	did	not	have	the	opportunity	to	see	Bob	and	Mary	or	the	Institute	in	person.		
Bob	died	in	1992	and	with	him	went	the	last	vestiges	of	the	idea	of	WIGFT,	even	though	it	had	passed	away	before	
that.		Mary,	of	course,	lived	through	the	first	decade	of	the	twenty-first	century	and	travelled	and	taught	actively	
during	much	of	that	time;	so,	you	may	have	been	fortunate	enough	to	see	her	give	a	demonstration	of	her	laser-like	
skill.	
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From	the	time	of	Bob’s	death	is	twenty-four	years.		So,	let	me	set	the	scene	for	you	with	words	if	I	can.		When	you	
parked	in	the	parking	lot	of	the	main	house,	you	found	yourself	confronted	by	gently	rising	hill	and	a	set	of	brick	steps.		
I	knew	their	number	once.		You	climbed	those	steps	and	were	confronted	by	a	short	walkway	to	the	front	door	that	
was	made	of	metal	and	glass.		On	either	side	of	the	shallow	front	porch	were	two	very	mature	palm	trees,	not	
originally	native	to	the	place.		To	your	right	you	would	see	the	swimming	pool	with	the	built-in	hot	tub	section.		That	
is	where	Bob	had	the	conversation	with	me	about	being	friends	with	me.		In	back	of	the	pool	was	a	walkway	under	a	
portico	fronting	on	rooms	1-4.			

Both	memories	happened	in	that	hot	tub.		I	was	alone	in	the	pool	one	afternoon	lying	in	the	hot	water	section	and	had	
laid	back	on	the	stairs	looking	up	into	the	sky.		The	palm	trees	were	waving	gently	in	the	breeze	and	I	was	remarking	
to	myself	how	much	I	loved	being	in	CA.	and	how	much	I	would	miss	it	when	I	inevitably	moved	on.		I	just	kept	
watching	the	palm	trees.		And	then	the	thought	came	to	me,	“I	don’t	have	to	leave.”		I	had	arrived	at	the	graduate	
school	in	San	Anselmo	the	year	before	fully	expecting	to	be	a	little	while	in	CA	and	then	return	back	to	“home	
country.”		And	then	I	thought,	“I’m	staying.		This	is	my	home.”		I	didn’t	jump	up	and	down	or	scream	anything.		I	just	
felt	a	quiet	resolve	come	over	me	and	felt	the	truth	of	the	decision.		Damn.	Cool.	

The	other	memory	is	much	more	dramatic,	but	it	involves	Bob	so	it	would	be.		I	remember	him	commenting	once	that	
it	didn’t	matter	what	he	taught	because	he	was	so	charismatic,	he	could	make	anything	interesting,	“even	teaching	
underwater	basket	weaving.”	True	that.		So,	I	was	sitting	in	the	tub	at	the	end	of	yet	another	satisfying	day.		We	were	
in	the	midst	of	a	workshop	so	there	were	people	swimming	all	around.		I	don’t	remember	if	I	was	chatting	with	
someone	or	staring	off	into	space.	Bob	came	swimming	over	and	stayed	in	the	cool	section	of	the	pool	and	flopped	his	
arms	over	the	wall	of	the	hot	pool.		

Having	caught	my	attention,	he	said,	“John,	I’ve	been	thinking	about	you	a	lot.		I	sincerely	believe	the	world	needs	good	
ministers,	but	I	think	it	needs	good	psychotherapists	(or	psychologists)	even	more.		I	want	you	to	go	back	to	school	
and	get	your	Ph.D.	in	psychology.		You	can	get	a	license	with	your	M.Div.	(Master	of	Divinity)	but	it	won’t	be	a	very	
powerful	license.		Without	a	more	powerful	license,	you	will	have	a	harder	time	reaching	your	potential.		More	doors	
will	be	open	to	you	with	a	Ph.D.	after	your	name.		You	will	need	that.”	

This	was	another	of	those	moments.		I	looked	at	Bob	and	saw	the	sincerity	(and	love)	in	his	face	and	said,	“OK.”		Done.		
It’s	best	not	to	question	your	destiny	when	it	speaks	to	you.	

Bob	and	Mary	encouraged	me	to	do	what	George	Thomson	had	done,	which	was	to	go	to	the	University	of	Georgia	and	
get	my	Ph.D.	from	the	program	that	Joen	Fagin	and	Irma	Lee	Shepherd	ran.		Not	so	much	enthusiasm	on	my	part	for	
that	plan.			I	hadn’t	done	a	full	conscious	reckoning	of	their	physical	resources	at	that	point,	but	some	part	of	me	just	
knew	I	couldn’t	go	away	from	WIGFT	for	three	or	four	years.			

