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"Community	is	life	lived	toward	each	other."

	--	Martin	Buber
	

	
	
I	was	born	April	18,	1931,	in	Philadelphia.	My	parents	were	Jewish	immigrants
from	central	Europe	at	the	turn	of	the	20th	century	(Clara	from	Romania,	Nathan
from	Hungary).	Both	were	about	3	years	old	when	they	arrived	in	the	United
States.	They	met	and	married	in	1925	in	Philadelphia	and	had	two	children,	June,
born	1927,	and	me.	They	separated	in	1942	and	divorced	several	years	after	that.
Nathan	remarried.	Clara	did	not.	
										
At	age	86,	this	bio	started	out	as	an	obituary	for	me.	Two	thousand	seventeen
was	not	a	good	year	health-wise.	It	was	in	many	ways,	the	worst	of	years,	and
then	transformed	into	the	best	of	years.	It	started	out	(in	Dec.	2016,	actually)	with
jaundice	and	surgery	for	a	blocked	bile	duct,	then	hospitalization	for	pneumonia,
then	a	diagnosis	of	pancreatic	cancer	with	a	prognosis	of	maybe	three	months	to
live.	Here	it	is	early	2018,	and	not	only	am	I	still	alive,	I	am	stronger	than	I	was	all
of	last	year.
	
What	I	see	emerging	is	that	it	seems	to	be	focused	on	my	history,	sometimes
active,	sometimes	passive,	as	community	minded,	an	idealist,	a	romantic,	a
visionary	--	inclined	toward	a	certain	amount	of	vulnerability,	impatience,
righteousness,	and	martyrdom.	

	
As	part	of	this	prelude,	I	thought	I	would	highlight	the	impact	of	a	few	of	the	key
persons	in	my	life	in	getting	to	where	I	now	am.
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Voyage	to	America
	
Everywhere	around	the	world/	they’re	coming	to	America
Got	a	dream	to	take	them	there/	they’re	coming	to	America.	

--Neil	Diamond,	America

On	May	1,	1901,	Sali	(Sarah)	Jung	(Young),	age	36,	and	six	of	her	seven	sons	–
Ferenz,	Simon,	Samm,	Bernat,	Sandus,	and	Nanda	(Nathan,	my	father,	age	3)	–
embarked	from	Rotterdam	on	the	S.S.	Amsterdam	for	the	transatlantic	voyage	to
America,	The	New	World.		Sali	(above	left)	was	the	birth	mother	only	of	Nathan,
my	dad.	The	mother	of	the	other	6	boys	had	died	in	child	birth,	and	Joseph	(above
right)	remarried,	making	Sali	their	stepmother.	Somehow,	they	had	managed	the
arduous	journey	from	Tisza	Lok,	in	Hungary,	all	the	way	to	the	port	city	in
Belgium.		They	sailed	for	twelve	days,	crowded	into	steerage,	with	hundreds	of
the	other	huddled	masses.		They	were	hoping	and	praying	they	would	be	met	at
Ellis	Island,	New	York	City,	by	my	grandfather,	Yitchok,	(Joseph)	Jung	(Young).
Joseph	had	been	helped	to	emigrate	to	the	U.S.	in	the	winter	of	1899	by	members
of	Congregation	B’nai’	Mordechai	Moses	Zvi	of	the	Lower	East	Side	of
Manhattan.		At	times	Yitchok	is	referred	to	as	“Rabbi”	Jung.	I’m	not	sure	how
broadly	that	term	was	used.	He	found	work	at	the	Wilson	Meatpacking	Plant	as	a
“schochet,”	one	who	slaughters	and	certifies	that	the	meat	is	kosher.		He	had	set
up	a	home	on	Goereck	Street	and	welcomed	Sali	and	the	boys	to	their	new
quarters.

Bob's	grandmother,	Sarah	Young Bob's	grandfather,	Joseph	Young
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Bob's	birth	announcement
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My	Parents

My	mom,	Clara,	and	dad,	Nathan,	each	had	a	certain	zest	for	life,	a	sparkle,	a
curiosity,	that	I	appreciate	all	the	more	as	I	approach	the	mystery	of	my	own	life
and	death.	Clara	had	a	lovely	singing	voice,	studied	piano,	and	was	a	member	of
choral	groups	as	a	young	woman.	She	always	had	a	song	in	her	heart.

Clara	and	Nathan,	8/2/25 Newlyweds,	1926,	Philadelphia
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My	Mother

Born	in	1898,	she	was	roughly	the	same	age	as	the	renowned	singer,	Marion
Anderson,	and	grew	up	at	1315	South	Street	in	Philadelphia.	It	was	just	a	few
blocks	from	Anderson	--	my	mom	in	the	largely	segregated	Jewish	community,
Anderson	in	the	segregated	Negro	community.	They	may	have	even	brushed
paths	as	young	women.	I	would	love	to	ask	her	now.	We	listened	to	Anderson,
Paul	Robeson,	Dorothy	Maynor,	and	Negro	spirituals	all	through	my	growing	up.
That	music	and	the	struggles	of	black	people	(“Nobody	knows	the	trouble	I’ve
seen;	nobody	knows	my	sorrow”)	touched	me	early	on.	To	some	extent,	I	also
learned	how	one	can	make	art	out	of	tragedy	or	comedy	with	dedication	and
intention.	I	saw	a	play	recently	at	the	Chrysler	Museum,	put	on	by	the	Virginia
Opera,	on	the	life	of	Anderson.	They	re-enacted	the	scene	of	Anderson	at	the
Lincoln	Memorial	singing,	“My	country	‘tis	of	thee,”	and	it	moved	me	to	tears.	I
shared	some	of	my	and	my	mom’s	history	with	Anderson	with	the	cast,	and	they
were	appreciative.	
	
My	mom	would	often	say,	“That	reminds	me	of	a	song,”	and	burst	into	the	lyrics,
anything	from	gospel	music,	opera,	or	pop	music	of	her	day	(“Yes,	we	have	no
bananas;	we	have	no	bananas	today”)	sometimes	in	front	of	my	friends,	to	my
embarrassment	as	a	teenager.	I	find	I	now	do	the	same	thing,	a	pattern	that
amuses	my	kids,	especially	in	that	I	sing	so	poorly.

Clara	Young Marion	Anderson,	1939



9

My	Father	and	Books
	
My	dad	had	a	good	head	on	his	shoulders.	He
usually	was	the	smartest	person	in	the	room.
Certainly,	he	was	with	me.	He	could	move	to	the
center	of	the	big	picture	issues	and	point	the	way
out	through	what	he	called	“the	eternal	verities.”
Growing	up	in	the	Jewish	ghetto	of	the	Lower	East
Side	in	Manhattan,	he	was	greatly	influenced	by
money	issues	and	by	the	labor	vs.	capital	debates
of	the	time.	He	was	one	of	the	913,693	who	voted
for	Socialist	Party	candidate	Eugene	Debs	for	U.S.
President	in	1920	while	Debs	was	in	prison.	Debs
was	behind	bars	for	violation	of	the	“Alien	and
Sedition	Law	of	1918.”		Debs	had	campaigned	for
labor	reforms.	He	opposed	militarism	and	our	entry
into	World	War	1.	Woodrow	Wilson,	whom	I	admire
in	many	ways,	nevertheless,	called	him,	“a	traitor	to
his	country.”
	
Books	were	more	than	plentiful	around	the	house.
My	dad	had	a	book	store	called	“The	Temple	Book
Store.”		Relatives	have	told	me	it	was	quite	a
hangout	for	students	and	book	lovers	–	always	a
few	comfortable	chairs	and	a	pot	of	coffee.	In	that
same	vein,	my	dad	and	I	had	a	kind	of	spiritual
connection	to	Leary’s	book	store	at	9th	and	Market
Street	in	Philadelphia.	Leary’s	was	“The	oldest	open
book	store	in	America.”	It	had	been	there	since
1836.	It	was	a	skinny	seven	story	building,	separate
from,	but	wedged	into,	a	corner	of	Gimbel’s
Department	Store.	On	the	façade,	they	had	a	huge
painting	by	Carl	Spitzweg	called	“The	Book	Worm.”
It	showed	a	man	teetering	on	a	step	ladder	in	front
of	a	library	of	books.	He	held	a	book	in	his	left	hand,
another	in	his	right,	and	a	book	between	his	legs.
Although	I	never	saw	my	dad	in	his	store,	I	can
picture	it	being	like	that.	Leary’s	had	piles	of	books
displayed	on	the	sidewalk,	on	long	tables,	for	sale
for	twenty-five	cents,	fifty	cents,	a	dollar.	I	loved
rummaging	there	with	my	dad.	Once,	he	picked	up
a	book	on	the	fifty-cent	table	and	said,	“Want	to
make	a	couple	of	dollars?”	I	said	sure.	He	said,
“Take	this	book	up	to	the	sixth	floor	to	the	History
department	and	ask	for	Mr.	Lewis.	Ask	him	if	he
would	like	to	purchase	this	book.”	I	did	so	and	Mr.
Lewis	quickly	scanned	the	book.	He	said	he	would
like	to	purchase	this	book.	He	said	it	had	an
interesting	title	and	told	me,	“OK.	I	will	give	you	a
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dollar	seventy-five	cents	for	it.”	Sold!	I	was	delighted	and	skipped	all	the	way
down	the	six	flights.	My	dad	explained	that	Leary’s	had	scouts	who	would
purchase	libraries	from	people	and	scan	them	quickly	for	items	of	value.	The
higher	sale	value	ones	they	would	shelve	inside	and	the	cheaper	ones	just	stack
out	on	the	tables.	My	dad	had	a	good	eye	for	the	value	of	a	book.	He	told	of
instances	where	he	would	spot	a	gem	on	the	stacks	and	turn	it	over	for	a	good
profit.	One	example	was,	in	going	through	the	stacks	on	the	table	he	found	a
skinny	little	book,	privately	printed,	called	“Dream	Drops	by	a	Dreamer”	by	Amy
Lowell.	He	quickly	scooped	up	Lowell’s	book	and	the	two	on	either	side,	paid	the
two	bucks	and	scurried	off.	He	took	them	to	a	rare	book	dealer	he	knew,	who
specialized	in	what	was	called	“Americana,”	and	offered	it	to	him.	The	dealer
thanked	him	and	gave	him	a	check	on	the	spot	for	two	hundred	fifty-five	dollars.
The	book	was	by	the	imagist	poet,	Amy	Lowell,	of	the	famous	New	England
Lowell	family.	Amy	had	written	it	on	her	thirteenth	birthday	as	a	present	for	her
friends,	and	the	family	had	seven	or	eight	copies	of	it	published	for	the	party.	

