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BOB	AND	MARY	

CHAPTER	THREE:	THE	JUNE	WORKSHOP	AND	BEYOND	

“Can	someone	tell	me	just	what	the	hell	is	going	on	around	here?”			Charlie	Tuggle,	1971,	at	lunchtime	
on	the	first	day	of	the	June	Workshop	

	

	
This	was	an	amazing	group	of	people,	none	more	so	than	Jim	Heenan	who	has	his	arm	around	my	shoulder,	third	from	
the	left	kneeling.		We	met	in	this	workshop	and	became	lifelong	friends.		There	are	two	future	presidents	of	ITAA,	Vince	
Gilpin	and	Ruth	(Millar)	McClendon.		Jim,	Ruth,	George	McClendon	and	I	were	future	faculty.		It	was	a	month.	
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s	you	might	remember,	when	Bob	and	I	had	met	in	Menlo	Park,	CA	in	late	1970,	we	had	cobbled	
together	a	contract	for	my	training	in	the	first	months	of	1971.		It	involved	a	small	amount	of	

money	on	my	part	(but	most	of	what	I	had)	and	a	large	amount	of	generosity	on	his	part.		So,	after	my	
own	treatment	marathon	in	January	I	had	participated	in	whatever	event	was	taking	place	at	the	
Institute.		It	was	not	constant	by	any	stretch	of	the	imagination,	as	Bob	and	Mary	were	traveling	a	
great	deal	to	drum	up	business	from	other	places.		But	if	it	was	happening,	I	was	there.		They	also	
relented	on	their	condition	that	I	find	my	own	food	and	shelter.		Good	thing.		I	was	a	very	poor	
seminary	student.	

During	those	early	months	of	1971	there	was	great	anticipation	because	they	were	about	to	conduct	
their	first	ever	four-week	workshop	that	for	word	economy	they	called	a	“Month	Workshop.”	This	
first	workshop	was	to	be	in	June,	bracketing	most	of	the	month.		As	the	time	drew	closer	Bob	and	I	
agreed	that	I	would	attend	the	first	two	weeks	of	the	workshop;	my	earlier	monetary	contract	having	
expired.		The	cost	of	the	month,	including	room	and	board	mind	you,	was	$1,000.			From	my	meager	
funds	I	could	come	up	with	$500	and	therefore	half	of	the	workshop.		Fortunately,	I	was	able	to	
secure	a	loan	from	my	Presbytery	back	in	West	Virginia	for	the	other	$500	so	I	ended	up	being	there	
the	entire	time.		And,	truth	to	tell,	it	had	to	work	out	in	some	manner	because	this	was	such	a	special	
experience	that	it	is	inconceivable	that	anyone	would	have	allowed	me	to	be	ripped	away	from	it	in	
the	middle,	Bob	and	Mary	included.	

The	day	arrived	and	all	twenty-four	participants	assembled	in	the	living	room	of	the	main	house.		The	
room	held	us	all	and	Bob	and	Mary	began.		One	of	the	participants,	a	very	colorful	and	talented	
counselor	from	Savannah,	Georgia,	named	Charles	(Charlie)	Tuggle	asked	Bob	and	Mary	if	he	should	
bring	his	tape	recorder	in	from	the	car	or	was	the	morning	just	going	to	be	administrative	and	
instructive.		Famously,	Bob	said,	“You	might	as	well	bring	it	in.		We	might	get	into	something	this	
morning.”	

	That	was	prophetic	on	Bob’s	part	because	they	began	to	engage	with	the	participants	immediately	in	
a	most	dramatic	way.		This	was	a	group	of	therapists,	not	lay	people.		There	was	one	lawyer.		His	
name	was	O.	J.	Coogler	from	Atlanta,	Georgia.		I	don’t	quite	know	what	he	was	doing	there,	but	he	was	
an	awfully	nice	guy	and	warm	bodies	do	fill	seats	and	pay	tuition.		But	the	rest	of	us	were	gung-ho	
and	relatively	free	of	debilitating	mental	illness.		So,	Bob	and	Mary	went	to	work	immediately	getting	
contracts	with	each	individual	for	the	month.		This	involved	some	immediate	interventions.		Charlie	
probably	saw	more	dramatic,	emotional	innovative	psychotherapy	in	that	first	morning	than	he	had	
in	his	career.	

As	I	am	writing	this	for	you,	I	am	chuckling.		I	had	already	been	exposed	to	the	level	of	drama	that	
was	the	characteristic	of	their	work,	so	I	soaked	in	that	morning	with	the	feeling	of	smugness	that	
only	an	insider	can	have	and	not	a	little	proprietary	pride.		They	were	magic	and	they	were	genius.		
The	morning	shocked	Charlie’s	socks	off	and	hence	the	quote	from	him	above	at	the	lunch	hour.			

You’ve	heard	the	expression	of	a	person’s	eyeballs	coming	out	of	their	sockets.		His	were.		He	was	in	a	
genuine	state	of	shock.		He	really	didn’t	understand	what	he	had	seen,	because	he	was	having	the	
same	experience,	I	had	in	my	first	marathon	when	the	woman	close	to	me	tumbled	out	of	her	chair	
crying	in	a	fetal	position.	

But	Charlie	was	a	quick	study	and	he	got	with	the	program	in	no	time	at	all.		And	he	became	one	of	
the	central	characters	in	the	month.		And	I	mean	a	true	character.		He	was	short	of	stature	with	good	
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looks	and	more	southern	charm	than	you	could	put	in	a	bottle.		He	was	with	me	and	two	other	men	in	
Room	Three	in	the	corridor	in	front	of	the	swimming	pool.		To	this	day	I	have	a	sentimental	fondness	
for	room	Three.		When	I	visited	the	262	Gaffey	Road	property	in	2014	(my	first	time	there	since	
Bob’s	memorial	in	1992),	I	took	a	number	of	pictures.		One	of	them	was	of	the	door	of	room	three.			

Charlie	was	also	a	talented	jazz	musician	who	played	the	trumpet.		He	was	a	born	comic	and	
showman.		He	entertained	us	in	a	hilarious	fashion	every	night;	either	by	playing	his	trumpet	or	
doing	spontaneous	stand-up	comedy.		Today	he	would	be	a	star	at	improvisation.			

Taking	a	look	at	the	picture	of	the	workshop	group	for	a	moment,	I	am	in	the	front	row	of	the	picture,	
kneeling,	second	in	from	the	left.		The	man	on	the	far	left,	is	Charlie.		Looks	like	my	right	hand	is	in	his	
crouch.		And	yeah,	I’m	the	guy	with	the	long	hair	and	really	scraggly	beard.		Bob	called	me	“Moses”	in	
those	days.		

But	of	much	greater	personal	importance	to	me	was	the	man	on	my	left,	Jim	Heenan.		He	has	his	arm	
around	me	and	mine	is	around	him,	and	for	good	reason.		We	emerged	from	that	month	devoted	
lifelong	friends.		As	with	Bob	and	Mary,	or	my	wife,	I	don’t	even	know	how	to	think	about	my	life	
without	Jim	in	it.		Lots	more	about	that	later.		Suffice	it	so	say	that	all	writing	that	I	publish	today	
related	to	redecision	therapy,	I	dedicate	to	his	memory.	Enough	said.		Jim	was	also	an	integral	part	of	
the	Room	Three	Foursome.		He	was	also	the	reason	I	spent	almost	no	nights	sleeping	in	that	room	
because	he	snored	more	loudly	and	competently	than	even	my	father	had.		I	retreated	to	the	barn	
where	there	was	a	small	cot.			