My	intuition	told	me	they	were	at	their	crest	and	stay	close.		And	I	obeyed	my	gut	feeling.		I’m	so	glad	I	did.		The	
Institute	charged	ahead	with	great	energy	for	the	next	few	years,	but	then	began	to	lose	steam.		Had	I	gone	away,	I	
would	have	missed	out	on	so	much	and	would	have	come	back	to	a	deflated	version	of	its	former	self.	

When	I	say	it	charged	ahead,	I	mean	it	was	a	busy	place.		Now	that	Bob	and	Mary	had	more	staff,	they	could	schedule	
workshops	on	the	property	while	they	were	away.		I	took	note	that	in	1972	or	73	the	Institute	was	closed	for	two	days	
in	the	entire	year:	Thanksgiving	(big	American	holiday)	and	Christmas.		It	even	operated	on	New	Year’s	Day.		I	know.		
Gene	Kerfoot	and	I	conducted	a	five-day	workshop	beginning	on	the	first.		I	remember	it	well	because	it	is	the	
workshop	where	I	met	a	brilliant	Italian	Salesian	Priest	form	Italy	named	Pio	Scilligo;	but	more	about	him	later.	
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FINDING	A	JOB	

Bob	had	also	given	me	one	other	charge.		While	looking	to	get	into	graduate	school,	go	get	a	job	in	a	psychiatric	ward.		
He	didn’t	care	if	I	was	changing	hospital	bedpans	or	mopping	floors,	he	wanted	me	to	be	immersed	in	the	world	of	
diagnosable	patients.		He	said,	“I	want	you	to	be	in	a	setting	where	you	are	surrounded	by	schizophrenics,	people	with	
major	depression,	people	diagnosed	with	manic	depressive	illness,	suicidal	people	and	people	with	severe	anxiety.		
You	need	to	have	that	inside	of	you	so	you	can	feel	it	in	your	bones	if	a	paranoid	schizophrenic	walks	into	your	office	
one	day.”	

As	with	my	two	previous	“instructions”	from	Bob,	I	immediately	set	my	course	in	life	as	he	had	directed.		Looking	
back,	I	have	to	say	that	it	is	a	pretty	wonderful	thing	when	you	can	find	someone	who	takes	such	a	deep	interest	in	
you.		I	was	living	in	a	world	of	deep	trust.		If	Bob	directed	me	toward	it,	I	did	it	(with	the	exception	of	the	U	of	Georgia).		

I	began	to	ask	my	friends,	particularly	Jim	Heenan	and	Russ	Beale	for	leads.		I	applied	hopefully	to	a	couple	of	
hospitals,	one	of	those	being	El	Camino	Hospital	in	Mountain	View,	CA.		I’m	not	sure	what	I	expected.		“Hi,	my	name	is	
John.		I	have	no	real	experience	in	working	in	psychiatric	settings,	but	I	would	really	like	to	come	work	for	you.		Oh	
yeah,	I	have	long	stringy	hair	and	an	unkempt	beard.	And,	I	do	have	a	Master	of	Divinity,	but	you	aren’t	looking	for	a	
chaplain.		Please	hire	me.”		Yeah,	that	was	pretty	much	it.		I	don’t	think	I	lacked	for	nerve.	

Not	surprisingly,	I	didn’t	hear	back	from	any	of	these	places.		I	had	just	taken	up	lodging	in	Berkeley	in	a	commune.		I	
had	my	first	experience	in	a	wooden	hot	tub!		I	told	Jim	about	it.		He	got	all	excited	and	I	got	the	dimensions.		He	then	
figured	out	how	to	make	one	with	all	the	exact	cuts.		And	then	he	did.		That	was	Jim,	the	man	with	the	half-finished	
plane	in	his	garage.		The	most	exciting	thing	for	Jim	in	making	the	tub	was	that	he	estimated	the	angle	to	cut	the	wood	
correct.		He	went	next	door	to	his	neighbor	to	check	his	math.		His	neighbor	worked	as	a	mathematician	for	Lockheed.		
Welcome	to	Silicon	Valley	long	before	it	was	ever	called	that.		We	spent	a	lot	of	happy	hours	in	that	tub.		It	was	a	sign	
of	the	times.			

Just	as	I	was	moving	into	my	short-lived	experiment	with	communal	living,	I	got	a	call	from	Russ	Beale.		“John,	my	wife	
and	I	are	going	to	fly	to	Mexico	in	my	plane	with	another	couple	for	ten	days.		We	were	wondering	if	you	would	be	
available	to	live	here	in	our	Mountain	View	home	and	take	care	of	our	kids	while	we’re	gone?”		They	knew	I	was	an	old	
camp	counselor	and	could	handle	the	freight.		“Russ,	I’d	really	like	to	help	you	out,	but	I’ve	just	moved	into	this	new	
community	here	in	Berkeley	and	I	feel	some	obligation	to	be	here	and	start	fitting	in.”		Russ	said,	“John,	we’ll	pay	you.”		
“Oh.”	This	was	followed	by	a	fairly	big	long	silence.		“Uh,	how	much?”		“Fifteen	dollars	a	day,	plus	expense	money.”	
“Well,	Russ,	now	that	I	think	about	it,	I	think	maybe	I	could	get	away	from	communal	living	for	a	few	days!”		No	
kidding.		That	was	one	hundred	fifty	dollars	clear,	an	amazing	windfall.	