In	reading	an	early	draft	of	this	narrative,	my	step-son,	Mark,	said,	“Wouldn’t	the
ethical	thing	to	do	be	to	take	the	Lowell	book	back	to	the	store	owner	and	point
out	the	true	value	of	the	book?”	I	thought	about	it	and	agreed.	It	makes	one
ponder,	“How	far	does	one	go,	in	this	getting	and	spending	world,	with	his
ethics?”	Thank	you,	Mark.
	
Temple	University	opened	their	own	College	textbook	store	in	the	30s	and	my	dad
lost	a	lot	of	his	bread	and	butter	business.	He	had	to	close	his	store.	In	an

Nathan	Young	in	Times	Square,	1945
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interesting	coincidence,	Leary’s	closed	in	1969.		Temple	University	cataloged	and
purchased	the	Leary’s	contents	in	1976.	
	
Later,	my	dad	had	a	business	called	“Search	and	Research	Associates”	in	which
he	was	seeking	and	finding	rare	and	out	of	print	works	and	getting	them	to	a
grateful	recipient.	To	see	him	hold	a	book	was	like	watching	a	collector	lift	and
dare	touch	a	Rembrandt	–	feeling	the	quality	of	the	paper,	checking	the	binding,
identifying	the	font,	seeing	if	the	print	on	one	side	was	aligned	with	that	on	the
other	side,	etc.	Titles	included	social	change	works	such	as	Marquis	Childs’
Sweden,	the	Middle	Way’	(1936),	which	pointed	toward	reconciliation	of	the	labor/
capital	issues,	and	books	for	and	by	Scott	Nearing,	for	whom	he	was	searching.
Nearing	was	an	economist	who	helped	draft	the	first	graduated	income	tax
legislation	and	campaigned	for	child	labor	protections.	He	also	wrote	against
America’s	militarism	and	its	connection	to	capitalism.	He	had	been	fired	from	his
teaching	position	by	the	trustees	of	the	University	of	Pennsylvania	for	his
muckraking.	Coincidentally,	I	was	fired	by	the	same	university	50	years	or	so	later
for	similar	commissions.		I	heard	Nearing	speak	several	times.	He	lived	to	be	100.
He	decided	at	100	he	had	done	what	he	wanted	to	do	and	felt	he	had	become	a
burden	to	others.	It	was	time	for	him	to	die.	He	simply	stopped	eating.	His	wife
Helen	helped	him	through	this	transition,	and	wrote	of	it.	I	am	86.	If	I	become	a
burden	to	others,	I	plan,	also,	to	let	myself	die.

Divorce	and	the	Impact
	

My	mom	and	dad	split	up	in	1942,	with	my	mom	taking	me	back	to	Philadelphia
where	her	parents	and	several	family	members	lived	and	could	offer	her	support.
(We	had	moved	to	New	York	when	I	was	about	3.)	Unfortunately,	for	a	variety	of
reasons,	from	ages	11	to	18,	I	had	very	little	contact	with	my	dad.	I	accepted	this
passively,	and	for	several	years	seemed	to	thrive	in	the	new	setting.	At	the	same
time,	it	was	as	though	I	had	no	father	and	was	somehow	OK	with	that.	However,
when	I	got	to	be	14,	I	developed	this	speech	defect	wherein	I	couldn’t	seem	to	get
the	first	word	out	of	what	I	was	trying	to	say.	I	think	I	may	have	been	afraid,
unconsciously,	I	would	stutter.	Something	within	me	was	blocking	my	speech.	It
started	in	Sulzberger	Junior	High,	where	I	was	in	the	drama	club.	We	were
rehearsing	a	play	to	be	performed	in	the	school	assembly.	I	had	the	blocked
speech	phenomenon	show	up	and	didn’t	understand	what	was	going	on	and	was
very	frightened.	At	the	time,	I	didn’t	tie	this	to	a	stuttering	problem	I	had	at	about
6.	As	I	write	this	now,	I	see	a	number	of	connections	with	events	in	my	life	that	did
not	occur	to	me	at	the	time.	I	am	learning	from	myself	as	I	write	about	me.	I
dropped	out	of	drama	club	and	kept	this	sudden	inability	to	speak	out	to	myself.	I
did	not	tell	anyone.	I	did	not	ask	for	help.	I	will	write	more	on	this	later.
	
My	mom	remained	hurt	and	angry	at	my	dad.	I	can	well	understand	this	because
she	had	to	become	the	bread-winner.	My	dad	was	living	with	his	former	student,
Fritzi	Laden,	in	her	apartment	at	710	Lexington	Avenue	in	Manhattan,	and	my
mom	did	not	want	me	to	go	there.	At	18,	l	took	the	initiative	to	defy	my	mother’s
wishes	and	visit	my	dad.	He	was	living	with	Fritzi,	who	eventually	became	my
step-mother.	It	was	not	easy,	but	I	made	it	happen.	The	four	of	us	were	later	able
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to	reconcile	those	wounds	and	be	in	communication	until	the	death	of	each	of
them.	Being	able	to	take	that	initiative	of	going	against	the	grain	with	my	mother
and	reaching	out	to	my	father	and	“the	other	woman,”	was	very	important	to	my
well-being.	Later,	as	a	therapist,	it	was	very	useful	in	my	career	in	helping	others
get	past	their	“victimhood	thinking”	in	family	matters.

June,	My	Big	Sister
	
My	sister,	June,	was	three	and	a	half	years	older	than	I,	and	very	much	the	big
sister	when	I	was	younger.	The	story	goes	that	she	was	the	one	who	gave	me	the
name,	“Bobby.”	My	dad	had	a	young	black	man	of	that	name	working	for	him	in
the	bookstore.	Bobby	occasionally	looked	after	my	sister	who	had	been	dropped
off	there	by	mom	when	she	was	pregnant	with	me.	One	day	he	was	walking	June
back	to	the	house	from	the	store,	and	he	was	stopped	by	a	police	officer.	“What’s
a	black	man	up	to	with	a	little	white	girl?”	Bobby	tried	to	explain,	and	said	if	the
officer	will	take	them	back	to	the	bookstore,	my	dad	could	verify	that	this	was
legitimate.	Fortunately,	that	was	done	and	OK’d.	When	my	mom	and	dad	were
scrambling	for	a	name	for	me,	my	sister	offered,	“I	like	my	friend	Bobby.	Can	we
call	him	that?”	So	that	is	who	I	became.	Thank	you,	June	and	Bobby.

June	Young,	12,	by	Joe	PresserBob	and	June
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June	was	much	more	bookish	and	sophisticated	than	I.	When	I	was	about	3,	I
remember	her	asking	if	I	wanted	to	hear	a	“dirty	joke.”	I	didn’t	know	quite	what
that	meant,	but	I	had	the	feeling	that	it	was	some	kind	of	special,	secret	pact
between	us.	I	liked	that.	We	were	familiar	with	the	radio	jingle	for	the	breakfast
cereal,	Rice	Krispies.	My	sister	asked,	“Did	you	hear	about	the	illegitimate	Rice
Krispie?”	I	said	I	had	not.	“Lots	of	snap	and	crackle,	but	no	pop.”	I	didn’t	quite
catch	on,	but	I	still	appreciated	the	moment,	then	and	now.	
	
June	had	a	much	harder	time	in	my	parents’	split	up	than	I	did	and	wanted	to	get
away.		She	was	closer	to	our	dad	than	to	our	mom,	and	when	she	was	17	she	ran
away	from	home	and	reunited	with	him.	I	think	the	Childs'	book	and	some	Quaker
influences	may	have	been	a	strong	influence	on	her	in	deciding	to	move	to
Sweden	in	1946.	She	continued	to	be	a	big	sister	to	me	in	my	adult	life	and	we
became	dear	friends	as	the	years	went	by.	I	will	speak	of	her	more	later.	She
would	have	provided	welcome	commentary	for	me	–	including	corrective	–	on	this
remembering	and	writing	effort.	She	died	in	Sweden	in	2012	with	her	two	children,
Nina	and	Paul,	and	her	four	grandchildren	present.	After	a	service	in	Sweden,	Paul
and	son,	David,	and	niece	Hanna	brought	June’s	ashes	to	Virginia	Beach	and
scattered	them	in	the	Atlantic	Ocean,	which	would	have	been	her	wish.	We	had	a
lovely	memorial	service	at	the	Virginia	Beach	Friends	Meeting	house.	In	the
service,	I	had	3	chairs	on	the	stage,	one	for	me,	one	for	Bear	Baker,	a	sound
engineer	friend,	and	an	empty	chair	for	June,	with	a	big	photo	of	her	facing	me.
Bear	played	some	tapes	of	an	audio	interview	I	had	recorded	with	her	several
years	earlier.	In	the	interview	on	stage,	I	would	speak	to	the	empty	chair.	We
conversed	as	though	I	were	asking	her	a	question	as	though	she	were	sitting	with
us	and	Bear	would	cue	in	her	response	from	the	tape.	People	have	told	me	over
the	years	how	alive	that	service	was.
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Marriage	and	Family
	

I	met	my	first	wife,	Emily	Kimball,	in	1957,	through	our	Encampment	for
Citizenship,	social	change	connections.	We	were	married	in	1958	at	the
Philadelphia	Society	for	Ethical	Culture.		The	word	ethics	is	not	very	common	in
every	day	conversation.	And	to	think	of	it	as	part	of	the	name	of	a	religious
organization	is	even	more	unusual.	Yet	here	it	was	right	on	my	path	–	“The	Society
for	Ethical	Culture.”	The	Philadelphia	Society	had	raised	money	for	me	to	first
attend	the	Encampment	in	’53.	The	Society	leaves	the	questions	of	God	to	each
individual,	and	focuses	on	the	here	and	now	in	“Man’s	relationship	to	man.”	I	was
attracted	to	this	way	of	thinking	and	being,	and	was	invited	to	train	for	ministerial
leadership	in	the	Society,	but	I	declined.	Being	a	religious	leader	felt	like	too	tight
a	role	for	me.	I	have	three	children	from	my	first	marriage	to	Emily	–	Josh,	Kim,
Susan	–	and	one	grandchild,	Xavier.
	