By	the	time	this	workshop	started	Bob	and	Mary	were	using	the	barn	as	a	second	training	space.		
They	later	expanded	the	space	and	put	in	carpeting,	but	at	this	time	it	had	a	concrete	floor	and	walls	
and	not	much	else.		It	was	Spartan,	but	sufficient.		It	also	had	that	cot	at	the	back.		Thank	God.	I	was	a	
really	light	sleeper.				

Referencing	the	picture	again,	the	setting	is	on	the	path	leading	to	the	barn.	If	you	could	draw	the	
picture	back	just	a	little	the	corner	of	the	barn	would	appear	on	the	left.		

Just	in	back	of	me	in	the	picture	is	a	very	nice	man	named	Lee	Webster.		He	has	his	arm	around	Ruth	
Millar.		Now	that	name	might	not	be	familiar	to	you,	but	she	is	a	very	remarkable	and	notable	and	
important	person.		On	her	left	she	has	her	arm	around	George	McClendon.		She	and	George	met	one	
another	in	this	workshop.		After	a	time,	she	became	Ruth	McClendon	and	is	clinically	famous	with	
that	name.		The	four	of	us	in	that	grouping,	me,	Jim,	George	and	Ruth	went	on	to	become	members	of	
the	faculty.	

About	Lee	Webster,	I	don’t	remember	too	much,	even	exactly	what	it	was	that	put	him	on	the	crutch	
you	see.			But	I	do	remember	that	Bob	and	Mary	had	to	be	away	one	evening	and	the	cook	was	off.		So,	
they	left	us	with	salad	and	steaks	to	cook	on	the	charcoal	grill.		They	were	what	we	call	Market	Steaks	
(or	Spencer	Steaks)	and	there	were	a	lot	of	them,	far	more	than	enough	for	each	person.		Lee	and	I	
figured	we	had	never	really	learned	just	how	many	steaks	we	could	eat	in	a	single	sitting,	but	we	
determined	to	find	out.		We	just	kept	cooking	ourselves	another	and	another	until	we	had	had	our	fill.		
I	don’t	remember	the	number,	but	I	was	all	of	twenty-seven	at	the	time	and,	as	they	say	down	on	the	
farm,	I	had	a	stomach	that	ran	down	my	leg.		That	was	fun.		It	was	also	instructive.		Bob	and	Mary	
were	careful	with	money,	but	they	were	generous.		They	made	sure	we	had	really	good	food	to	eat	
and	lots	of	good	snacks	in	the	refrigerator	for	during	breaks.		And	it	was	very	much	like	them	to	have	
extra	steaks.		Lee	and	I	were	very	grateful.	
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Oh,	for	those	of	you	who	don’t	know,	Bob	and	Mary	are	in	the	back	row,	third	and	fourth	in	from	the	
right.		Mary	is	in	the	striped	shirt	with	her	hands	in	front	of	her	and	Bob	has	his	right	arm	around	her.		
In	this	picture	he	has	his	signature	long	and	flowing	hair	and	no	beard.		Sometimes	he	had	a	beard	
and	sometimes	he	didn’t.		It	came	and	went	on	a	pretty	regular	basis.			

You	can’t	see	Bob’s	feet	in	this	picture,	but	if	you	could	you	would	see	that	he	had	on	shoes,	but	they	
were	most	likely	untied.		Also,	his	shirt-tail	is	in,	sort	of,	for	the	picture	and	that	was	about	as	high	up	
on	the	dressing-up	tree	as	Bob	would	normally	go.		I	do	have	a	much	later	picture	of	him	in	coat	and	
tie	and	I	have	to	say	he	cleaned	up	pretty	well.		On	the	other	hand,	Mary	hated	that	picture.	I	think	
that	was	because	it	made	Bob	look	like	a	Republican.	

Before	moving	on	from	the	picture	two	other	people	deserve	note.	The	only	participant	in	the	
workshop	from	out	of	the	country	was	Vince	Gilpin	who	is	on	the	far	right	standing	up.		He	came	
from	Canada	and	was	of	Jamaican	descent.		He	is	also	obviously	the	only	person	of	African	descent.		
Along	with	Ruth	McClendon,	Vince	was	also	a	future	president	of	ITAA.		Earlier	I	said	there	were	
three	future	presidents.		I	erred.		There	were	two,	two	very	important	presidents.			

Ruthie	most	likely	saved	the	organization	from	extinction	through	her	grit	and	courage,	but	that	is	
another	story.		The	man	with	his	arm	around	Vince	is	Harris	Peck.		Harris	was	a	heavy	hitter	in	the	
psychoanalytic	scene	in	New	York	City.		He	was	just	a	terrific	person,	but	more	than	that,	his	
presence	attested	to	the	fact	that	Bob	and	Mary	were	clearly	creating	something	not	only	new,	but	
important.		People	like	Harris	did	not	lightly	go	spend	a	month	of	their	lives	somewhere.			

If	it	is	possible	to	love	a	group	of	people	as	a	whole,	then	I	loved	this	group.		There	is	a	good	reason	
we	are	all	touching	each	other.		We	had	lived	through	and	supported	each	other	in	our	dramas.		
There	was	energy,	an	excitement	that	you	don’t	get	to	have	every	day.		You	can’t	see	it	but	there	is	
also	background	sadness	to	this	picture	because	it	was	taken,	as	most	shots	like	this	are,	on	the	day	
before	we	left.		Most	of	us	were	feeling	a	sense	of	loss	as	well	as	the	feeling	that	we	had	all	shared	in	
something	very	special.			I	had	the	consolation	of	knowing	that	I	was	close	by	the	Institute	and	would	
continue	my	training.		Also,	Jim	Heenan	lived	in	Palo	Alto	that	was	to	become	my	home	in	the	future.	

Just	as	Bob	and	Mary	adjusted	their	intensity	in	conducting	their	marathons	as	they	progressed,	so	
did	they	adjust	how	much	they	worked	during	their	month-long	workshops.		But	we	were	the	first	
and	they	plugged	themselves	in	at	a	very	high	energy	level.		They	were	available	to	us	every	morning	
and	every	afternoon.		One	half	of	the	group	would	be	in	the	barn	and	one	half	in	the	living	room.		
There	were	seminars	most	evenings.		The	work	continued	on	Saturdays.		During	the	month	they	also	
conducted	at	least	one	and	perhaps	even	two	treatment	marathons	with	outside	clients,	so	we	could	
observe.	They	did	take	Sunday	off,	unless	they	were	working	the	first	half	of	the	day	completing	a	
marathon.		On	Sunday	afternoon,	they	kicked	everyone	off	the	property	so	they	could	have	some	
seclusion.			

Later	they	would	build	a	cabin	on	the	hill	above	the	house	so	they	could	get	truly	away	from	the	
crowd,	but	then	they	lived	in	one	end	of	the	house.		Being	kicked	off	the	property	was	great	because	
then	we	broke	up	into	groups	and	went	off	on	adventures.		The	Monterey	Bay	area	is	a	very	lovely	
place	for	adventures.		In	the	picture	Bob	has	his	left	arm	around	a	woman	whose	name	was	Donna.		
She	had	a	big	old	Pontiac	convertible;	very	cool.			