I	went	down	a	couple	of	days	early	so	I	could	get	to	know	the	kids	(Linda,	Richard,	Bruce	and	Laura)	better	and	their	
school	routines.		The	evening	before	Russ	and	Lynne	were	to	leave,	he	got	a	call	from	the	psych	ward	at	El	Camino.		
They	wanted	him	to	come	in	and	see	one	of	his	patients.		He	turned	to	me	and	asked	if	I	wanted	to	come	along.		Well,	
duh.		In	therapy,	doing	therapy	or	watching	therapy:	those	were	my	happy	states.		He	lived	close	by.		We	drove	over.		
The	head	nurse,	Sally	met	up	with	Russ	and	we	went	to	an	unused	bedroom	on	the	unit.		

	Russ	and	Sally	worked	with	his	patient	for	a	time	as	I	watched	from	a	bed	on	the	other	side	of	the	room.		They	
reached	a	stopping	point	of	some	kind.		Sally	turned	to	me	and	said,	“You’ve	been	watching	and	listening.		Do	you	have	
anything	to	add?”		I	have	no	idea	of	the	content	of	what	I	said,	but	it	did	have	some	perceptivity	to	it.			

Sally	sort	of	bolted	up	in	her	chair	and	gave	me	an	interesting	look,	like	“Damn,	that	was	pretty	good.”		Russ	tossed	in	
that	I	had	applied	to	work	at	the	hospital.	I	got	a	call	from	El	Camino	the	next	day.		It	appears	they	had	found	my	
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overlooked	application	for	employment	and	they	wanted	me	to	come	to	work	as	a	nursing	assistant	on	One	South,	the	
psychiatric	wing	of	the	hospital.			

I	did	take	care	of	the	Beale	kids	for	the	next	ten	days	and	that	is	still	part	of	their	family	lore	and	mine.		It	is	a	fun	tale	
in	itself	but	is	not	contributory	to	the	current	story.		Soon	after	Russ	and	Lynne	came	home,	I	did	embark	on	my	short	
career	as	a	nursing	assistant	on	One	South.		It	was	a	very	satisfying	journey.		I	learned	the	very	basics	of	nursing:	
taking	temperature,	blood	pressure	and	measuring	respiration	(TPR’s).		I	was	at	the	bottom	of	the	bottom	of	the	totem	
pole	and	that	suited	me	just	fine.		You	can	learn	a	lot	being	on	the	lowest	rung	and	looking	up.	The	best	part	of	
working	there	were	the	groups.			

Part	of	the	treatment	strategy	on	the	unit	was	to	involve	every	patient	in	group	therapy	daily.		This	was	a	gift.		The	
nurses	on	the	unit	were	paired	up	and	given	a	group	for	the	week.			We	were	supposed	to	change	groups	every	
Monday,	so	as	to	give	the	patients	a	new	look.		I	wasn’t	crazy	about	this	strategy	and	found	it	easy	to	keep	the	same	
group	for	weeks	at	a	time.		Of	course,	I	was	employing	what	I	had	been	learning	at	the	Institute	for	more	than	a	year.		I	
attracted	attention,	a	lot	of	it	good	and	some	not	so	good.		I	was	a	much	more	active	and	directive	therapist	than	was	
the	norm	on	the	unit,	a	reflection	once	again	of	my	training.			

One	psychologist	who	was	a	contract	group	leader,	meaning	he	cane	in	two	times	a	week	to	run	groups.		He	said	he	
had	heard	good	things	about	me	and	wanted	to	sit	in	with	me	and	co-lead.		Great.		Well,	it	was	not	so	great.		I	was	
doing	the	only	kind	of	group	work	I	had	ever	seen,	both	in	what	I	had	been	taught	by	David	at	Seminary	and	of	course	
the	model	of	Bob	and	Mary.		I	had	no	sense	of	being	radical.		But	for	someone	from	a	strict	analytic	model,	I	was	way	
off	the	reservation.			

By	the	end	of	that	group	he	was	furious	with	me	and	called	me	lots	of	names	and	said,	“I	don’t	know	what	you	are	
doing,	but	I	can	tell	you	it	is	not	psychotherapy!”		That	felt	good,	not.		He	went	to	the	head	psychiatrist,	Dr.	John	Antel	
and	complained	vehemently	to	him.		I	know	because	John	came	and	told	me.		I	was	more	than	a	little	shell-shocked.		
John	was	actually	very	sweet	with	me	and	told	me	not	to	sweat	it.		But	it	was	harbinger	of	some	other	events	to	come.	