Emily	was	and	is	an	energetic,	dynamic	woman	with	an	activist	inclination	that
partnered	with	mine	and	often	led	the	way.	For	our	honeymoon,	we	hitched-hiked
across	the	country	and	visited	her	Native	American	friend,	Tillie	Walker,	on	the
Mandan	reservation	in	North	Dakota	and	then	Emily’s	brother,	Ed,	and	family	in
Oregon.	Her	little	nephew,	Stephen,	would	later	tell	people	that	his	aunt	Emily
walked	across	the	country	with	her	thumb	sticking	out.	When	we	married	in	1958,
she	said	she	did	not	want	to	have	children	at	that	point,	because	she	was	focused
on	making	a	difference	in	her	career	in	intergroup	relations.	A	few	years	later	she
announced	she	was	now	ready	to	have	a	family	if	we	could	do	so.	We	did	so,	and
she	became	a	wonderful	mother	who	still	maintained	her	activist	core.	It	is	still	so.
	
In	1961,	Emily	and	I	were	doing	very	well.	We	each	were	fulfilling	a	satisfying
career,	we	had	bought	a	lovely	home	in	Powelton	Village,	and	we	were	in	good
health.	We	were	featured	in	the	neighborhood	newsletter,	“The	Powelton	Post.”
We	played	tennis	and	softball	and	biked	together,	and	I	played	competitive
basketball	several	times	a	week.	We	decided	it	was	now	time	to	have	children.	In
June	of	1962	our	son,	Josh,	was	born	at	Jefferson	Hospital	in	Philadelphia.	I	was
present	with	Emily	and	Dr.	Goldberger	for	the	birth.	That	experience	remains	one

3626	Hamilton	Street,	Powelton	Village	(Philadelphia)
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Emily,	Clara,	Bob	(back);	Kim,	Susan,	Josh	(front)

Fritzi	Laden,	Clara,	Emily	(back);	Nathan,	Josh,	Bob	(front)

Kim,	Josh,	Nathan,	Fritzi
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of	the	great	joys	of	my	life.	Two	years	to	the	day	of	Josh’s	birth,	daughter,	Kim
was	happily	born,	again	at	Jefferson	with	Dr.	Goldberger,	and	again	Susan,	two
years	after	that,	although	not	to	the	day.
	

	 	
Heath	Setback

	
Although	I	seemed	to	be	in	excellent	health,	in	the	early	1960s	I	was	having	some
trouble	with	my	lower	back,	probably	from	the	strain	of	playing	competitive
basketball.	I	was	seeing	Paul	Weiss,	a	resident	at	Osteopathic	Hospital,	for	spinal
manipulation.	Paul	was	a	friend	of	mine	from	my	old	neighborhood	days.	The
treatments	seemed	to	be	helping	in	that	I	could	function	and	continue	to	play.	One
day	in	the	fall	of	1964,	we	were	visiting	our	friends,	the	Dictors,	at	their	home	in
New	Jersey.	I	found	myself	completely	exhausted	for	no	reason	I	could	fathom.	I
had	an	appointment	with	Paul	at	Osteopathic	on	Friday	and	told	him	about	the
extreme	fatigue.	He	must	have	talked	to	his	supervisor	who	suggested	Paul
administer	an	EKG,	an	electrocardiogram.	I	was	feeling	a	good	bit	better,	and	I
went	home.	The	next	morning	Emily,	Josh,	Kim	and	I	were	scheduled	to	fly	to
Ithaca,	New	York,	to	spend	some	time	with	Nancy	Tenney,	Emily’s	best	friend,
and	her	family.	I	received	a	call	from	Paul’s	supervisor	that	I	needed	to	come	in	to
see	him	first	thing	Monday	morning.	I	told	him	we	had	tickets	to	go	out	of	town	for
several	days.	He	would	not	tell	me	what	was	going	on,	but	was	emphatic	that	I
should	not	travel.	I	explained	the	situation	to	Emily.	We	decided	that	she	and	the
kids	would	go	up	there	on	their	own,	and	that	I	would	join	them	when	and	if	I
could.	I	called	Dr.	Reuben	Coppermen,	our	family	doctor,	and	he	agreed	to	see
me	right	away.	I	told	him	the	doctor	was	not	specific,	but	he	seemed	to	imply	that
I	had	had	a	heart	attack.		He	laughed.	“You,	a	heart	attack?	No	way.”	He	set	up
the	EKG	machine.	As	he	looked	at	the	results,	he	seemed	to	turn	pale.	I	remember
my	reaching	down	to	pick	my	gym	bag,	which	was	on	the	floor	beside	me.	“Here,
let	me	get	that	for	you,”	he	said,	as	he	placed	the	bag	on	the	counter	next	to	us.
“Bob,	you	have	a	myocardial	infarction,	a	heart	attack.	I	need	to	get	you	into
hospital	right	away.”	
	
He	made	arrangements	for	me	to	be	admitted	to	Presbyterian	Hospital,	close	to
our	home,	and	I	went	straight	from	his	office	to	be	admitted.	I	think	he	called
Emily	and	told	her.	Later,	Emily	and	I	agreed,	that	whatever	was	going	on,	she	and
the	kids	should	continue	with	the	plans	to	Ithaca.	I	would	be	well	taken	care	of	in
the	hospital.	I	would	let	her	know	more	as	information	became	more	available.	I
was	hospitalized	for	several	days	for	testing	and	observation.	I	seemed	to	be
doing	fine	and	thought	I	would	likely	be	discharged	with	plans	for	further
outpatient	treatment,	assessment,	and	follow	up.	Things	did	not	go	as	I	had
hoped.	The	hospital	sent	a	cardiac	specialist,	Dr.	Dupler,	to	examine	me.	Dr.
Dupler	confirmed	that	the	incident	was,	indeed,	an	infarction,	and	that	I	should
remain	in	the	hospital	for	at	least	another	week	for	observation	and	further	testing.
Emily	and	the	kids	returned	from	Ithaca	in	that	next	week.	I	had	a	second-floor
room	with	a	window	and	access	to	the	courtyard.	I	remember	the	family	visiting
me	from	down	below	in	the	courtyard,	and	having	a	conversation	through	the
open	window	with	two-and-a-half-year-old	Josh	about	what	was	going	on.
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Marriage	to	Marguerite
	
Through	my	second	marriage	to	Marguerite	Schell	in	1974	I	have	two	step
children	–	Cynthia	and	Mark,	and	one	grandchild,	Caroline.	Marguerite	passed
away	at	home	in	January	of	2015	under	the	care	of	the	same	hospice	to	which	I
am	attached.	I	love	the	closeness	I	have	with	each	of	my	5	children	and	2
grandchildren,	and	the	connection	they	feel	toward	each	other.	
The	seven	of	them	also	have	shaped	my	life	in	so	many	beautiful	ways	and	have
become,	in	part,	the	loving	caretakers	of	an	aging	me	in	this	time	of	our	lives.
There	is	so	much	to	say	about	that,	but	it	is	for	another	paper.
	
My	second	wife,	Marguerite,	was	different	in	many	ways.	She	was	not	into
demonstrations	or	causes.	She	was	an	introvert	and	focused	more	on	the	quality
of	her	relationship	with	me,	with	her	children	and	a	few	close	friends.	She	often
spoke	of	our	home	as	a	“sanctuary”	rather	than	as	an	“open	house,”	as	in	my	first
marriage	and	in	my	parents’	home.	This	beautiful	waterfront	home,	in	which	I	now
continue	to	live,	mirrored	her,	and	would	not	have	become	a	reality	without	her
leadership.	She	was	an	artist	not	only	in	the	beautiful	watercolors	she	left	behind,
but	in	her	whole	approach	to	the	aesthetics	of	life.	This	is	an	every	day	gift	she
has	bequeathed	me.

Bob	and	Marguerite	in	front	of	their	home	in	Virginia	Beach
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The	Forties:	Pivotal	Years

I	have	had	many	mentors	and	partners	in	life	who	always	seemed	to	show	up	just
when	I	needed	them.	How	does	the	universe	know	how	to	do	that?	You	will	meet
some	of	them	in	the	following	pages.
	
I	grew	up	healthy	and	athletic.	I	mentioned	earlier	I	had	a	stuttering	problem	at	5
or	6.	It	seemed	to	show	up	when	I	left	the	easy	rhythm	of	kindergarten	with	Miss
Lucy	and	Miss	Tweedy	and	moved	into	the	harsh	reality	of	first	grade	with	Miss
Burt.	She	was	very	strict.	It	seemed	like	she	was	singling	me	out	and	being	mean
to	me.	I	began	to	stutter	and	began	peeing	in	my	pants	in	class.	One	day	Joyce
Bernstein	raised	her	hand	and	hollered	out,	“Miss	Burt,	Bobby	peed	is	his	pants
again.”	Miss	Burt	called	my	mom,	and	she	intervened	on	my	behalf.	Miss	Burt
gave	me	permission	to	go	to	the	bathroom	whenever	I	needed	to,	without	having
to	raise	my	hand	and	ask	for	permission.	Special	treatment	–	privilege	–	worked	in
the	short	run.	Still,	my	speech	then,	was	in	a	hurry.	My	mom	helped	me	get	to
speech	clinic	in	Brooklyn.	I	learned	to	ride	the	New	York	subways	on	my	own,
transfer	from	the	IRT	to	the	BMT	and	all	that	grown	up	stuff.	Nice	people	at	the
clinic.	I	recall	the	big	signs	on	the	wall,	in	New	York	Times	style	script	that	said
Slow	and	Easy.	Remembering	to	say	those	words	to	myself	when	I	am	anxious
remains	a	steadying	influence	to	this	day.	As	I	described	earlier,	in	8th	grade,	after
being	very	outspoken	and	active	as	a	student,	I	had	some	speech	issues	show	up
again,	not	as	stuttering	but	as	a	kind	of	inhibition	in	getting	the	first	word	of	a
sentence	started.	Unfortunately,	I	didn’t	ask	for	help,	and	that	anxiety,	covered
over,	held	me	back	to	some	extent	all	through	high	school.

Quaking	Aspens	watercolor	by	Marguerite
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I	was	struggling	internally	with	what	was	going	on	inside	of	me,	and	at	times	some
aspect	of	it	would	just	burst	out	externally	in	a	way	that	sometimes	didn’t	work
out	so	well.	I	recall	an	incident	in	10th	grade	English	class	with	Mr.	Resnick.	He
was	talking	to	us	about	patterns	of	meter	in	poetry.	I	caught	on	to	the	gist	of	it
pretty	quickly.	The	first	written	assignment	was	something	like,	“Write	a	4-line
poem	in	the	form	of	iambic	pentameter.”	I	was	working	on	the	assignment,	and
the	muse	or	something	positive	and	creative	took	over.	I	began	pouring	my	heart
out	in	a	long	autobiographical	poem	that	filled	the	page	and	more.	I	wondered
where	that	came	from	and	was	awed	at	what	I	had	done.	I	looked	forward	to
turning	it	in	and	did	so.	A	day	or	so	later	it	came	back	to	me.	There	was	no	grade,
and	just	a	one-word	comment	–	a	big	X	with	the	word	NO.	Maybe	he	thought	I	did
not	understand	the	assignment	he	had	given	and	that	I	had	just	copied	some
poem	from	somewhere.	I	don’t	know,	but	I	know	I	felt	crushed.	
	