On	one	or	our	Sunday	afternoons	off	the	property,	a	bunch	of	us	climbed	in	and	trekked	down	to	
Carmel	Valley.		We	went	out	the	Valley	about	twenty	miles	and	turned	right	on	the	Tassajara	road,	
fourteen	miles	of	bumpy	dirt	road.		The	first	seven	miles	went	up	and	the	last	seven	go	down	into	the	
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middle	of	the	Ventana	Wilderness	State	Forest.		At	the	end	of	that	grueling	ride	is	Tassajara	Hot	
Springs,	a	Zen	retreat	center	to	this	day.		The	reward	for	the	trip	was	being	able	to	soak	in	the	hot	
baths	(natural	thermal	springs),	alternating	with	dips	in	the	ice-cold	creek	and	trips	to	the	natural	
steam	room	built	over	the	thermal.		George	McClendon	was	one	member	of	the	group.		Don’t	
remember	the	rest.		Donna’s	thanks	for	being	our	chauffeur	was	having	to	repair	her	brakes.		She	
burned	them	out	on	the	steep	seven-mile	descent	into	the	valley.	

The	daily	training	was	very	intense	and	exciting.		We	got	a	lot	of	Bob	and	Mary.		They	were	in	their	
prime.	They	both	smoked	heavily	and	drank	like	fish,	but	it	truly	did	not	seem	to	affect	their	daily	
work	in	that	time.	And	they	were	excited.		It	was	a	great	coup	for	them	that	they	had	been	able	to	pull	
off	this	workshop.		The	month-long	workshops	became	commonplace	later,	but	this	was	their	first.		
And	they	had	not	built	up	their	faculty.		Bob	Drye	was	on	the	faculty	by	then	but	was	not	part	of			the	
month.		

However,	a	beautiful	therapist	named	Gene	Kerfoot	joined	the	faculty	during	the	month.		He	was	a	
genial	psychologist	from	Tulsa,	Oklahoma	and	he	had	moved	to	Carmel	Valley	(close	by)	to	practice	
in	CA	and	to	work	with	Bob	and	Mary.		In	sharing	his	story,	he	told	us	that	he	had	been	on	the	brink	
of	giving	up	being	a	psychotherapist	due	to	boredom	and	discouragement.		Then	he	had	gone	to	some	
training	with	the	Goulding.	Their	way	of	doing	focused	psychotherapy	revived	his	enthusiasm	and	he	
learned	their	material.	So,	he	helped	train	us.		He	was	really	good.		In	the	years	to	come	Gene	and	I	co-
led	a	lot	of	marathons	together	at	the	Institute.		I	learned	important	lessons	from	him.		Like	so	many	
of	my	friends	from	that	time	I	miss	him.	

As	I	said,	this	was	Bob	and	Mary’s	first	month-long	and	they	really	packed	it	with	over-ambition.		
That	was	fine	with	me.		I	was	a	sponge	and	they	were	the	water.		The	whole	month	was	structured	
around	each	of	us	pairing	up	with	another	individual	as	a	co-therapist	because	each	pair	was	to	lead	
their	own	one-day	“marathon.”	I	want	you	to	stop	and	think	about	that	for	a	minute.		So,	that	is	
twelve	pairs	of	therapists	who	will	each	conduct	a	one-day	workshop	with	eight	to	ten	people	in	it.		
Conservatively,	one	hundred	people	had	to	be	recruited	as	patients,	not	to	mention	securing	
locations	for	all	those	workshops.	

We	were	to	tape	record	our	workshops	and	then	receive	two	hours	of	personal	supervision	of	our	
work	from	either	Bob	or	Mary.		These	were	generous	people,	and	if	you	say	also	a	little	bit	nuts,	I	
won’t	argue	with	you.		For	me	as	I	was	then,	it	was	heaven.		I	was	also	very	young,	probably	the	
youngest	person	there.		So,	I	really	had	no	concept	of	the	kind	of	work	it	took	to	pull	all	this	off.		I	
think	Ruthie	is	a	year	older	than	me.		Besides	she	had	a	master’s	degree	in	counseling	from	Michigan	
U.	in	Ann	Arbor	and	was	licensed.		She	was	seasoned.		I	was	a	naïf.		I	felt	intimidated	by	her.	

So,	somewhere	in	week	three,	we	all	conducted	our	“marathons.”		My	co-therapist	was	the	lawyer,	O.	
J.	(Jim)	Coogler.		He	was	an	older	very	sweet	man,	but	what	he	didn’t	know	about	therapy	could	fill	a	
volume.		That	left	me	the	expert	in	the	room,	which	is	a	scary	thought,	but	like	Ruthie	said	to	me	
years	later,	people	thought	we	knew	what	we	were	doing	so	we	learned	to	act	like	it.		We	conducted	
our	workshop	in	a	private	office	in	Carmel,	most	likely	Gene	Kerfoot’s.			

What	I	remember	about	the	day	is	one	middle-aged	woman,	who	was	a	bit	of	a	professional	patient.		
In	today’s	thinking	she	was	undoubtedly	a	borderline	personality.	(Indeed,	over	the	years	I	observed	
a	number	of	workshops	where	she	was	present	and	intractable).	She	was	querulous	and	difficult.		She	
expressed	great	dissatisfaction	with	the	workshop	during	the	day.		She	came	back	after	the	dinner	
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break	and	angrily	announced	that	she	was	quitting	the	workshop	and	walked	out.		I	felt	very	badly	
and	full	of	dread	that	I	would	have	to	play	the	tape	of	this	donnybrook	before	Bob	or	Mary.			

I	drew	Mary	as	the	supervisor	of	my	work.		I	remember	being	frightened	of	revealing	to	her	how	
poorly	I	had	done.		But	I	was	also	curious	to	know	what	she	or	Bob	would	have	done	differently	and	
how	they	would	have	handled	her.		So,	I	played	the	portion	of	the	tape	where	this	woman	had	read	
Jim	and	me	the	riot	act	and	walked	out.		I	felt	ashamed	and	was	sure	that	Mary	would	have	some	
severe,	but	fair	criticism	of	my	work.		This	was	one	of	those	moments	you	never	forget	in	your	
clinical	career.		Mary	listed	very	closely	to	a	few	minutes	of	the	tape	and	then	she	said	in	a	very	gentle	
manner,	“Poor	thing.		She	is	just	so	miserable.”	

Basically,	that	was	it.		No,	“You	idiot,”	“What	do	you	think	you	were	doing?”	or	“You	should	have	done	
this	or	that.”		She	just	expressed	this	deep	empathy	for	someone	who	was	obviously	in	great	pain.		
Mary	explained	to	me	that	her	behavior	said	a	great	deal	more	about	her	and	her	diagnosis,	than	
about	what	I	had	done	right	or	wrong.		That	was	an	astonishing	moment.		

I	was	in	a	supervision	group	one	afternoon	when	Bob	came	and	pulled	me	out.		Standing	in	the	
companionway	near	the	office	he	asked	me,	“John,	how	would	you	like	to	do	a	one-person-marathon	
this	afternoon	and	tomorrow	morning?”		I	said,	“Great!”		There	was	not	a	pool	I	would	not	have	
jumped	into	if	invited	by	Bob.		He	explained	that	a	man	had	arrived	at	the	Institute	a	little	while	
before.		He	had	not	notified	anyone	or	asked	if	he	could	be	come.		He	just	showed	up	hoping	someone	
would	work	with	him.		He	had	flown	in	from	Kansas	City	and	somehow	found	his	way	through	the	
back	roads	of	Mt.	Madonna	to	the	Institute.		It	was	not	easy	to	find.			Bob	had	told	him	at	first	that	
they	were	a	training	institute,	not	a	clinic	and	was	about	to	send	him	away,	when	he	thought	of	me.	