In	connection	to	my	ability	to	swim	under	the	radar	and	keep	the	same	group	week	after	week,	I	got	caught	out	one	
day.		Sally	was	looking	at	the	group	assignments	on	a	Monday	and	said,	“Oh,	my	goodness	John,	you’ve	been	with	this	
same	group	for	weeks.		Here	you	switch	with	this	other	person	so	you	can	be	leading	a	new	group.”		Busted.		I	had	
done	my	subterfuge	because	I	disagreed	with	the	treatment	protocol.	I	really	liked	getting	to	know	people	and	
working	with	them	in	a	consistent	way.		This	was	a	day	and	age	when	there	was	plenty	of	insurance	money	and	it	was	
not	uncommon	for	people	to	be	on	the	unit	for	a	month	or	more.	

So,	I	trudged	off	to	my	new	group.		I	was	used	to	being	liked	and	well	received.		That	was	not	the	case	with	this	group.		
They	also	were	not	crazy	over	having	lost	their	last	leader	and	they	certainly	were	not	crazy	about	me.		They	were	
overtly	hostile,	criticizing	my	hair,	my	beard,	my	sandals	(did	they	not	like	someone	who	looked	like	Jesus?)	and	my	
style	of	working.		I	was	completely	flummoxed.			

Fortunately,	I	went	to	the	Institute	that	Wednesday	for	the	ongoing.		George	Thomson	drove.		On	our	way	home	I	was	
describing	this	uncomfortable	situation	to	George,	but	that	I	thought	I	had	solved	it	while	reflecting	during	the	
training	session.		I	said,	“I	pretty	sure	it	has	to	do	with	their	fathers.		I	think	that	each	one	has	the	face	of	her	father	on	
me	and	that	is	where	the	anger	is	coming	from.		George	reflected	on	this	for	a	moment	and	allowed	that	that	could	be	
true.		But	then	he	said,	“I	can	see	another	possibility.”		“Oh,	what’s	that?”		He	said,	“They	may	not	like	you.”	

This	is	another	moment	in	writing	these	memories	that	I	find	myself	laughing	as	I	recall.		That	had	never	dawned	on	
me.		My	script	drive	was	for	everyone	to	like	me;	therefore,	I	must	be	likeable	to	everyone.		That	meant	that	if	
someone	didn’t	like	me,	it	must	be	something	diagnosable	with	that	person.	This	was	another	of	those	moments.		I	
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considered	what	George	had	said	and	then	I	felt	a	great	relief.	Oh,	he	was	right.		Come	to	think	of	it,	I	didn’t	much	like	
them.		And,	I	could	live	through,	even	flourish	in	the	face	of	someone	not	liking	me.		Holy	cow.	

Again,	there	are	more	very	good	stories	connected	to	my	seven	months	on	the	unit,	but	only	one	of	them	is	actually	
central	to	our	story.		Most	everyone	on	the	unit	liked	and	respected	the	way	I	worked.		And	the	head	nurse	and	chief	
psychiatrist	had	my	back.		Those	who	didn’t	really	cotton	to	the	way	I	worked	just	never	co-led	with	me	and	I	did	the	
same	with	them.	In	spite	of	the	imperial	Nurse	Sally,	we	had	our	ways	of	avoiding	her	dictates.		

This	was	in	1971	and	it	was	a	time	of	great	ferment	in	the	world	of	psychotherapy.		There	was	lots	of	money	for	
psychiatric	treatment	and	for	trying	different	modalities	of	treatment.		I	don’t	mean	to	overblow	my	impact	on	the	
unit.		I	was	fundamentally	a	nonentity,	having	no	license	or	medical	degree.			

But	I	did	attract	mostly	positive	attention.		One	of	the	people	who	enjoyed	my	work	and	was	drawn	to	it	was	another	
contract	group	leader.		She	was	licensed	social	worker	or	marriage	and	family	counselor	as	she	only	had	her	master’s	
degree	at	the	time.		She	started	co-leading	with	me	on	a	fairly	regular	basis.		Her	name	was	Ellyn	Bader.		She	had	a	
passing	acquaintance	with	transactional	analysis,	but	no	real	knowledge	of	Bob	and	Mary	and	their	Institute.		After	we	
had	worked	together	awhile,	she	expressed	interest	in	my	methodology.		I	told	her	that	the	Gouldings	had	volunteered	
the	Institute	to	host	the	annual	weekend	conference	put	on	the	Northern	CA	Group	Psychotherapy	Society.		She	signed	
up	and	spent	the	weekend	at	the	Institute.		The	picture	below	is	from	that	weekend.		Of	course,	as	many	of	you	may	
know,	Ellyn	went	on	to	become	a	member	of	the	faculty	(Bob	and	Mary	spotted	her	talent	almost	immediately),	a	
teaching	member	of	ITAA	and	later	the	president	of	that	organization.		Today	she	is	the	co-director	of	the	Couples	
Institute	in	Menlo	Park	that	she	founded	with	her	husband	Pete	Pearson.		She’s	famous.	