Unfortunately,	I	did	not	speak	up	on	my	behalf,	and	I	imagine	in	his	thinking	I	had
not	completed	the	assignment.	So,	with	my	getting	an	“incomplete”	for	the	first
assignment,	there	was	no	way	I	could	get	an	A	in	freshman	English.	Another	side
effect	was	that	I	guess	he	and	I	both	wrote	each	other	off	emotionally,	giving	up
on	any	teacher-student	connection.	On	my	own,	to	show	I	had	some	smarts,	I
was	playing	with	poems	and	meter	and	came	up	with	following:	

Trochaic	monometer	on	the	antiquity	of	the	species	homo	sapiens
A’	dam.		

																
Trochaic	dimeter	on	the	antiquity	of	the	species	tic

A’	dam	had’	em.
	

Still	not	iambic	pentameter,	but	not	bad.	Of	course,	I	kept	this	new	learning	locked
into	myself.			
	
From	time	to	time	there	were	some	A	moments	also.	Because	I	was	doing	so
unevenly,	I	was	not	placed	in	college	prep,	top	of	the	line	classes.	I	was	with	the	B
and	C	kids.	Good	people.		In	spite	of	that	classification,	we	did	have	some
inspiring	teachers	at	times.	One	was	the	head	of	the	English	Department,	Dr.
Kaplan.	Dr.	Kaplan	loved	the	material	he	was	teaching	and	he	loved	to	show	his
enthusiasm	for	it.	He	would	sometimes	move	around	the	room,	between	the	rows,
and	speak	or	read	something	directly	to	us.	We	were	studying	Shakespeare	and
reading	Hamlet.	He	had	the	book	in	his	hand	although	he	seemed	to	have
memorized	every	line	of	the	play	and	didn’t	need	the	text.	In	the	next	moment,	I
looked	up	and	there	he	was	right	in	front	of	me,	above	me.	I	knew	Shakespeare
fairly	well,	but	I	never	had	let	him	in	fully.	Dr.	Kaplan	was	looking	me	in	the	eye,
and	offering,	to	be	or	not	to	be,	that	is	the	question.	Whether	‘tis	nobler	in	the
mind	to	suffer	the	slings	and	arrows	of	outrageous	fortune,	or	to	take	arms	against
a	sea	of	trouble	and	by	opposing,	end	them.	Wow.	The	words	leapt	off	his	lips	and
the	page.	At	some	not	fully	conscious	level,	I	also	was	Hamlet,	confused,
distraught,	and	unable	to	take	action.	William	Shakespeare	and	my	teacher	were
speaking	directly	to	me.	It	was	thrilling.	Reflecting	on	this,	I	see	that	Dr.	Kaplan
inspired	me	to	reach	out	and	speak	out	in	my	learning	and	teaching.	I	feel
saddened	that	I	never	did	thank	him	for	that,	and	for	all	the	others	who	came	into
my	life	and	gifted	me.	Thank	you	all.
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In	1948,	my	mom	dragged	me,	a	somewhat	confused,	reluctant	17-year-old,	to
attend	a	rally	for	former	Vice-President	Henry	A.	Wallace.	Wallace	was	now
campaigning	for	President	on	the	Progressive	Party	ticket.	Wallace	had	been
bypassed	as	a	presidential	candidate	by	the	“cold	war,”	Democratic
establishment	in	1944	for	his	progressive,	leftist	leanings.	Performing	at	the	rally
for	Wallace	at	the	Academy	of	Music	in	Philadelphia	was	one	of	my	life-long
heroes,	Paul	Robeson,	the	world-renowned	Shakespearean	actor,	operatic	and
gospel	singer,	and	civil	rights	warrior.	I	admired	his	singing,	but	at	that	point,	as
an	ardent	sports	fan,	my	draw	to	him	was	as	one	whom	sports	writer	Grantland
Rice	called	the	greatest	athlete	of	all	time.	My	mother	loved	Robeson’s	music	and
knew	he	was	one	of	my	heroes	through	sports.	She	encouraged	me	to	come	back
stage	with	her	to	shake	the	hand	of	that	giant	of	a	man.	What	a	memorable
moment	that	is	for	me.	Also	performing	was	Pete	Seeger,	whom	I	got	to	know	well
in	later	years,	encouraging	everybody	to	“sing	along	for	peace	and	freedom.”	I
caught	the	fever	and	joined	the	crowd	to	rise	up	singing	with	Pete,	something	my
high	school	buddies	would	have	thought	never	could	have	happened.	
	
Wallace	had	a	long	and	distinguished	career	in	agriculture	and	government
service.	He	was	concerned	about	the	dangers	of	atomic	energy	in	light	of	the	cold
war	rhetoric	and	burgeoning	militarization.	Wallace’s	message	made	sense	to	me
then	and	now.	To	discredit	him,	he	was	labeled	a	communist,	which	he	was	not.
Had	FDR	died	a	few	months	earlier	than	April	of	1945,	vice	president	Wallace
would	have	become	the	33rd	president	of	the	United	States,	at	least	temporarily.
How	different	the	next	50	years	might	have	been	had	he	been	able	to	stay	in	that
role.
	
I	was	an	inconsistent	student	in	high	school	and	graduated	in	the	middle	of	my
large	class	at	Overbrook	High	School.	All	Hilltoppers	stand	up	and	holler.	In	1949,
maybe	related	in	some	way	to	taking	the	initiative	to	reconcile	with	my	father,	my
speech	problems	dropped	away.	In	again	reviewing	the	draft	of	this	material,	I	am
reminded	that	the	speech	problem	cleared	up	at	6,	when,	pretty	much	on	my	own,
I	took	the	subway	from	Manhattan	to	Brooklyn	and	asked	for	and	accepted	help.
And	it	cleared	up	at	18	when	I	spoke	up	to	my	mother	and	restored	my	father	to
me.	Now	it	occurs	to	me	that	when	in	1930,	in	the	depression,	my	mother	was
very	worried	about	how	to	put	enough	nickels	together	to	make	room	for	me.	She
had	gone	to	a	family	friend	–	a	physician,	Jack	Rosen	–	and	asked	for	an	abortion.
In	a	trance	in	a	Sufi	workshop	some	years	ago,	it	was	the	unborn	Bobby,	who

Paul	Robeson,	Rutgers	All-American,	1918
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spoke	up	to	the	doc	in	his	office,	and	said,	“Don’t	do	it	Jack.	I	want	to	live.”	I	was
not	aborted.	I	lived.	I	came	to	be	loved.	As	I	write	this,	I	see	that	it	is	part	of	my
deeper	nature	that	calls	on	me	to	speak	up	for	myself	and	for	others,	against	all
odds.		

	
College,	The	Army	and	Discharge

	
I	wanted	to	avoid	the	draft	in	the	Korean	“peace	action,”	and	decided	to	apply	to
college.	I	was	able	to	get	into	Penn	State,	a	remarkably	inexpensive,	fine
university.	It	was	easy	to	get	a	deferment,	a	privileged	white	guy.		I	waited	tables
and	worked	my	way	through	the	4	years	of	college.	The	experience	at	Penn	State
has	endeared	me	to	free	public	education	at	all	levels.	I	was	a	somewhat
inconsistent	student,	shining	at	times	and	slacking	off	at	others.	I	wanted	to	take
in	the	whole	of	college	life,	not	just	focus	on	being	a	scholar.	I	am	glad	I	did	it	that
way.	I	did	well	enough	to	have	the	head	of	the	English	Department,	Brice	Harris,
encourage	me	stay	in	the	Department	and	get	my	master’s,	but	I	declined.	I
graduated	in	1953	and	was	drafted	into	the	army	later	that	same	year	just	before
the	Korean	War	was	over.	
	
In	1952,	in	college,	I	heard	Martin	Buber,	whom	I	quote	at	the	start	of	this
biography	and	again	at	the	close.	Buber	was	introduced	by	Dr.	Dengler,	the	head
of	the	philosophy	department,	whom	I	admired	a	great	deal	through	knowing	him
in	the	literary	club,	“Belles	Lettres.”		He	raved	about	Buber	and	said	how
important	he	is	to	20th	century	thought.	I	didn’t	understand	much	of	what	Buber
said	at	that	time.	Dengler’s	intro	meant	more	to	me	than	what	Buber	said	to	us.
Buber	has	come	back	into	my	life	as	I	work	on	this	piece.	I	identify	with	his	kind	of
Judaism,	working	from	the	early	1900s	to	create	a	peaceable	kingdom	in	the
Middle	East	rather	than	a	piece	of	territory	that	God	gave	to	the	Jews	to	own.	I
find	he	now	speaks	to	and	for	me	when	I	am	at	my	best.	Look	him	up.
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I	was	fortunate	while	in	the	service,	and	specialist	third	class	(corporal)	Young
(“US	552336348,	Sir!”)	was	able	to	obtain	a	position	as	a	teacher	and	supervisor
in	the	Corps	of	Engineers	at	Fort	Belvoir,	Virginia	(ironically,	I	landed	there,	in	that	I
had	been	a	literature	major	in	college,	and	engineering	was	far	afield	from	my
interests	or	talents).	A	basic	training	buddy	of	mine	in	Camp	Pickett,	Virginia,
Eddie	Johnson,	was	drafted	at	18-years-old,	right	off	the	farm	in	Wilmar,
Minnesota.	No	deferment.	He	was	a	quiet,	gentle	tow-haired	hard-working	kid,
“The	kind	of	kid	who	wins	wars,”	the	CO	said.	I	was	sent	to	Fort	Belvoir	to	a	desk
job.	He	was	sent	to	Korea	to	fight.	He	was	killed	there.	We	won	the	war.	I	have	a
tribute	poem	to	him	in	my	book.
	
Rheumy
	
Without	even	looking,
I	found	a	four-leaf	clover
this	morning,	Memorial	Day,	in	my	front	yard—
amidst	the	dandelions,	crab	grass
and	Southern	Belle	fescue.
Jumped	right	out	at	me.
Reminded	me	of	basic	training
Camp	Pickett,	Virginia.
“All	I	wanna	see	is	assholes	and	elbows,”
Sgt.	Renko	bellowed.
I	was	closeby	Eddie	Johnson,	quiet,
gentle,	tow-haired	kid	from	Wilmar,	Minnesota.
“The	kind	of	kid	that	wins	wars,”	the	CO	said.