So,	he	set	me	up	with	this	fellow	in	one	of	the	back	bedrooms	of	the	house	and	I	worked	with	him	all	
that	afternoon	and	the	next	morning.		He	ran	porno	theaters	in	Kansas	City.		Boy,	I	was	in	a	different	
world.		Here’s	the	freshly	minted	Presbyterian	minister	working	with	the	porno	theater	owner.		I	
remember	him	as	an	interesting	person	not	much	older	than	me.		I	remember	nothing	of	the	content	
of	what	we	talked	about,	but	we	filled	the	time	and	by	noon	the	next	day	he	announced	he	was	
pleased	with	what	we	had	done.		He	wanted	to	return	and	bring	his	wife	with	him	so	she	could	also	
work	with	me.		Well,	I	was	terribly	flattered	and	said	of	course.			

After	he	left,	Bob	informed	me	that	he	had	charged	the	man	for	my	services.		I	was	dumbstruck.		I	
don’t	think	the	idea	had	ever	occurred	to	me	that	I	might	be	paid	for	doing	counseling.		“How	much	
did	you	charge	him?”	I	asked	in	disbelief.		I	also	didn’t	figure	I	was	worth	much,	which	was	true.		Bob	
had	charged	him	the	princely	sum	of	$50	for	the	afternoon	and	the	same	for	the	morning.		I	was	
speechless.		I	used	to	work	entire	summers	for	$l00	and	I	had	just	earned	it	in	a	few	hours.		Bob	had	
collected	from	him	and	credited	it	to	my	account	for	future	training.		I	felt	something	very	
fundamental	shift	in	my	life.	This	was	an	entirely	new	concept.	

Now,	you	can	see	from	the	picture	that	I	was	casual	(to	say	the	least)	about	my	personal	grooming.		I	
was	sitting	on	the	floor	of	the	living	room	one	afternoon	with	one	of	the	other	participants.		He	asked	
me	what	sort	of	future	did	I	see	for	myself	since	my	avowed	intention	at	that	time	was	to	work	in	
some	capacity	in	the	church.		I	hope	you	can	appreciate	the	hubris	in	how	I	answered	his	question.		I	
told	him	I	understood	that	there	were	some	in	the	church	who	would	not	want	their	looking	like	a	
hippie,	but	I	was	planning	to	work	in	some	consulting	level	to	many	churches.		Furthermore,	I	
planned	to	be	so	good	at	what	I	did	that	it	would	overcome	objections	to	my	appearance.		
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Bob	had	been	sitting	in	his	chair	at	the	other	end	of	the	room	overhearing	this	nonsense.		He	used	his	
booming	voice	to	shout,	“John,	which	do	you	like	better,	bananas	or	hundred-dollar	bills?”		I	replied	
that	I	much	preferred	hundred-dollar	bills.		Then	he	said	(and	I	am	smiling	as	I	write	this),	“Well,	
beards	are	bananas	and	jobs	are	hundred-dollar	bills!”		God,	I	loved	that	man.		The	cool	thing	is	he	
really	loved	me	too.	

--	

I	want	to	segue	for	just	a	moment	to	relate	a	story	that	overlapped	with	the	month	workshop.		The	
porno	theater	guy	did	return	to	the	Institute	with	his	very	becoming	(big	surprise)	wife.		I	was	
completely	alone	at	the	Institute,	so	I	had	the	whole	place	to	myself.		I	set	up	a	chair	in	front	of	me	in	
the	living	room	and	invited	her	to	sit	down.		The	deal	was	that	I	was	to	work	only	with	her.		To	my	
surprise	her	husband	went	to	the	other	side	of	the	room	and	sat	down	on	one	of	the	couches	just	few	
feet	away.		I	asked	what	he	was	doing	since	my	job	was	to	work	with	only	with	her.		He	told	he	would	
be	quiet	and	not	interrupt.		He	just	wanted	to	watch.		I	wasn’t	used	to	being	in	a	position	of	authority,	
at	least	as	a	therapist,	but	I	did	manage	to	convince	him	to	leave;	much	to	his	evident	displeasure.		I	
talked	with	her	for	a	couple	hours,	undoubtedly	again	at	the	same	usurious	rate	and	they	left,	never	
to	be	seen	again.	

Sometime	later	that	summer	I	was	attending	the	bi-weekly	Wednesday-Thursday	training.	We	were	
having	supervision	with	a	gestalt	therapist	from	SF	named	Charles	Elias.		He	had	great	mutton	chop	
sideburns	and	a	beautiful	wife	(young	single	men	noticed	such	things).		I	related	this	rather	strange	
scene	where	the	husband	had	wanted	to	stay	in	the	room.		Charles	laughed	in	the	nicest	way.		He	said,	
“Think	about	it.		The	guy	runs	porno	theaters.		He	has	a	drop-dead	beautiful	wife.		He	wanted	to	
watch	her	seduce	you!”		Bingo.		Just	like	that.		He	had	it.		I	understood.			

A	bit	later	I	was	having	supervision	with	Bob	and	told	him	the	same	story	and	Charles’	perceptive	
interpretation.	Bob	picked	up	on	another	piece	of	the	story.		He	said,	“John,	never	let	yourself	be	
alone	with	a	woman	in	a	house	when	you	are	doing	therapy.”		I	understood	immediately	what	he	was	
teaching	me.		She	could	make	accusations	against	me.		I	remember	I	felt	deeply	humiliated	and	
ashamed	that	I	had	made	such	a	potentially	important	rookie	mistake.		I	hung	my	head.		Bob	saw	this	
and	said,	“What	are	you	doing.”		I	said,	“I	feel	so	stupid.		I	should	have	known	better.”		Bob	said,	“No	
you	shouldn’t.		That’s	my	job.		I’m	your	teacher.		You	can’t	know	stuff	before	you’ve	been	taught.”			

That	was	another	one	of	those	moments.		I	had	always	been	expected	to	know	stuff	I	had	never	been	
taught.		Bob	laughed.		I	laughed.		I	never	had	a	“dad”	who	would	actually	teach	me	stuff.		And	Bob	
Goulding	was	becoming	my	“Dad.”		You	best	believe.		He	would	hate	me	saying	that	because	he	and	
Mary	were	so	avidly	opposed	to	anything	that	smacked	of	“reparenting.”	But	that	had	to	do	with	their	
deep	disdain	for	Jackie	Schiff	and	her	methodology	for	treating	schizophrenia,	but	more	on	that	later.	

--	

The	workshop	had	a	rhythm	to	it.		For	me	it	was	like	being	in	a	psychological	candy	store.		I	was	
finding	answers	to	so	many	things	that	had	always	confused	me.		Every	time	there	was	an	
opportunity	to	work	on	personal	material,	my	hand	went	up.		Every	time	there	was	a	chance	to	lead	a	
group	and	be	supervised,	my	hand	went	up.		I	don’t	think	I	have	experienced	a	learning	curve	like	
that,	before	or	since.		It	was	as	if	someone	was	handing	me	the	keys	to	understanding;	and	they	were.		
One	day,	in	the	morning	session,	Bob	and	Mary	started	off	as	usual	by	asking	who	wanted	to	work.		
There	was	a	pause	of	only	a	few	seconds	and	Mary	looked	inquisitively	at	me	and	said,	“John?”		We	all	
laughed.		I	waited	to	go	second	that	day.	
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Every	day	mysteries	that	had	vexed	me	forever	were	being	explained.		Some	of	it	was	very	hard.		
During	the	month,	I	broke	up	with	the	girl	in	SF	I	had	been	living	with	for	six	months.		Living	with	
someone	was	a	first	for	me.	Shoot,	seeing	a	girl	naked	was	a	first	for	me;	not	so	much	of	that	at	
seminary.	I	met	her	in	the	most	SF	way.		I	enrolled	in	an	Esalen	(as	in	the	famous	Institute	of	the	same	
name	on	the	coast	in	Big	Sur,	CA)	Massage	course	and	it	was	held	at	her	flat	at	fifteenth	and	Noe	
Street	in	the	Castro	district	of	SF.		She	shared	the	flat	with	two	other	women.		The	teacher	gave	us	a	
few	instructions,	some	reassurance	not	to	feel	shy	and	told	us	to	take	off	our	clothes.		I	don’t	
remember	how	we	selected	partners,	but	I	knew	I	wanted	a	female	one.			