	

This	is	a	picture	from	that	weekend.	To	the	very	left	is	
Russ	 Beale.	 	 The	 woman	 turned	 away	 is	 Inger	
Millstone.		To	her	right	is	Ellyn	Bader.		Standing	in	the	
center	 with	 a	 full	 plate	 of	 food	 is	 George	 Thomson.	
Seated	in	from	of	him	turned	toward	the	camera	with	
his	wonderful	smile	is	Jim	Heenan.	Just	under	George’s	
plate	 is	 Stan	Millstone,	 Inger’s	 husband.	 	 They	 were	
both	 psychologists	 and	 trainees.	 	 Next	 to	 Stan	 is	
George’s	 first	 wife	 and	 mother	 of	 his	 step	 children,	
Carmelita.		Next	to	her	is	yours	truly	and	next	to	me	on	
the	far	right	is	a	lovely	psychologist	from	the	Palo	Alto	
Medical	 clinic	 named	 Karen	 Nelson.	 	 She	 was	 Jim’s	
colleague	there.		He	recruited	her	and	she	was	the	first	
female	 therapist	 at	 the	 Clinic.	 	 The	 smiles	 and	
enthusiasm	are	real.	 	The	wine	was	plentiful,	and	the	
food	was	excellent.		Laughter	was	the	major	currency	
at	these	events	as	well	as	the	learning	experience.	

	

	

	

I	will	tell	you	just	one	other	vignette	from	my	time	there.		While	I	was	working,	I	was	active	in	my	hunt	for	a	graduate	
school.		I	will	tell	that	story	in	the	last	section	of	this	chapter.		When	I	did	get	accepted	to	CSPP	(the	California	School	
of	Professional	Psychology),	I	had	to	give	notice	at	the	hospital	because	that	necessitated	my	moving	from	San	Jose	to	
San	Francisco,	where	the	school	was	located.		Fundamentally	I	had	worked	from	January	of	1971	through	the	middle	
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of	July.		I	believe	I	made	the	startling	sum	of	$2.79	an	hour.		I	don’t	remember	exactly,	but	I	do	remember	we	were	
paid	every	two	weeks	and	the	entire	first	check	of	the	month	paid	my	rent.			

I	went	to	John	Antel	and	told	him	of	my	acceptance	into	graduate	school.		I	felt	more	than	a	little	guilty.		I	had	a	bond	
with	the	staff	and	with	him.		They	had	been	very	good	to	me.		I	told	him	I	felt	bad,	as	if	I	was	abandoning	ship.		He	
patted	me	on	the	arm	and	smiled.		He	said,	“Don’t	worry	about	that	John.		We	have	enjoyed	exploiting	you	on	your	way	
up.”		

	It	had	been	pretty	clear	to	him	from	the	get-go	that	I	was	strictly	a	temporary	worker,	even	if	I	had	not	been	
conscious	of	it.		And	he	had	shown	interest	and	even	admiration	for	my	work	while	I	was	there,	a	very	sweet	man.		
That	was	no	small	thing.		I	was	greener	than	green.		I	brought	a	lot	of	enthusiasm,	but	hardly	any	gravitas	to	my	work.		
Yet,	he	saw	the	promise	and	affirmed	me.	He	died	a	few	years	later	of	cancer,	only	in	his	fifties.		Not	fair.		

	

GETTING	INTO	SCHOOL	

I	only	had	one	true	criterion	for	my	choice	of	school:	it	had	to	be	close	to	Bob	and	Mary	so	I	could	keep	training	with	
them.		The	entire	time	I	worked	at	the	hospital	I	was	able	to	manage	my	schedule	so	I	could	continue	going	down	to	
Watsonville	every	other	week	for	the	Wednesday-Thursday	training.		I	made	the	journey	frequently	with	Jim	Heenan.		
We	usually	took	his	car	because	it	was	a	lot	nicer	than	my	very	used	and	slow	Volkswagen	van	that,	however,	was	
very	cool.		I	bought	it	from	a	guy	who	took	wrecked	vans,	restored	them	and	put	camper	units	in	them.		I	had	my	own	
moving	bedroom.	It	was	a	good	thing	because	I	lived	out	of	it	for	a	time).			