	
We	were	“policing	the	area”	in	this	sorry
field	of	ragtag	goldenrod.
Eddie	kept	pulling	up	four-leaf	clovers.
“Where?	Where?”	I	kept	whimpering,
being	citified,	and	rheumy-eyed	in	all	this.
He’d	just	mumble,	keeping	real	close	to	the	ground,
like	Renko	wanted,	“There.	There’s	one.”
Along	with	some	old	Coke	bottles,	used-up	Trojans
and	four	Tru-Flite	golf	balls,
he	must’ve	picked	seven	or	eight	of	them.
Gave	me	one	for	good	luck.
All	these	years	I’ve	been	looking	for	one	of	my	own.
Never	found	it	’til	now.

	
Eddie	.	.	.?	He	got	his	brains	blown	out	in	Korea.
We	won	the	war.
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Opportunistically,	I	also	played	basketball	and	softball	for	the	company	team	and
wrote	for	the	company	paper,	excusing	me	from	both	KP	and	guard	duty.	The
army	brought	me	a	wonderful	mix	of	races	and	classes	and	lifestyles.	I
appreciated	that	aspect	of	it.	Although	I	was	successful	in	my	21-month	military
career,	I	became	acutely	aware	of	the	futility	and	tragedy	of	war—	supposedly
performed	in	“The	name	of	God	and	country.”	In	1954,	while	in	the	service	during
the	McCarthy	era,	I	was	investigated	by	the	counter-intelligence	corps	(CIC)	for
my	anti-war	leanings.	I	was	somehow	cleared	and	returned	to	service.	Others	had
been	court-martialed	or	imprisoned	for	less.		I	have	written	extensively	on	this
experience,	finding	much	dark	humor	in	the	investigation,	such	as	when	the
stenographer	at	the	CIC,	taking	down	every	word	I	uttered,	became	a	live	person
and	more	than	a	machine,	and	asked	me	about	my	so-called	alias,	Charlie	Brown,
from	the	Peanuts	comic	strip.	“Sir,	how	do	you	spell	‘Snoopy,’	the	comic	strip
dog?	‘Snoopy	or	Snoopie?’”	I	said,	“With	a	Y,	of	course.	Don’t	you	read	the
funnies?”

After	my	discharge	in	1955,	I	was	able	to	use	the	GI	Bill	to	obtain	both	my
master’s	degree	in	social	work	from	Bryn	Mawr	College	in	1957,	and	also	much	of
the	expense	in	obtaining	my	doctorate	in	social	work	from	the	University	of
Pennsylvania	in	1971.	I	was	one	of	the	privileged	in	that	I	had	more	take-home
money	with	the	GI	Bill	and	a	child	welfare	grant	than	I	was	earning	full-time	as	a
social	worker.		Thank	you,	fellow	tax	payers	and	legislators	for	giving	me	these
opportunities.	I	have	done	my	best	to	repay	you.	In	my	career,	I	was	a	clinician,
supervisor,	teacher,	and	community	organizer.	I	taught	at	Bryn	Mawr,	Penn,
Virginia	Commonwealth,	Norfolk	State,	and	Old	Dominion	universities.

Bob	"U.S.	52336348	Sir!"
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Social	Work
	
In	September	of	1955,	I	moved	from	a	world	in	the	army	of	all	men	to	the	Bryn
Mawr	School	of	Social	Work.	Bryn	Mawr	was	a	prestigious	women’s	college
which	was	open	to	men	in	the	graduate	programs.	I	was	one	of	4	men	in	my	class
of	about	20,	and	one	of	2	unmarried	ones.		From	a	man’s	world	of	“Army	Strong,”
I	was	welcomed	into	the	feminine	mystique	of	strong,	intelligent	women.	Quite	a
contrast.	I	want	to	report	briefly	on	the	two	interviews	of	the	admission	process.
The	first	was	with	a	faculty	member	named	Ruth	Oliver.	Miss	Oliver	was	an
attractive	woman,	probably	in	her	mid-thirties.	She	taught	clinical	practice.	She
was	outgoing	and	friendly,	but	I	could	feel	that	I	was	being	interviewed.	I	was	not
in	conversation	with	her.		I	was	not	accustomed	to	being	asked	such	personal
questions	in	such	a	direct	way.	I	remember,	as	I	talked	about	my	family,	she
asked	me,	“Who	are	you	closer	to,	your	mother	or	your	father?”	Where	did	that
kind	of	question	come	from?	I	was	suddenly	very	uncomfortable.	In	a	way,	I	felt
like	telling	her	that	was	none	of	your	business.	In	another	way,	I	could	begin	to
see	that	it	fit	me	well,	and	it	was	a	useful	“clinical”	question	for	me	to	look	at	if	I
wanted	to	be	able	to	come	into	this	field	of	helping	people	with	their	stuck	places.
Later	she	and	I	laughed	together	about	that	moment	of	inquiry.	The	other
interview	was	with	the	Dean,	Miss	Marion	Hathway.	Miss	Hathway	was	a	small,
frail,	elderly	woman	who	still	had	a	lot	fire	in	her.	I	took	to	her	immediately.	I	had
heard	a	few	positive	things	about	her,	but	actually	knew	very	little.	I	knew	she	had
come	to	the	School	of	Social	Work	from	the	University	of	Pittsburgh.	I	think	I	had
heard	that	she	had	known	a	number	of	the	early	settlement	house	social	work
women	pioneers	such	as	Jane	Addams,	Lillian	Wald,	and	Edith	Abbott.	The	time
with	her	was	much	more	community	and	social	change	oriented,	and	much	less
on	my	psychological	roots.		Although	I	could	see	the	value	of	the	other,	I	was
much	more	comfortable	with	this	conversation	with	her.		
	
I	had	so	much	to	learn	from	and	with	each	of	these	two	women,	and	it	was	clear	I
had	found	my	way	to	the	right	place.	Again,	I	was	fortunate	that	the	GI	Bill	was
paying	for	my	very	expensive	tuition,	books,	and	a	small	stipend.		
	
I	am	a	little	startled	at	how	open	the	Dean	was	with	me.	I	was	told	later	that	she
had	campaigned	openly	for	Henry	Wallace	for	President	in	1948,	and	that	she	had
been	asked	to	leave	Pitt	because	of	that.	I	do	not	recall	that	topic	coming	up	for
discussion,	but	at	some	level	it	may	well	have	been	in	the	room.		It	brought	me
back	to	hearing	Wallace	in	1948	while	in	high	school.	I	can’t	remember	the
context,	but	I	recall	her	looking	me	in	the	eye,	and	saying.	“Mr.	Young,	if	you
believe	in	something,	never	quit.	Hang	on	until	you	are	fired.”		For	better	or	for
worse,	I	seemed	to	have	taken	her	advice	wholeheartedly	in	my	career.
Unfortunately,	Miss	Hathway	died	later	that	year,	and	the	School	never	seemed	to
have	the	same	depth	to	me	after	that.	
	
The	two-year	master’s	program	in	social	work	was	set	up	wherein	the	student
spends	three	days	each	week	in	field	work	in	a	social	work	practice	agency	and
two	days	in	classes.	The	field	placement	to	which	I	was	assigned	was	with	Jewish
Family	Service	(JFS).	There,	as	I	moved	into	social	work	practice,	I	met	another
remarkable	woman	who	had	an	enormous	positive	effect	on	me,	Mollie	Spector,
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my	supervisor.	Master’s	level	social	work	agencies	in	the	Philadelphia	area	had
two	large	competing	programs,	Bryn	Mawr	and	Penn.	Mrs.	Spector	was	a
graduate	of	Penn,	and	JFS	had	a	sprinkling	of	students	from	both	programs.	I	was
interested	in	the	likenesses	and	the	differences	of	the	two.	In	the	community	Bryn
Mawr	was	often	referred	to	as	the	“diagnostic”	school,	and	Penn	as	the
“functional.”	The	clinical	base	at	Bryn	Mawr	was	more	of	a	Freudian	medical
model	of	diagnosis	and	treatment,	and	Penn	was	rooted	more	in	the	older	social
service	model.	The	way	that	played	out	at	Penn,	was	in	the	idea	that	the
community	recognized	a	common	human	need,	and	had	created	a	social	service
“agency”	to	meet	that	need.	The	social	worker	represented	the	community	and	–
through	the	agency	–	was	there	to	serve	the	client,	rather	than	treat	the	patient.
The	work	was	in	the	social	worker’s	service	“function.”	The	idea	of	a	clinical
“Private	Practice”	in	social	work	would	have	been	seen	as	an	anathema.	Yet	that
is	what	has	emerged	as	the	dominant	model	today,	with	a	clinical	social	worker
requiring	a	license	to	practice,	to	file	for	insurance	reimbursement	for	treatment,
and	now	is	competing	with	psychiatrists	and	psychologists	for	patients.	
	
The	core	of	the	clinical	base	differed	also.	Freud	saw	the	“unconscious”	as	the
home	of	the	pathological	and	as	a	dark	and	frightening	place	that	should	be
opened	only	under	the	care	of	one	trained	in	psychoanalysis.		Some	of	Freud’s
inner	circle,	such	as	Carl	Jung,	did	move	beyond	those	guidelines.	One	of	that
group	was	Otto	Rank,	who	reportedly	was	the	closest	to	Freud	early	on.	Rank	saw
in	the	unconscious	not	just	pathology,	but	also	the	creative	energies.	I	will	write	in
more	detail	on	this	later	as	I	talk	about	being	part	of	the	doctoral	program	in	social
work	at	Penn.

Otto	Rank	and	Sigmund	Freud
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Rank	wrote	extensively	on	this.	One	of	his	best-known	works	was	titled	Art	and
Artist,	on	the	well-springs	of	the	creative.	Many	writers	and	artists,	such	as	Anais
Nin	and	Henry	Miller,	sought	him	out	for	therapy.	Virginia	Robinson	and	Jesse
Taft,	the	two	women	responsible	for	establishing	the	psychological	base	brought
Rank’s	work	to	Penn.	Theorists	and	existentialist	practitioners	such	as	Carl
Rogers	and	Rollo	May	credit	Rank	for	their	patient	as	person	approach.	That	idea
fascinated	me	and	I	saw	in	it	a	glimmer	of	an	opening	to	be	less	fearful	of	the	dark
shadow	of	my	unconscious.		It	later	influenced	my	decision	in	1965	to	work
toward	my	doctorate	in	social	work	at	Penn	rather	than	at	Bryn	Mawr.		One	way	it
appears	for	me	here	and	now	is	the	presence	of	“the	muse”	as	I	am	inspired	as	a
writer,	poet.	Surely	that	comes	from	somewhere	in	me	beyond	the	pathology	in
my	mind	and	body.	And	from	somewhere	beyond	my	rational	being.	I	can’t	will	it
to	come.	I	just	have	to	surrender	to	it.		
	