By	the	end	of	the	six-week	course	I	had	moved	in	with	her.		That	is	a	story	in	itself.		She	and	her	two	
roommates	were	deep	into	the	women’s	movement	and	the	anti-war	movement.		The	anti-war	
movement	I	was	well	acquainted	with,	the	women’s	movement,	not	so	much.	And	we	were	in	the	
heart	of	the	Castro	that	was	ground	zero	for	the	gay	rights	movement	in	the	US.		This	was	a	long	way	
from	where	I	had	been.		Let’s	just	say	I	had	never	lived	in	a	place	before	where	I	was	instructed	on	
how	to	behave	if	the	FBI	were	to	knock	on	the	door.		Actually,	there	was	really	little	chance	of	that.		
They	were	actually	pretty	tame.		But	it	was	a	part	of	the	social	fabric,	of	the	mythology	of	living	in	
that	time	and	that	place.	

During	the	month-long	I	decided	to	break	up	with	her.		That	felt	terrible,	but	she	didn’t	like	religious	
people	and	she	didn’t	think	much	of	Bob	and	Mary	or	their	institute.		That	was	pretty	much	game	
over,	but	that	doesn’t	mean	it	wasn’t	wrenching.		I	remember	Mary	said,	“Next	time	choose	a	
grownup.”		I	didn’t	know	what	that	meant	exactly	but	took	it	as	her	way	of	reassuring	me	I	was	doing	
the	right	thing.			

	I	also	remember	a	scene	where	I	was	sitting	on	the	floor	of	the	living	room	having	just	shared	my	
decision	with	everyone	and	weeping	with	my	head	down.		Bob	chatted	with	me	for	a	few	moments	
and	then	moved	on	to	the	next	person	asking	him	what	he	wanted	to	work	on.		He	said,	“I	don’t	know	
whether	it’s	ok	for	me	to	work.		I’m	concerned	for	John.”		Bob	said	with	a	lot	of	assurance,	“Don’t	
worry,	John	is	good.		He	can	take	care	of	himself.”		I	remember	raising	my	fist	in	response	to	what	
Bob	was	saying.		He	was	giving	me	a	huge	affirmation	of	my	ability	to	be	strong	enough	to	take	care	
of	myself.		

Reading	this,	there	are	numerous	references	to	my	sitting	on	the	floor.		In	my	first	year	of	training	I	
spent	a	majority	of	my	time	in	that	position.		It	felt	right.		It	gave	me	an	angle	where	I	looked	up	at	
Bob	and	Mary	from	a	childlike	position.		I	was	not	only	transfixed	by	their	teaching,	but	by	their	
relationship.	Years	later	when	I	learned	the	John	Gottmann	material,	I	would	realize	I	grew	up	in	
what	he	would	have	called	an	“avoid-avoid”	household.		There	was	a	preternatural	calm	to	my	early	
home	because	my	parents	never	disagreed,	much	less	fought.	

		Bob	and	Mary	were	active	as	a	couple	and	they	did	not	hesitate	to	disagree	in	public.		They	would	
argue,	a	revelation	in	itself,	and	then	they	would	make	up.		For	me	it	was	wonderful	to	watch.		I	said	
to	Jim	Heenan	years	later,	“Wasn’t	it	wonderful	to	watch	them	fight	and	make-up?”		Jim,	who	didn’t	
share	that	particular	deficit,	said,	“No,	not	so	much.”		It	felt	good	to	be	on	the	floor	and	to	take	it	all	in	
from	there.		As	time	moved	on,	I	graduated	to	the	furniture.			

I	remember	later	that	day	sitting	on	the	hill	above	the	house	weeping	and	weeping.		I	remember	how	
good	it	felt.		These	were	just	the	most	remarkable	days.		Tons	of	things	were	being	lifted	off	my	
shoulders.		If	Bob	could	read	what	I	just	wrote,	he	would	yell,	“Nothing	was	lifted	off	your	shoulders!	
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You	took	off	your	own	yoke.		Don’t	give	away	your	power!”		OK,	thanks	Bob,	but	in	actuality	you	and	
Mary	lifted	immense	weight	off	of	me	through	your	skill	and,	most	of	all,	your	love.				

I	was	sitting	in	the	hot	tub	portion	of	the	swimming	pool.		Bob	swam	over	and	pulled	himself	over	the	
wall	to	join	me	in	the	tub.		As	we	were	sitting	there,	I	asked	him,	“So	when	I	am	done	with	the	
training,	I	have	done	these	past	six	months	including	the	month	workshop,	will	I	get	a	license	or	some	
sort	of	certification?”		I	was	very	green.		Bob	said,	“No,	you	won’t	get	any	of	those	things,	but	you	will	
be	a	damn	good	therapist.”			

The	month-long	workshop	came	to	an	end.		In	the	week	leading	up	to	the	last	evening,	I	sat	by	myself	
in	the	barn	looking	at	the	two	very	different	chairs	Bob	and	Mary	sat	in.		Bob	sat	in	this	large	black	
high	back	formal	leather	chair	that	had	belonged	to	his	grandfather.		Mary’s	was	a	much	more	
modest	lime	green	recliner	that	was	a	little	crooked	when	it	was	leaned	back.		I	loved	those	chairs.		I	
would	look	at	them	and	picture	their	owners.		I	felt	a	slight	terror	that	something	might	happen	to	
one	of	them.		I	had	so	much	to	learn	and	it	did	not	appear	that	there	was	any	limit	on	what	they	had	
to	teach.		I	wanted	to	learn	every	word.		My	world	had	come	to	depend	on	them.	

Sitting	in	the	back	of	the	room	over	successive	nights,	I	wrote	a	poem	of	sorts	entitled,	“The	Chairs	
are	Empty	Now	and	They	Aren’t.”		In	it	I	described	my	evolution	during	the	workshop	and	in	the	
months	before.		When	I	had	met	Bob	in	Menlo	Park	for	our	first	meeting	and	he	heard	about	all	I	had	
done	since	I	had	seen	him	in	Louisville	the	year	before,	he	said,	“It	sounds	like	you	have	done	about	
four	years	of	growing	in	only	one	year.”		Well,	that	was	nothing	compared	to	the	distance	they	helped	
me	travel	since	the	previous	January.			

The	poem	had	a	lot	to	do	with	the	gaining	(not	really	regaining)	of	my	sense	of	manhood.		I	spoke	of	
the	thrill	of	feeling	the	gravel	crunch	under	my	feet.		I	spoke	the	words,	“My	manhood,	oh,	my	
manhood.”	Written	copies	of	the	poem	have	disappeared,	but	it	still	exists	on	an	audiotape;	
recoverable	if	that	is	ever	important.		It	reflected	a	piece	of	work	I	did	one	afternoon	mostly	with	Bob,	
but	with	Mary	in	attendance.		