	

This	picture	is	also	from	the	weekend	meeting	
of	the	Northern	Group	Psychotherapy	Society.		
This	motely	 group	 is	 gathered	 in	 front	 of	my	
van	for	a	drink.	 	I	hosted	a	fair	bar	out	it.	 	We	
are	standing	 in	 the	parking	 lot	 in	 front	of	 the	
Institute.		If	you	could	walk	up	the	hill	in	back	
of	the	van,	you	would	walk	into	the	swimming	
pool.	 	 I’m	 not	 sure	 why	 Bob	 Shelby	 (a	
psychiatrist	 with	 Jim	 at	 the	 P	 A	 Clinic)	 is	
shooting	us	the	bird,	but	it	certainly	seems	like	
a	happy	expression;	 celebratory	 actually.	 	On	
the	 left	 is	 Mert	 the	 gardener,	 who	 was	 a	
character,	much	beloved,	and	had	a	drink	with	
us	whenever	it	was	offered.		Jim	is	looking	out	
from	 behind	 him,	 with	 Russ	 next	 and	 Karen	
Nelson.	 	 They	 are	 all	 gone	 but	 Karen.	 	 Bob	
Shelby	was	an	inordinately	sweet	man,	which	
you	can	see	in	his	face.	

	

	

	

This	meant	that	Jim	drove.		That	was	a	very	good	thing	because	he	could	drive	very	confidently	while	stoned.		This	
was	the	1970’s	in	CA.		When	I	was	still	in	Seminary	in	San	Anselmo,	I	would	drive	frequently	across	the	Richmond	
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Bridge	(which	spanned	the	northern	end	of	the	San	Francisco	Bay)	to	get	to	classes	in	Berkeley	and	back.		I	picked	up	
any	and	all	hitchhikers.		The	unstated	fee	for	such	a	ride	was	a	joint.		So,	I	was	given	lots	of	joints.		And	I	did	inhale	
(President	Bill	Clinton	was	greatly	derided	for	having	said	that	he	did	smoke	a	little	pot	in	college	but	never	inhaled.		
When	asked	about	that	President	Obama	allowed	as	how	he	had	inhaled,	saying,	“But	that	was	the	point!”).			

Now	Jim	was	a	very	funny	guy	with	a	great	imagination.	It	only	improved	with	a	little	weed.		I	have	so	many	warm,	yet	
a	little	fuzzy	memories	of	us	riding	along	through	the	back	roads	of	the	Santa	Cruz	Mountains	on	the	way	to	Palo	Alto,	
laughing	and	laughing.		I	think	it	is	also	appropriate	to	point	out	there	is	no	comparison	between	the	pot	of	that	day	
and	what	is	available	today.		At	least	so	I	am	told.		I	have	not	inhaled	for	forty	years.		One	by	one,	we	all	quit.		It	clearly	
affected	your	brain	and	we	were	all	very	attached	to	our	brains.	

Jim	even	built	a	shed	in	back	of	his	house	and	raised	his	own	crop	using	purple	grow	lights.		That	seems	hard	to	
imagine	now.		But	those	were	the	times.		And	it	was	hilarious,	no	question	about	it.			

It	was	also	the	time	when	lots	of	new	schools	for	the	study	of	psychology	were	opening.		The	Wright	Institute	in	
Berkeley	was	one	of	those	as	was	my	eventual	school,	CSPP.		I	believe	my	school	was	the	first	freestanding	institution	
offering	a	Ph.D.	in	psychology	in	the	state.		The	California	Psychological	Association	had	founded	the	school	just	a	few	
years	prior.	That	gave	it	some	credibility	in	spite	of	it	being	so	young	and	unique.			

It	had	four	campuses:	San	Diego,	Los	Angeles,	San	Francisco	and	Bakersfield.		It	was	not	impressive.		I	sat	for	three	
years	on	bean	bags	in	a	barely	converted	warehouse	in	the	manufacturing	district	of	SF;	freezing	cold	in	the	winter	
and	insufferable	in	the	summer.		A	mayonnaise	factory	was	close	by,	Best	Foods.		When	the	wind	was	right,	we	got	a	
big	dose	of	sulfur	odor	from	the	egg	yolks	strong	enough	to	gag	a	horse.			

I	narrowed	down	my	search	to	the	Wright	Institute	and	CSPP.		Stanford,	like	a	lot	of	major	universities	only	had	
doctorate	programs	in	research	psychology,	not	clinical.		Besides,	my	transcripts	from	college	were	not	going	to	get	
me	into	any	academic	university.		I	think	there	is	some	stigma	if	you	graduated	dead	last	in	your	class	(me	and	
Churchill,	baby!)	that	might	prevent	you	from	being	accepted	at	finer	institutions.	

So,	I	made	application	and	sent	it	off.		It	makes	for	pretty	interesting	reading	today.		They	asked	us	to	imagine	a	day	in	
our	lives	ten	years	after	graduating	from	school.		Gosh,	if	you	read	mine,	it	is	hard	to	discern	the	difference	between	
my	life	and	Bob	Goulding’s.		What	a	surprise.		I	saw	myself	running	an	Institute	filled	with	appreciative	trainees.		In	
looking	back,	I	am	pretty	sure	this	is	not	what	the	school	was	looking	for.			