Mrs.	Spector	was	well-schooled	in	the	likeness	and	difference	in	the	two
approaches	and	seemed	to	be	able	manage	the	integration	of	them	easily.	We
talked	about	the	idea	of	“person	in	situation,”	which	incorporated	both	the	clinical
and	the	social	service	aspects	of	the	service	to	the	client.	We	worked	very	hard
together.	She	put	a	lot	into	her	supervision	of	me.	One	of	the	traditions	of	that
time	was	what	was	called	“process	recording.”	With	each	client	interview,	I	was
expected	to	write	out	a	detailed	“he	said;	she	said”	narrative	of	what	transpired	in
the	session.	For	the	most	part	I	enjoyed	this	task.	I	was	learning	from	my	own
writing,	and	I	was	feeling	more	connected	to	each	client	as	we	dug	deeper	into
their	lives.		If	my	supervision	conference	with	Mrs.	Spector	was	scheduled	for
Friday	morning	I	was	expected	to	get	my	notes	and	questions	to	her	by
Wednesday	afternoon	so	she	could	prepare	for	our	session.	She	was	always
prepared.	I	found	I	sometimes	was	not.	We	discussed	this	as	it	was	happening,
and	I	offered	to	try	to	do	better.	At	a	certain	point,	trying	was	not	enough.	She
said	to	me	quietly,	“Mr.	Young.	If	you	do	not	have	your	recordings	up	to	date	by
Friday,	I	will	recommend	that	you	get	no	credit	for	this	entire	semester’s	work.”	I
really	heard	that.	I	realized	that	“tough	love”	can	be	offered	very	effectively,
conversationally,	without	a	whole	lot	of	drama	attached.	It	worked.	I	got	my	paper
work	caught	up,	even	though	it	meant	a	certain	amount	of	working	overtime.	It	is
still	a	struggle	for	me	stay	with	something	until	it	is	finished,	but	I	am	better	at	it
thanks	to	that	intervention.	
	
Although	we	obviously	cared	for	and	liked	each	other	a	great	deal,	Mrs.	Spector
taught	me	a	lot	about	the	possibility	of	maintaining	both	distance	and	closeness
at	the	same	time	in	relationship.	She	always	referred	to	me	as	Mr.	Young	and	set
the	expectation	that	she	was	Mrs.	Spector.	We	never	became	Bob	and	Mollie.		I
remember	at	an	agency	all	day	retreat,	on	a	break,	she	and	I	were	teammates	in	a
tennis	game.	On	one	exchange,	she	made	a	hard	forehand	that	was	not
returnable.	I	did	a	double	take	and	blurted	out,	“Great	shot,	Mrs.	Spector.”	She
nodded,	smiled	and	responded,	“Good	volley,	Mr.	Young.”	When	we	parted	in
May	of	1956,	I	asked	if	I	could	give	her	a	hug.	She	said	“of	course.”	We	did	so.
That	hug	went	to	the	marrow	of	my	bones.	I	wish	I	had	stayed	in	touch	with	her.
Thank	you,	Mrs.	Spector.
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My	second-year	placement	in	1956	was	at	the	Children’s	Aid	Society	(CAS),	a
foster	care	and	adoption	agency	with	a	prestigious	history	that	went	back	to	the
1800s.	The	Bryn	Mawr	School	of	Social	Work	was	very	much	oriented	toward	a
medical	model	of	intervention,	as	was	CAS,	more	so	than	a	social	service	model.
The	model	was	not	so	much	a	prescription	drug	medical	model	as	it	was	a
psychoanalytic	treatment	model	focused	on	the	doctor	helping	the	patient	release
the	suppressed	and	repressed	unconscious	material.	I	was	doing	work	that	was
satisfying.	I	was	respected	by	my	supervisor,	Miss	Donadello,	and	other	staff,	and
my	salary	of	something	like	$3,500	annually	was	adequate.	I	got	my	master’s
degree	from	Bryn	Mawr	in	1957	and	was	invited	to	stay	on	at	CAS	as	a	social
work	“caseworker.”	There	were	lots	of	jobs	for	master’s	level	social	workers,
especially	for	a	male	like	me.	
	
While	I	was	there,	CAS	hired	a	psychiatric	consultant	named	Ferdinand	Bonan,	a
psychoanalyst	from	the	Philadelphia	Psychoanalytic	Institute.	He	offered	a	series
of	mandatory	seminars	on	human	sexuality.	Dr.	Bonan	was	somewhat	of	a
showman,	and	I	think	he	liked	to	shock	his	mostly	middle	aged,	unmarried,	female
audience	with	very	titillating	details	of	human	sexuality	and	oedipal	fantasies.	I
must	admit	he	shocked	me	to	some	extent	as	well.	I	was	unmarried,	and	relatively
inexperienced	in	discussing	sexuality	beyond	locker	room	stories.	He	kind	of
singled	me	out,	and	we	got	to	know	each	other	to	some	extent.	In	reflecting	on
this,	I	don’t	know	what	was	going	on	for	him,	but	I	can	see	that	I	was
uncomfortable	letting	him	in.	I	was	still	very	much	afraid	of	my	unconscious,	and	I
feared	he	knew	things	about	me	that	I	didn’t	know	about	myself.	In	reflecting	on
this,	I	think	I	was	afraid	that	he	could	hurt	me	with	that.	Now,	from	a	safe	distance
of	more	than	50	years,	it	is	both	painful	and	humorous	to	look	back	at	that
experience.	The	norm,	at	that	time	for	persons	in	my	field	in	Philadelphia,	was	that
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it	was	important	to	spend	time	in	psychotherapy	oneself.	That	way	you	could	cast
the	demons	out	of	your	own	moat,	and	not	project	your	own	unfinished	business
onto	others.	Psychoanalysis	was	not	just	for	persons	who	were	mentally	ill,	it	was
recommended	for	everyone	who	wanted	to	do	this	work.	So,	partly	out	of	fear	and
partly	out	of	quest	for	growth,	I	decided	to	go	into	psychoanalysis.	

Psychoanalysis
	
Dr.	B	encouraged	me	to	commit	to	psychoanalysis,	and	he	suggested	a	therapist
at	the	Institute	on	49th	Street,	close	to	my	home.	In	1956,	I	did	as	he	suggested.
Before	long	I	was	with	my	“shrink,”	Robert	W.	Myers,	MD,	at	7:30	AM,	five	days	a
week.	I	remained	for	five	years.	I	was	flat	on	my	back,	on	a	black	leather	couch,
staring	at	the	ceiling	panels,	and	he	was	seated	behind	me.	It	was	not	an
interactive	process.	At	times,	I	would	wonder	if	he	were	there	at	all.	In	retrospect,	I
wonder	if	the	design	of	not	being	face	to	face,	eye	to	eye,	was	structured	to
minimize	the	risks	of	the	transference	counter-transference	phenomenon.	It
certainly	seemed	to	work	that	way.	I	would	try	to	engage	him	in	conversation	and
he	would	not	respond.	I	would	call	out	to	him	and	he	would	not	answer.
Occasionally,	I	would	cry,	and	he	would	not	respond.	It	was	as	though	he	stepped
out	of	Freud’s	statement,	“The	doctor	should	be	opaque	to	his	patients,	and	like	a
mirror,	show	them	nothing	but	what	is	shown	to	him.”	What	I	learned	through	that,
the	hard	way,	was	that	no	one	else	was	going	to	have	the	answers	for	me,	there
was	no	one	to	rescue	me,	even	when	I	felt	desperate.	Not	even	to	offer	a	nod,	or	a
smile	of	support,	or	a	pat	on	the	back.	With	him	not	engaging	with	me	I	had	to
keep	coming	back	to	within	me	with	what	was	next.	I	learned	that	I	do	have	the
capacity	to	learn	from	speaking	out	and	listening	to	the	layers	of	myself	that
emerged.	In	several	years	of	being	with	him,	I	learned	to	unlearn	some	of	my	fears
and	to	learn	I	can	face	my	fears	and	anger	and	come	out	okay.	
	
It	also	demonstrated	to	me	that	I	do	have	a	creative	aspect	to	my	unconscious,
along	with	the	darker	one.	That	work	was	and	is	immensely	helpful	to	me	in
continuing	to	examine	my	own	life	and	in	helping	others.	I	do	not	recommend	the
psychoanalytic	method,	however.	I	believe	the	doctor-patient	therapeutic
relationship	is	extremely	important	and	can	be	a	more	open,	interactive	one,
without	becoming	so	deeply	enmeshed	in	the	transference	–	counter	transference
quicksand	that	was	a	big	part	of	Freud’s	early	concerns.	
	
I	met	my	first	wife,	Emily,	in	1957,	and	we	decided	to	marry	in	April	of	1958.	I	was
27	and	she	was	the	same	age.	Dr.	Landis	suggested	against	it,	saying	I	should
wait	to	make	such	a	big	decision	until	I	had	completed	my	analysis.	I	went	ahead
without	his	approval,	although	he	seemed	to	accept	it	once	it	was	“fait	accompli.”
In	retrospect,	should	I	have	waited?	What	differences	would	that	have	made	in	my
life	as	it	unfolded?
	
In	the	summer	of	1960,	I	was	called	into	the	office	of	Mrs.	Norma	Craythorne,	the
director	of	clinical	services.	Mrs.	Craythorne	informed	me	that	“The	Agency”	had
been	concerned	for	some	time	about	my	behavior	and	practice	with	both	clients
and	staff.	I	was	being	terminated,	effective	immediately.	Seemingly	out	of
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nowhere	I	was	being	fired	from	my	job.	I	could	hardly	believe	it.	I	had
signed	letters	acknowledging	the	high	quality	of	my	practice	from	Miss
Donadello,	technically	my	supervisor	in	the	Agency	chain	of	command,	my
peers	had	chosen	me	to	represent	them	on	the	personnel	policies
committee	that	met	with	the	Board	of	Directors,	and	I	had	copies	of	hand-
written	notes	from	Dr.	Elizabeth	Lawder,	the	Director,	thanking	me	for	my
good	service	to	the	agency	and	in	the	community.	I	asked	if	Miss
Donadello	was	involved	in	this	decision.	Mrs.	C.	said	that	Miss	D.	had	been
away	and	had	not	been	involved.	I	asked	if	this	was	to	take	effect
immediately.	She	said	yes.	I	asked	about	my	clients,	closing	with	them?
She	said,	“The	Agency”	will	take	care	of	that.	Don’t	let	the	door	hit	you	in
the	back.
	