I	had	gone	back	into	a	scene	where	an	adolescent	friend	had	become	my	enemy.		He	and	another	
former	friend	had	taunted	me	into	a	fight,	and	he	had	broken	my	front	tooth.		Bob	had	me	put	the	
perpetrators	on	his	black	leather	footstool.		I	turned	loose	all	my	pent-up	rage	on	that	hapless	
hassock.		When	I	had	exhausted	myself	physically	and	verbally,	he	asked	me	to	address	the	entire	
group.		In	a	commanding	voice	I	informed	them	that	I	was	a	man.		The	group	as	a	whole	shrank	back	
slightly	as	one	as	I	spoke,	with	a	couple	of	people	murmuring,	“I	wouldn’t	want	to	cross	you.”		That	
was	a	good	moment	for	a	kid	who	had	been	little,	skinny	and	picked	on.	

I	read	my	poem	to	the	entire	group	on	the	last	night.		It	ended	with	the	line,	“Have	a	Manhattan,”	
Bob’s	favorite	drink.		I	received	thunderous	applause	and	great	cheering.		Lots	of	us	did	that	night.		
Bob	wrapped	me	in	a	great	hug	telling	me	how	beautiful	the	poem	was	saying,	“I’ll	have	it	bound	in	
leather.”		Mary	beamed	as	only	Mary	could.	Well,	Bob	never	had	it	bound	in	leather.		But	he	didn’t	
need	to.		He	always	said	he	put	things	like	that	in	his	“Wow”	file.		I	never	found	out	if	it	was	a	real	
physical	file	or	one	he	had	in	his	head.		Didn’t	matter.		What	mattered	was	affirmation.			

Bereft	to	some	degree,	we	all	departed	the	next	day.		I	remember	driving	up	the	side	of	Mt.	Madonna	
over	Hecker	Pass	feeling	what	had	become	a	familiar	euphoria	on	leaving	the	Institute	as	I	
commanded	the	winding	road.		I	grew	up	in	hilly	West	Virginia	and	I	loved	to	drive	twisty	mountain	
roads,	especially	when	feeling	ebullient.		I	was	half	way	to	SF	before	it	struck	me	that	I	had	no	place	
to	go,	having	broken	up	with	my	girlfriend	and	moved	out	of	her	place.		It	was	strange	to	suddenly	



	

	 10	

feel	so	alone	after	having	been	surrounded	by	such	life	for	four	weeks.		I	don’t	actually	remember	
where	I	slept	that	night,	but	wherever	it	was	I	rested	on	a	bed	of	optimism,	empowerment	and	joy.		I	
didn’t	know	where	my	life	was	going	to	take	me,	but	I	was	ready	to	get	on	board	and	ride	the	ride.		I	
felt	confident.			

	

THE	WEEKLONG	WORKSHOP	

Eventually	I	solved	my	housing	problem	by	enrolling	in	a	couple	of	summer	classes	in	Berkeley	
through	the	Graduate	Theological	Union	(GTU).		Since	I	wasn’t	encumbered	with	working	toward	a	
particular	degree,	I	was	free	to	take	whatever	classes	sparked	my	fancy.		This	was	heaven.		There	
were	a	lot	of	good	courses	in	various	aspects	of	doing	psychotherapy.		In	many	ways	this	was	a	
golden	age	for	psychotherapy,	full	of	new	thought	and	experimentation.			

I	remember	walking	around	the	town	very	aware	of	my	new	feelings	of	empowerment.		I	had	already	
accomplished	things	in	my	life,	jobs	and	schooling;	but	I	don’t	remember	ever	feeling	what	one	would	
call	empowered.		It	ripped.	(Bob	just	yelled	at	me	again,	“Change	your	“it”	to	an	“I”	John.”)	OK,	I	
ripped.	

One	class	in	particular	was	important.		The	instructor	was	an	African	American	who	had	known	and	
trained	with	Fritz	Perls.		The	class	was	on	gestalt	psychotherapy.		The	principle	textbook	was	written	
by	Perls’	Gestalt	Verbatim.			During	a	class	discussion,	I	asked	the	professor	to	help	me	understand	
the	concept	of	projection.		He	asked	me	to	choose	an	object	and	put	it	in	the	middle	of	the	room.		I	
tossed	out	our	textbook.	He	said,	“Now	be	that	book	and	describe	yourself.”		I	remember	saying	
things	such	as,	“I	am	a	book	with	hundreds	of	pages	inside	of	me",	"I	contain	valuable	material	and	
information",	“I	have	a	red	cover”,	“On	my	dust	cover	I	have	a	picture	of	Fritz	Perls,”	and	“Everyone	
likes	Fritz.”	“Stop,”	the	teacher	said	abruptly.		“That’s	you.	Fritz	didn’t	give	a	damn	about	what	anyone	
thought	and	could	care	less	if	they	liked	him.”		Then	he	added,	“Do	you	have	an	issue	with	wanting	to	
be	liked	by	everyone?”		Well,	yeah.		I	got	it.		Thanks	to	that	now	nameless	man.	

I	continued	into	the	fall	of	1971	taking	classes	and	somehow	having	enough	money	to	live,	if	sparsely.		
I	continued	to	go	to	the	Institute	to	train	every	other	week	for	the	Wednesday-Thursday	colloquium.		
Bob	and	Mary	had	been	talking	with	great	enthusiasm	(I	don’t	think	they	had	another	gear)	about	an	
upcoming	one-week	workshop	that	same	fall.		I	decided	to	attend.		I	really	missed	my	friends	and	the	
experiences	of	the	June	workshop.		I	wanted	to	return	to	the	past.			Good	luck.	

We	all	assembled	on	the	given	day,	but	from	the	very	first	moment	I	knew	that	this	was	a	very	
different	group.		Please	don’t	misunderstand.		I	have	very	warm	if	vague	memories	of	the	people	in	
that	workshop,	but	there	were	no	future	members	of	the	faculty.		I	was	not	to	meet	another	Jim	
Heenan	or	Ruth	or	Charlie	or	George	in	this	workshop.		There	was	no	charismatic	Vince	Gilpin.		The	
Mount	Olympus	experience	had	come	and	gone.		This	was	a	group	of	mere	mortals.			

I	remember	Mary	speaking	to	me	confidentially	with	some	disdain	for	one	woman	in	particular.		She	
clearly	had	money	and	plastic	surgery.		She	had	also	clearly	used	her	looks	to	get	ahead	in	life.		I	had	
never	really	met	“trust	fund”	people	before.		They	wandered	into	the	Institute	with	some	regularity,	
rudderless	wealthy	people	who	were	trying	on	being	psychotherapists	for	a	while.		Mary	did	not	like	
these	folks.		So	much	was	so	new	to	me,	including	Mary’s	willingness	to	bestow	her	opinion	on	
different	people.	



	

	 11	

I	had	signed	up	for	the	week	with	an	important	agenda.		This	was	1971.		I	was	twenty-seven	years	old	
and	single.		I	felt	a	great	longing	to	be	married	and	I	wanted	to	find	out	what	was	“wrong”	with	me	
that	I	wasn’t.		I	also	wanted	to	dig	more	deeply	into	my	confusion	around	my	feelings	of	masculinity.			