My	first	shock	arrived	when	I	received	a	letter	saying	they	were	not	accepting	me	for	an	interview.		What!	Had	they	
not	read	my	letters	of	recommendation	from	Bob	and	Mary	Goulding?		Thanks,	but	no	thanks.		Fortunately,	I	had	an	
ace	in	the	hole.		My	supervisor	of	my	TA	group	while	I	was	in	school	in	San	Anselmo,	Dr.	Michael	Breen,	was	on	the	
board	of	the	school	and	taught	there.		I	called	him	with	no	little	panic	and	informed	me	I	had	been	turned	down	for	an	
interview.		“What,	that’s	crazy.		Don’t	worry	about	it.		I’ll	make	sure	you	get	an	interview.”		He	did	and	I	got	another	
letter	saying	I	could	come	for	an	interview.	

I	was	so	nervous	about	the	interview	that	I	drove	to	SF	the	night	before	and	stayed	in	a	motel	(the	Russian	House,	still	
there),	an	unheard-of	expenditure	of	money.		I	drove	into	the	Potrero	District	of	SF	and	found	the	school	so	I	would	be	
sure	to	know	where	to	go	the	next	morning.			

I	arrived	on	time.		I	was	told	there	would	be	two	interviews,	one	with	a	current	student	and	one	with	a	member	of	the	
faculty.		My	only	orientation	to	psychology	was	in	the	clinical	realm,	namely	as	a	psychotherapist.		My	student	
interview	was	first.		This	guy	took	one	look	at	me,	and	my	application	and	did	not	like	me.		He	stated	his	interest	in	
“community	psychology”	in	such	a	way	that	it	was	clear	this	was	the	only	acceptable	interest	for	someone	seeking	
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entrance	into	the	school.		Like	a	mad	dervish,	I	tried	to	twist	myself	into	the	shape	he	was	looking	for.		Who	knew	I	
was	so	crazy	about	community	psychology?		I	didn’t	know	what	it	was,	but	man,	I	loved	it.			

I	left	that	interview	knowing	I	was	a	walking	dead	man.		My	faculty	interview	turned	out	to	be	with	a	well-known	
gestalt	therapist	named	Lois	Brien.		I	walked	into	the	office	she	was	using.		“Haven’t	I	met	you	somewhere?”	she	asked	
upon	seeing	me.		“Uh,	yes,”	I	replied.		“Where	was	it?”		“Well,	Lois,	it	was	in	a	workshop	you	conducted	in	Mill	Valley	
with	another	woman.		It	was	entitled	‘Gestalt	Therapy	and	Play	Therapy.”		“Ouch,”	she	said.		“Not	such	a	great	
workshop	was	it?”		“Uh,	well,	I	enjoyed	it.		I’m	not	sure	it	was	your	finest	moment.”			

The	workshop	had	pretty	much	been	a	disaster.		Lois	and	her	co-therapist	had	never	done	a	workshop	together	and	I	
doubt	that	they	ever	did	one	again.		After	this	slightly	uncomfortable	moment	(much	more	so	for	her	than	for	me),	we	
fell	into	a	conversation	about	all	the	people	we	knew	in	common.		At	the	top	of	the	list	was	Russ	Beale!		She	also	knew	
Bob	and	Mary	and	just	about	everyone	else	I	had	gotten	to	know	in	the	previous	year.		It’s	better	to	be	lucky	than	good	
as	the	old	saying	goes.		No	kidding.	

After	a	fair	bit	of	our	banter,	I	said	to	her,	“I’m	really	enjoying	this	conversation,	but	I	am	conscious	of	my	mission	
here.		I	am	here	to	have	an	interview	in	which	I	convince	you	to	accept	me	into	the	school.		Maybe	you	should	ask	me	
some	questions	and	I	can	tell	you	about	my	qualifications.”		In	a	gesture	I	will	never	forget,	she	waved	her	hand	
dismissively	and	said,	“Oh,	you’re	in,	no	problem.”		I	didn’t	know	how	strenuously	my	first	interviewer	would	argue	
against	my	being	admitted,	but	at	that	moment	I	knew	he	did	not	have	a	snowball’s	chance	in	hell	of	keeping	me	from	
being	admitted.		It’s	good	to	have	connections.			

A	week	later,	it	was	made	official	by	a	letter	from	the	school.		The	fall	session	began	in	late	August.		So,	I	gave	the	
notice	to	the	hospital	described	above	and	on	my	apartment	also.		I	put	everything	I	owned	in	my	van.		There	was	
plenty	of	room	to	spare.		I	had	almost	nothing	and	headed	to	SF	and	my	new	beginning	at	CSPP.			