Beyond	the	shock,	and	the	anger	–	of	which	there	was	plenty	–	it	occurred
to	me	early	on	that	the	Agency	did	not	have	a	very	good	case	for	firing	me
and	for	doing	it	so	abruptly.	What	was	really	going	on?	I	asked	Mrs.
Craythorne	if	the	brief	exchange	between	Dr.	Lawder	and	me	at	a	recent
staff	meeting	had	been	a	factor	in	this	decision.	Mrs.	Craythorne	replied
that	she	was	not	in	a	position	to	speak	further	on	the	details.	What	had
happened	a	few	months	earlier	was	that	Dr.	Lawder	had	commented	at	a
recent	staff	meeting	that	the	Personnel	Policies	committee	would	be
meeting	with	the	Board	committee	in	the	near	future	to	work	out	the	details
in	regard	to	personnel	policies	for	the	coming	year.	One	of	the	staff	asked	if
she	had	any	idea	of	the	plans	for	salary.	She	replied	that	Mr.	Young	was
the	staff	social	work	representative	to	meet	with	the	Board	committee,	and
after	that	meeting,	the	entire	plan	would	be	presented	to	the	staff.	Since
she	had	brought	me	in	the	mix,	I	saw	that	as	an	invitation	to	speak	up.	I
said	something	like	this,	“Well,	the	way	this	seems	to	work	is	that	the
agency	we	are	closest	to,	and	competitive	with,	is	JFS.	JFS	has	a	union,
and	the	union	negotiates	each	year	with	their	board	for	benefits.	The
history,	as	I	understand	it,	is	that	the	recommended	salary	is	usually	a	little
higher	than	the	previous	year,	maybe	$3,500	annually	for	social	work
beginning	staff.	Then	we,	here,	look	at	those	numbers	and	make	ours	a
little	higher	to	remain	competitive.	Dr.	Lawder	bolted	from	her	chair,	and
interrupted	me.	“Mr.	Young,	I	will	not	allow	you	to	make	a	union	speech.”	I
remained	quiet.	I	thought	to	myself,	“Whoa,	I	must	have	hit	some	really	hot
button.”	Nothing	more	was	said	on	this	at	the	meeting.	Outside,	to	be	sure,
there	was	a	lot	of	buzzing.	In	a	few	weeks,	the	meeting	with	the	Board	did
take	place,	and	everything	played	out	just	as	I	had	described.	I	think	the
salary	went	up	from	$3,500	to	$3,700.	As	I	mentioned,	Mrs.	C.	declined	to
comment	on	the	impact	of	that	staff	meeting	exchange	on	this	decision	to
terminate	me.	
	
Emily	was	supportive	of	me	in	this	and	wondered	how	I	lasted	so	long	with
those	“B’s.”	I	knew	a	little	of	the	National	Association	of	Social	Work
(NASW)	committee	which	involved	what	might	be	considered	“ethics
violations,”	and	I	decided	to	look	into	that.	The	committee	was	set	up	to
explore	client	complaints	against	a	practitioner	or	practitioner	complaints
against	an	agency.	It	was	called	the	“Committee	of	Inquiry.”	As	it	turned
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out,	a	close	friend	of	ours,	Brad	Fraley,	served	on	that	committee.	I
approached	Brad	on	this.	He	was	not	in	a	position	to	advise	me,	but	he	did
steer	me	to	access	those	procedures	for	filing	a	complaint.	As	I	mentioned
elsewhere,	I	am	something	of	a	“pack	rat,”	and	I	had	an	extensive	file	of
commendation	from	the	Agency,	including	the	hand-written	notes	of	praise
from	Dr.	Lawder.	My	photo	was	featured	on	the	cover	of	a	brochure
promoting	the	Agency’s	work.
	
The	Committee’s	format	was	more	formal,	suggested	that	their	focus,	in
the	inquiry,	was	whether	the	Agency	used	proper	professional	standards,
such	as	having	documentation	of	evaluations,	giving	proper	notice,	giving
the	employee	an	opportunity	to	take	corrective	action	where	needed,	etc.
In	each	case	they	had	failed	to	do	so.	The	Committee	recommended	in	my
favor,	including	paying	me	for	vacation	that	they	were	going	to	withhold
from	me,	paying	me	for	several	weeks	salary	for	notice	to	terminate,	and
the	big	one,	to	include	my	rebuttal	in	any	correspondence	they	sent	out
that	might	pertain	to	the	termination.	Failure	to	do	so	would	lead	to
“sanctions”	from	NASW.	I	was	vindicated	and	could	move	on.	
	
Now	to	find	a	job.	It	turns	out	that	was	easy.	One	of	the	Philadelphia
community	agencies	with	whom	I	had	contact	was	called	Southern	Home
for	Children.	It	was	a	residential	treatment	center	for	adolescent	boys	and
girls.	I	had	two	clients	placed	there	and	visited	with	them	there	frequently.	I
loved	working	with	the	staff	and	clients	in	that	milieu,	which	was	informal,
both	serious	and	light-hearted,	and	included	individual,	group,	and	family
therapy	and	a	hands-on	approach	with	the	clients	that	included	play	and
chores.	The	Director	of	Professional	Services,	Don	M.	Harris,	and	I	had
become	close	friends	and	colleagues.	When	I	told	him	what	had	happened
at	CAS,	he	wrote	a	5-page	glowing	letter	of	recommendation	to	the
Committee,	and	offered	me	a	job,	on	the	spot,	at	a	bigger	salary	and
benefits	than	I	was	getting	at	CAS.	To	be	sure,	I	accepted	the	offer	and
worked	there	from	December	of	1960	until	August	of	1964,	when	I	left	to
pursue	doctoral	studies	at	Penn.	These	were	the	most	satisfying	years	of
my	professional	career.
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Doctorate	at	Penn
																																													
While	working	on	my	doctorate	and	teaching	at	Penn,	I	was	introduced	more
deeply	to	the	work	of	Otto	Rank.	I	joined	the	Otto	Rank	Association,	subscribed	to
their	Journal,	heard	Anais	Nin	speak	and	had	a	chance	to	meet	her.	I	met	Virginia
Robinson,	the	editor	of	the	Journal,	who,	with	Jesse	Taft	brought	Rank’s	theory
base	to	Penn	social	work	practice.	Rank	built	on	Freud’s	work,	but	also
championed	that	the	unconscious	was	the	source	of	the	creative	as	well	as	the
pathological	in	us.	This	idea	was	a	godsend	to	me.	Philadelphia	was	the	home	of
the	Psychoanalytic	Institute,	and	was	very	much	the	center	of	psychoanalytic
theory	and	practice.
	
The	music,	lyrics,	and	life	experience	of	James	Taylor	became	very	popular	in	the
late	60s	and	1970	and	continue	to	this	day.	He	does	a	lot	of	this	work	in
partnership	with	important	woman	songwriter/performers,	such	as	Joni	Mitchell,
Carly	Simon,	Carole	King.	That	aspect	of	the	feminine	is	also	a	strong	part	of	his
appeal.	In	1969,	I	was	drawn	to	his	song,	“Fire	and	Rain.”		The	more	it	danced
around	in	my	head,	the	more	I	wanted	to	examine	it.	I	began	studying	Taylor	and
his	life	and	learned	that	he	came	from	a	prominent	North	Carolina	family.	His
father	was	a	physician	on	the	faculty	at	the	medical	school.	He	left	home	and
made	his	way	to	New	England	and	became	dependent	on	drugs.	He	was
depressed	and	suicidal	and	was	a	patient	in	a	mental	hospital	there.	All	of	this	is
implied	in	the	song	lyrics.	What	the	actual	facts	are	in	the	matter	is	not	fully	clear,
some	of	which	he	has	discussed,	some	of	which	has	been	written	about	by	others
who	have	their	own	spin	on	it.
	
I	love	the	process	of	getting	involved	in	a	catchy	tune,	jumping	into	the	lyrics	and
the	layers	of	meaning	there,	and	then	going	back	to	the	melody	with	even	deeper
fascination.	And	I	love	sharing	that	material	and	process	with	others.		In	teaching
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and	as	a	therapist,	I	was	employed	in	a	somewhat	formal	setting	where	there	was
a	culture	that	had	certain	forms	and	boundaries	of	professional	behavior.	My
nature	seems	to	be	to	both	use	and	break	away	from	those	boundaries.	If	I	were
meeting	with	students	in	a	classroom	or	clients/patients	in	a	clinical	setting,
questions	related	to	depression,	suicide,	hospitalization,	etc.,	might	be	front	and
center.	I	discovered	that	making	reference	to	Taylor’s	song	created	a	new
pathway	for	examining	the	“mental	status”	data	facing	us.	I	found	I	can	use	my
own	investment	in	this	process	to	help	the	“other”	open	him/her	self	to	be	more
open	in	doing	the	work.	I	struggle	to	discipline	my	own	enthusiasm,	so	that	the
process	remains	alive	for	the	other.	
	
The	title	of	the	song,	“Fire	and	Rain,”	grabs	our	attention	immediately.	He	says	he
has	seen	fire	and	he	has	seen	rain,	as	have	we	all.	Here	is	the	layered	aspect	that
is	in	the	background.	Each	of	these	elements	can	be	both	creative	aspects	and/or
destructive	aspects.	Fire	can	cook	and	heat,	fire	can	burn	and	destroy,	etc.	I	say
this	is	layered	because	unless	we	have	actually	been	involved	in	a	fire	that
destroyed	our	home,	or	are	in	a	flood	zone	that	created	a	need	to	evacuate,	it	may
not	occur	to	us	to	engage	beyond	the	surface	layer.
	
The	lyrics	take	us	deeper	into	some	material	that	others	have	written	about,	to	a
woman	friend	who	took	her	own	life	while	hospitalized,	to	imploring	Jesus	for
help,	to	speaking	of	“flying	machines	in	pieces	on	the	ground,”	which	some	have
said	is	the	name	of	a	band	he	had	been	part	of	that	had	broken	up.	Without
delving	into	the	layers,	the	tune	remains	pleasant	on	the	surface.	And	with	most
students	or	clients/patients,	the	popular	music	opens	a	pathway	to	important
work	on	growing	the	personhood.
	