In	regard	to	these	feelings	of	confusion	about	my	maleness	and	about	my	general	feeling	of	confusion	
in	life,	I	have	a	very	sweet	memory.		It	may	have	happened	in	this	workshop	or	another.	I	don’t	know,	
but	it	involved	Bob	and	me.		I	was	sitting	near	the	front	of	the	living	room	while	the	group	was	
gathering.	I	was	chatting	with	Bob	and	said,	“I’m	beginning	to	understand	that	I’m	smart.		What	I	
don’t	understand	is,	if	I’m	so	smart,	why	have	I	felt	so	confused	all	my	life.”		And	here	is	another	of	
those	moments.		Bob	simply	said,	“If	I	was	a	boy	and	had	had	a	father	who	never	talked	to	me,	I	
would	have	felt	confused	too.”		Game	over.		I	got	it.	

The	work	I	did	was	wrenching.		I	revealed	for	the	first	time	in	front	of	a	group	that	shortly	before	
going	to	my	first	year	of	college,	I	had	been	called	out	and	been	accused	of	being	gay.		I	wasn’t,	but	I	
was	one	super-sensitive	kid.		I	don’t	think	I	knew	the	difference.		I	just	knew	that	there	was	always	
“something	wrong	with	me.”	My	accuser	had	been	a	childhood	friend.		It	was	easily	the	most	terrible	
moment	of	my	life	and	had	haunted	me	for	years.		It	didn’t	help	that	I	went	to	an	all-male	
homophobic	college.		I	had	been	covered	in	shame	(Again,	Bob	would	have	said,	“No,	you	covered	
yourself	in	shame;”	and	he	would	have	been	right).	

	I	really	missed	my	month-long	group.		Here	again,	the	people	in	this	workshop	were	very	supportive,	
but	there	were	no	geniuses	in	the	room,	save	Bob	and	Mary.		Bob	was	very	kind	to	me	and	reassuring.		
That	was	really	good.		It	cracked	that	part	of	my	life	open.	That	was	not	resolved	in	one	session,	but	it	
opened	the	door.		Interestingly,	the	thing	I	thought	was	my	greatest	deficit	(my	sensitivity)	is	in	
actuality	my	greatest	gift	and	the	major	reason	I	can	write	this	today.			By	the	way,	as	I	write	this,	it	
does	not	feel	like	it	was	over	forty	years	ago.		As	I	write,	I	don’t	feel	as	if	I	am	in	my	seventies.		I	feel	
that	young	man	who	was	finally	beginning	to	find	his	tribe	and	was	full	of	life.	

--	

If	I	may	segue	again	for	a	moment,	I	went	to	see	my	first	teacher	and	mentor	at	Seminary,	David	
Steere	a	few	times	for	some	therapy.		Not	unlike	how	I	felt	coming	to	the	week-long	workshop,	I	
approached	David	in	the	hall	one	day	and	told	him	I	wanted	to	come	talk	to	him	about	something	
really	important.	I	think	I	made	some	reference	to,	“my	impotence.”		I	do	remember	I	was	looking	at	
my	feet	in	anticipatory	shame.		

To	me,	David	was	an	avatar	of	the	masculine	man	(amateur	tennis	champion	of	Louisville,	former	
football	player)	and	his	kind	had	not	historically	been	very	understanding	of	someone	like	me,	so	it	
took	some	courage	to	ask	him.		Of	course,	he	said	yes,	and	I	met	him	in	his	office	at	the	appointed	
time.		I	was	not	ready	to	share	my	scene	of	being	called	out,	but	I	did	tell	him	that	I	hated	a	portion	of	
myself.			

I	liked	the	part	of	me	that	was	adventurous	and	strong.		I	liked	the	part	that	went	hunting.		But	I	had	
this	other	part	of	me	that	seemed	weak	and	fragile.		I	was	so	easily	hurt.		I	was	so	sensitive.		Could	he	
please	help	me	(to	become	more	like	what	I	imagined	him	to	be)?		He	asked	me	if	I	was	willing	to	do	
something	a	little	strange.		I	said	absolutely.		I	trusted	him	and	I	was	loose.		I	was	game	for	any	new	
experience.		So,	he	asked	me	to	put	a	voice	from	my	strong	part	in	my	right	hand	and	my	weak	part	in	
my	left	hand.		OK.		Then	he	asked	me	to	let	the	two	of	them	talk	to	one	another.			
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I	had	an	animated	conversation.		Like	I	said,	I	was	loose.		My	right	hand	told	my	left	hand	in	no	
uncertain	terms	that	it	was	a	major	pain	in	the	ass.		My	left	hand	basically	agreed	and	was	very	
apologetic.		That	only	made	my	right	hand	even	angrier.		My	right	hand	told	my	left	hand	to	leave	and	
not	come	back.			

It	ended	with	me	sitting	there	in	front	of	David	with	my	right	hand	up	in	a	superior	position	above	
my	left	hand.		If	a	hand	could	glare,	then	my	right	hand	was	glaring	at	my	left	hand.		I	made	it	clear	
that	I	could	not	stand	this	portion	of	me.		In	that	position	I	looked	up	at	David,	because	I	was	stuck.	
Obviously,	my	left	hand	was	not	going	to	hop	up	and	leave	the	room.	

David	said,	“Can	you	think	of	any	other	possible	solution	than	getting	rid	of	your	left	hand,	that	
portion	of	yourself?”		I	looked	at	him	blankly,	which	was	accurate	because	my	mind	was	blank.		
Couldn’t	he	see	that	there	was	no	possible	solution	here?		I	had	this	crippled	unredeemable	part	of	
me	that	I	had	to	carry	around	and	it	caused	me	nothing	but	misery.		

	Sensing	he	might	know	something	I	didn’t,	I	looked	at	him	quizzically.		Slowly,	David	took	his	own	
two	hands	and	imitated	the	frozen	position	of	my	hands.		Then	he	raised	them	up,	so	they	were	both	
of	equal	height.	He	then	elegantly	put	them	together	intertwining	his	fingers.		Then	he	said,	“Well,	
you	could	put	the	two	together.”		That	would	have	never	occurred	to	me.		Ever.		Stunning.		And,	years	
later,	I	did.		Thank	you,	David.	

--	

The	week	was	not	all	grueling.		I	had	also	arrived	with	the	stated	intention	of	“curing”	whatever	it	
was	about	me	that	had	prevented	me	from	being	married.		Mary	engaged	me	for	most	of	the	work	
around	this	issue.		Having	heard	my	disgust	at	my	single	status	and	my	adamancy	that	I	wished	to	be	
married,	she	asked	me	to	do	a	gestalt	experiment.		It	was	not	unlike	what	David	had	requested	me	to	
do	with	my	two	hands.		Except	in	this	case	Mary	asked	me	to	stand	in	the	middle	of	the	living	room	
and	take	turns	being	both	sides	of	myself.			

She	asked	me	to	stand	to	my	left	and	be	the	part	of	me	that	wanted	to	be	married.		Then	she	had	me	
to	move	to	the	right	slightly	and	be	the	part	of	myself	that	did	not	want	to	be	married.		I	protested.		I	
wanted	to	be	married.		There	was	no	part	that	did	not.		Mary	asked	me	to	humor	her.		So,	I	took	the	
left-hand	side	and	made	an	eloquent	plea	for	my	desire	to	be	married.		Then	I	reluctantly	stood	to	the	
right.			