Being	me,	I	arrived	at	the	first	day	of	orientation	having	found	no	place	to	live	in	SF.		I	was	not	alone.		There	was	no	
internet	in	those	days,	but	there	were	rental	services	who	printed	long	lists	of	available	apartments	and	flats.		Three	
other	lost	souls	and	I	pledged	troth	to	one	another,	and	we	went	looking	at	houses.		We	finally	found	an	acceptable	
choice	in	the	heart	of	the	Mission	District,	a	largely	Hispanic	portion	of	SF.		We	moved	into	19	Peters	Ave	and	drew	
straws	for	rooms.		I	lucked	out	and	got	the	room	I	wanted	upstairs.			

I	moved	in.		I	had	books,	a	book	shelf,	a	black	and	white	TV,	clothes,	bedding	and…….	nothing	else.		I	had	rented	
furniture	for	my	apartment	in	San	Jose.		There	were	lots	of	good	adventures	getting	the	room	furnished	on	my	budget,	
but	again,	not	central	to	the	story.	

I	had	somehow	done	it.		Bob	told	me	to	work	on	a	psychiatric	ward	and	I	had.		He	told	me	to	go	back	to	school	for	my	
Ph.	D.	and	there	I	was.		It	turned	out	not	to	be	the	best	school	in	the	world	and	when	I	began	it	was	not	yet	accredited.		
It	did	get	accredited	and	I	did	end	up	with	a	Ph.	D.	after	my	name.		Not	one	person	in	over	50,000	hours	of	doing	
therapy	has	ever	asked	me	two	questions:		How	good	were	your	grades	in	college	and	did	you	go	to	a	leading	graduate	
school?		Good	thing.	

Lois	Brien	became	my	advisor	for	the	next	three	years.		She	wasn’t	married	because	this	was	1972	and	gay	and	lesbian	
folk	could	not	do	that.		But	she	had	been	in	a	committed	relationship	for	years	with	a	woman	named	Marilyn.		That	
was	also	a	first	for	me.		She	was	better	than	great.		We	had	a	lot	of	fun.		We	came	from	the	same	world.		She	was	the	
only	person	on	the	faculty	who	got	me.		She	was	also	the	only	person	at	the	school	who	knew	that	when	I	disappeared	
for	days	at	a	time,	I	was	down	at	the	Institute	training	therapists.		I	kept	that	very	quiet	around	my	peers.			

I	circled	August	8,	1975	on	a	calendar	and	put	my	head	down.		That	was	my	graduation	date.		Lois	was	fun	and	smart.		
The	Institute	was	my	idea	of	heaven.		The	school	was	disorganized	and	dull.		But	it	was	going	to	give	me	a	Ph.D.			
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No	wonder	Bob	called	me	Moses.		This	is	a	picture	
of	me	at	my	first	ITAA	conference	in	San	Francisco.		
I	had	produced	a	one-act	play	written	by	one	of	my	
classmates	from	Seminary	entitled,	“The	Script.”		I	
am	 being	 recognized	 at	 the	 banquet.	 	 The	 man	
behind	me	with	the	bright	smile	is	Charlie	Tuggle	
from	the	Month	Workshop.		You	can	see	Jim’s	head	
poking	out	just	behind	me.		He	is	so	overwhelmed	
with	the	honor	of	my	recognition	that	he	is	having	
a	drink	of	coffee!	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

As	you	know	from	previous	chapters,	John	McNeel	had	the	wonderful	privilege	to	have	known	and	trained	with	
Bob	and	Mary	Goulding.		He	was	incorporated	into	their	world	as	few	others.			

It	is	his	hope	that	you	are	enjoying	this	journey	through	time	and	history	and	that	he	is	not	boring	you	with	too	
much	description	of	his	own	personal	journey.		They	are	pretty	intertwined.		In	the	next	chapter,	THEY	TAUGHT	
WHAT	THEY	DID	AND	THEY	DID	WHAT	THEY	TAUGHT,	he	will	describe	their	curriculum	in	much	more	detail	and	
more	about	their	teaching	style.		Also,	as	we	move	through	time,	he	will	meet	more	wonderful	people,	top	among	
them:	Robin	and	Val	Maslen	and	Jeff	and	Maggie	White’	along	with	lots	of	others	from	Australia;	including	even	
a	few	more	years	in	the	future	a	bright-eyed	kid	named	Tony	White.		Stay	tuned.			
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In	 case	 you	 are	 wondering	 what	
your	 intrepid	 author	 looks	 like	
today.	 	 I	 put	me	 in	 a	 picture	with	
Penny	 because	 she	 is	 a	 good	
distraction.	 	 It’s	 funny.	 	 In	 all	 my	
other	pictures	I	have	a	full	head	of	
hair.		Honest.	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

	

And,	of	course	(one	of	Bob’s	favorite	expressions)	this	chapter	is	dedicated	to	the	memory	of	Dr.	Russ	Beale.	

	