This	was	an	astonishing	moment	as	I	listed	all	of	the	compelling	reasons	why	I	most	definitely	not	
only	didn’t	want	to	get	married	at	this	time	in	my	life,	but	I	was	completely	reluctant	to	even	
countenance	such	a	thought.		I	was	astonished.		Mary	smiled.		Then	she	chuckled	and	I	chuckled	and	
then	the	whole	room	broke	out	laughing.		Oh!	That’s	why	I	wasn’t	married.		Three	years	later	I	did	get	
married.	It	was	on	the	front	lawn	of	the	Institute	with	Bob	and	Mary	looking	on	with	tears	in	their	
eyes.		But	that	is	in	another	chapter,	yet	to	come.	

On	the	fourth	or	fifth	day	of	the	workshop,	Mary	left	to	go	conduct	training	elsewhere.		This	was	
actually	a	seminal	moment.		It	was	like	her	own	coming	of	age	party.		It	is	hard	looking	back	to	
remember	that	these	two	people	who	were	to	become	so	well-known	and	who	would	fill	dozens	of	
month-long	workshops	with	participants	from	all	over	the	world	were	still	feeling	their	way.		This	
was	a	big	deal	for	Mary,	and	we	all	sent	her	off	with	lots	of	enthusiasm	and	encouragement.			
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After	all,	they	had	both	divorced	their	spouses	of	many	years	and	had	bought	this	large	property	on	
an	isolated	location	overlooking	a	small	farming	community.		They	had	paid	the	princely	sum	
(staggering	actually)	or	either	two	hundred	or	three	hundred	thousand	dollars.		There	was	no	way	
for	them	to	pay	their	debts	except	with	their	wits	and	charisma.		They	had	gone	all	in.		But	there	was	
no	guarantee	that	they	would	experience	the	kind	of	success	that	was	to	come	to	them.	

On	the	last	afternoon	of	the	week,	Bob	was	going	around	the	room	and	finished	up	the	loose	ends.		
With	less	than	an	hour	to	go	in	the	workshop,	I	told	him	I	had	something	very	important	to	work	on.		
Bob	cautioned	me	that	there	was	not	much	time	left.		I	told	him	I	would	be	quick.		They	never	went	
past	the	quitting	time.		I	needed	to	recreate	a	repeated	scene	from	my	life.		I	enlisted	a	few	members	
of	the	group	and	“sculpted”	the	picture	of	my	living	room	as	a	little	boy.		It	featured	my	father	asleep	
in	his	chair.		In	the	scene	I	am	expressing	to	him	how	angry	I	was	that	he	always	fell	asleep	and	never	
would	listen	to	me	or	see	me.	

I	replaced	the	person	who	was	playing	me	and,	again	on	the	floor,	I	began	to	plead	with	the	man	
playing	my	father	to	wake	up.		The	more	I	became	angry	the	more	loudly	the	person	snored	who	was	
playing	my	father.		At	some	point	Bob	appeared	on	the	floor	with	me	not	far	from	my	face.		He	said,	
“John,	how	much	longer	are	you	going	to	stay	angry	with	your	father?”		Then	I	said	something	that	
was	totally	spontaneous.		I	had	no	idea	this	was	inside	of	me.		I	looked	at	Bob	as	he	was	looking	at	me	
with	those	luminous	and	kind	eyes	and	I	said,	“But	Bob,	I	loved	him.”		

The	best	way	I	have	found	to	describe	what	happened	next	was	it	was	akin	to	being	hit	by	a	train.		I	
found	myself	lying	on	the	floor	weeping	from	an	inner	depth	I	did	not	even	know	existed.		A	tsunami	
of	bottled	up	pain	exploded	out	of	me.		Bob	sat	on	the	floor	with	me	saying	something	very	soothing	
and	knowing.		He	understood	pain	and	the	nature	of	his	presence	would	elicit	permission	for	it	to	
come.		He	really	was	genius.	

My	father	had	died	unexpectedly	and	suddenly	while	I	was	in	my	freshman	year	at	college.		It	was	the	
worst	time	of	my	life.		I	went	home	for	the	funeral	and	then	rushed	back	to	the	college	where	I	was	to	
be	Petrucio	in	the	Taming	of	the	Shrew.		I	was	still	in	shock	from	having	been	called	out	only	months	
before.		In	an	odd	way,	my	father’s	death	helped	because	I	then	had	a	reason	to	look	sad	and	it	
attracted	a	lot	of	kindness	from	my	classmates.		But	the	whole	episode	had	been	locked	within	me.		It	
had	been	there	for	years	and	suddenly	it	was	out.		I	was	beginning	to	understand	something	about	
the	power	of	catharsis.			

It	was	late	in	the	workshop	and	I	shortly	retook	my	chair	in	the	circle.		Bob	continued	around	the	
circle	helping	everyone	find	closure	to	their	week.		As	he	was	doing	this,	he	would	look	back	at	me	as	
I	was	sitting	there	with	tears	still	silently	streaming	down	my	cheeks.		At	one	point,	he	said,	“You	are	
a	beautiful	man,	John.”			I	remained	laser	locked	on	him	as	he	finished	up.	He	continued	to	make	
occasional	visual	contact	and	he	would	wink	at	me,	with	a	look	on	his	face	that	could	only	be	
interpreted	as	pride	and	tenderness.	My	goodness.	

So,	Mary	had	left,	and	Bob	finished	out	the	workshop.		Normally,	I	would	have	known	to	get	off	the	
property	immediately.		But	since	Mary	wasn’t	there	Bob	indicated	it	would	be	all	right	for	me	to	stick	
around	and	I	did.		He	and	I	ended	up	sitting	in	the	hot	tub	as	the	participants	packed	up	and	left	their	
rooms	to	go	home.		They	came	by	the	two	of	us	sitting	there	and	said	their	final	goodbyes.	As	always,	
I	felt	struck	by	Bob’s	expressed	warmth	and	his	sincere	caring	for	each	of	them;	the	same	he	had	
shown	throughout	the	workshop.		
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I	mentioned	this	to	him	and	expressed	my	admiration	for	the	way	in	which	he	liked	all	the	people	he	
worked	with.		He	agreed	with	my	observation.		He	told	me	he	believed	it	was	very	important	to	
express	warmth	to	people;	that	it	aided	their	transformation.		“But,”	he	said,	“There	is	no	one	in	this	
workshop	I	would	choose	for	a	friend.”		The	he	added,	“Well,	except	for	you,	of	course.”		This	was	
another	of	those	moments.		I	protested	slightly,	“You	are	so	warm	to	everyone.		It	feels	like	you	like	
them.”		“And	I	do,”	he	said.		“But	that	is	different	from	choosing	someone	for	a	friend.”		Then	he	
repeated	himself,	“They	are	all	nice	people,	but	I	wouldn’t	choose	to	be	friends	with	any	of	them;	
except	for	you.”		Do	you	know	the	phrase,	“gob	smacked?”		That	was	me;	in	the	best	possible	way.		

In	my	startle	I	put	my	big	toe	over	the	injection	port	in	the	hot	tub.		This	caused	the	water	to	spurt	
out	of	a	pressure	release	hole	in	the	top	of	the	wall	causing	a	small	fountain	to	appear;	splashing	
water	on	Bob.			With	humorous	insight	he	said,	“You’re	trying	to	wake	up	your	father	again.”	We	
laughed.	I	removed	my	toe	and	the	fountain	stream	subsided.		We	sat	and	talked	for	a	time.		Then	I	
finally	emerged,	packed	my	things	and	left	for	Berkeley.			I	had	a	very	good	ride	over	the	mountain.		
There	was	much	more	to	come.		Much	more.		
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