One	of	the	things	I	did	with	this	material	is	created	a	kind	of	potpourri	of	melody,
song	lyrics	and	contrasting	psychological	theory	in	the	form	of	theater	that	several

James	Taylor	and	Joni	Mitchell
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students	and	I	performed	at	several	venues	within	the	School	and	at	conferences
and	workshops.	I	created	a	rigid,	by	the	book	character,	“Dr.	Categories,”	who
met	with	a	patient,	James.	Dr.	C.	didn’t	seem	to	acknowledge	the	person
underneath	the	symptoms.	He	created	a	treatment	plan	–	assessment,	diagnosis,
treatment,	outcome	–	that	was	very	dark.	By	contrast,	I	created	a	character	who
was	more	like	the	existential	approach	of	the	teaching	of	the	Penn	School	of
Social	Work	of	“person	in	situation.”		This	approach	looked	for	the	creative	in	the
unconscious	as	well	as	the	pathological.	For	the	interventions,	I	used	words	by
teachers	such	as	Otto	Rank,	Carl	Rogers,	Jung.	Sprinkled	throughout	the	text
message	was	the	recorded	music	of	artists	such	as	Taylor,	Joni	Mitchell,	Carole
King,	Carly	Simon,	etc.	The	product	was	not	very	hi	tech,	but	it	was	effective	in
demonstrating	that	there	is	a	person	inside	that	barrage	of	symptoms.	And	it	was
a	lot	of	fun.		
	
Working	in	the	same	vein,	while	teaching	at	the	EVMS	Department	of	Psychiatry,	I
was	enchanted	by	listening	to	the	music	and	lyrics	of	a	popular	song	by	Don
McLean	called	“Vincent.”	It	was	also	called	“Starry,	Starry	Night,”	the	title	of	one
of	his	most	famous	paintings.		I	prepared	a	lecture	seminar	in	1971	on	“The	Artist
as	Mental	Patient”	for	the	medical	students.	I	told	them	I	was	a	psychiatrist,
named	R.	Eleazer	Jung,	a	Hebraic	version	of	my	name.	I	asked	them	to	pick	up
where	I	had	left	off	in	doing	a	mental	status	exam	and	in	developing	a	treatment
plan	on	a	patient	I	called	“V.”	I	did	not	reveal	that	the	patient	was	Vincent	van
Gogh.		I	identified	the	patient	as	about	35.	He	was	dirty	and	disheveled	and	was
recovering	from	a	serious	suicide	attempt.	He	was	hallucinatory	and	delusional.
He	is	currently	unemployed	other	than	doing	“God’s	bidding.”	He	was
accompanied	by	his	brother,	“T,”	a	well-dressed	business	man,	who	appears	to
have	entered	into	the	patient’s	delusions	because	he	reports	that	one	day	“the
world	will	be	sorry	that	the	patient	was	treated	this	way,”	and	that	“he	will	be
famous.”	He	cries.	
	
I	asked	the	students	to	write	out	their	impressions,	including	material	from	the
“Diagnostic	and	Statistical	Manual”	(DSM),	including	the	axes	that	pertained.	I	told
them	that	if	they	wished	they	could	submit	their	written	material	to	me,	not	for	a
grade,	but	for	my	written	feedback.			We	had	a	lively	discussion	in	which	most	of
the	comments	were	of	the	nature	of	needing	more	information	from	the	patient
and/or	brother.
	
Then	I	told	them	that	the	patient	was	Vincent	Van	Gogh.	There	was	an	audible
gasp	in	the	room.	I	asked	if	they	were	familiar	with	Don	McLean’s	1971	song,
“Vincent.”	Most	of	them	were.	A	technician	helped	me	show	the	lyrics	on	the
screen	accompanied	by	the	music	and	15	of	Van	Gogh’s	paintings	that	tied	in	the
material	on	the	screen,	including	the	“Starry,	starry	night”	reference	and	the	1889
portrait	of	him	with	the	lacerated	ear.		As	you	might	imagine,	the	discussion
became	very	much	alive	at	that	point.	A	few	of	them	complained	that	“they	had
been	tricked,”	which	I	acknowledged.	Several	said	then	and	afterward,	they
learned	a	lot	today	about	themselves	and	about	the	doctor/patient	relationship.
That	it	helped	them	to	see	the	lyrics	on	the	screen	accompanied	by	the	music	and
15	of	Van	Gogh’s	paintings	that	tied	in	the	material	on	the	screen,	including	the
“Starry,	starry	night”	reference	and	the	1889	portrait	of	him	with	the	lacerated	ear.
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I	also	used	lyrics	and	music	by	many	others,	such	as	Janis	Ian’s	“At	17,”	(I	learned
the	truth	at	seventeen/that	love	was	made	for	beauty	queens).	and	“Society’s
Child,”	(on	interracial	dating;	banned	at	first	and	then	largely	because	of	that
became	big	hit);	Cat	Stevens,	Harry	Chapin,	Helen	Reddy,	Laura	Nyro,	Carole
King,	Louis	Armstrong,	Marvin	Gaye,	etc.

	
Very	Important	Years	and	Experiences
	
I	participated	in	a	national	program	called	the	Encampment	for	Citizenship.	The
(EFC)	was	started	in	1946	by	Algernon	D.	Black	of	the	New	York	Society	for
Ethical	Culture	and	a	prominent	civic	leader,	Alice	K.	Pollitzer,	as	an	opportunity
for	“young	adults	of	many	religious,	racial,	social	and	national	backgrounds	to
learn	the	principles	and	techniques	of	citizenship.”	The	Encampment	grew	rapidly
into	a	nationally	prominent	organization,	attracting	socially	conscious	youth	from
all	backgrounds	and	gaining	support	from	Eleanor	Roosevelt,	John	F.	Kennedy,
Martin	Luther	King,	Jr.,	and	many	others.	I	attended	the	Encampment	three	times
–	in	1953	as	a	camper;	1957	as	volunteer	staff;	and	in	1965	in	Berkeley,	California,
as	paid	staff,	with	my	wife	and	two	kids	along.	Over	these	years,	I	met	Dr.	King,
Pete	Seeger,	and	many	leaders	of	the	civil	rights	movement	there.	One	of	the
sponsors	of	the	Encampment,	Mrs.	Roosevelt,	invited	us	100	youthful

Van	Gogh's	Starry	Night Van	Gogh's	At	Eternity's	Gate
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participants,	from	all	over	this	country	and	other	nations,	to	lunch	at	her	home	in
Val	Kill,	New	York,	in	1953.	We	were	such	a	heterogeneous	group,	and	she	was
obviously	delighted	to	be	with	us.	She	was	positive	and	optimistic	in	her
presentation.	She	had	on	a	ruffled,	powder	blue	dress	and	she	looked	so	much
more	attractive	than	in	the	photos	of	her.	It	is	burned	in	my	memory,	of	my	being
seated	on	the	lawn	a	few	feet	in	front	of	her.	This	event	was	featured	in	a	New
York	Times	photo-story.	In	this	ideal	setting,	I	felt	uneasy	at	the	moment	about	the
state	of	racism	out	there	in	the	“real	world.”	I	said	something	like,	“I	feel	troubled
about	where	we	are	today	on	racial	and	cultural	differences.	I	don’t	think	we	will
ever	be	able	to	bring	about	change.”	She	leaned	toward	me,	her	blue	eyes	aglow,
smiled,	and	spoke	soothingly	to	me.	“Young	man,	never…	is	very	a	long	time.”	
	
I	met	Rev.	Martin	Luther	King	in	the	summer	of	1957	at	the	Encampment	for
Citizenship	in	Riverdale,	New	York,	at	the	Ethical	Culture	Fieldston	School	where	I
was	a	volunteer	staff	member.	King	was	not	well	known	at	the	time.	Rev.	King
was	only	28.	Algernon	Black,	the	education	director	who	introduced	him,	said,
Pay	attention	to	this	young	man.	I’m	sure	you	will	be	hearing	a	lot	from	him.	We
sat	under	a	tree	and	talked	quietly	together.	I	was	impressed	with	Rev.	King’s
openness	and	the	way	in	which	he	tied	together	the	civil	rights	movement	with
non-violence	and	the	peace	movement,	a	conviction	that	cost	him	dearly	with
both	black	and	white	militants.	What	a	young	man.	What	a	moment.	He	spoke
softly.	He	made	the	connection	of	American	racism	to	war	and	colonialism,	a
stance	that	initially	made	him	quite	unpopular	among	some	black	civil	rights
leaders	as	well	as	whites.	They	thought	it	was	safer	to	stay	with	the	issue	of	race.
In	subsequent	years	my	family	and	I	were	very	much	a	part	of	activities	that	were
central	to	his	work,	including	being	with	him	in	several	demonstrations,	a	few
times	with	my	wife	with	our	children	on	our	back	or	in	our	arms.
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Pete	Seeger	came	to	EFC	in	the	summers	of	1953	and	1957	and	spoke	to	us	in
song.	That	way	of	his	being	reminded	me	of	my	mom.	I	later	had	Seeger,	when	he
was	performing	in	Philadelphia	at	Penn’s	Palestra	in	1966,	as	a	guest	in	our	home.
One	of	my	most	fond	memories	is	of	my	4-year-old	son,	Josh,	playing	“Three
Blind	Mice”	on	his	recorder,	accompanied	by	Pete	on	guitar.	The	Encampment	in
1965	in	Berkley,	California,	was	quite	a	summer,	with	so	much	happening	next
door	from	us	on	Dwight	Way	at	the	USC	Campus.	We	hardly	needed	any	kind	of
formal	curriculum.	We	could	walk	across	the	street	and	be	part	of	it	all,	live	and	in
person.	
	
	
Philadelphia	–	Powelton	Village
	
Growing	up	in	West	Philadelphia,	I	lived	a	few	miles	south	of	what	came	to	be
called	“Powelton	Village.”	With	public	transportation	so	good,	we	never	owned	or
had	need	for	a	car	growing	up,	but	I	used	to	ride	through	those	city	blocks	on	the
#38	bus	into	downtown	Philly.	William	Penn’s	“City	of	Brotherly	Love”	ran	from
the	Delaware	River	west	to	the	Schuylkill	River.	It	is	so	important	for	cities	to	be
able	to	breathe,	and	even	in	the	1600s	Penn	seemed	aware	of	that.	Philadelphia
was	a	remarkable	“greene	country	towne”	of	a	city.	Each	block	was	approximately
1/8-mile-long.	Every	8	blocks	in	Penn’s	plan	there	was	a	city	park	or	square	(later
called	Penn,	Logan,	Washington,	Franklin,	Rittenhouse).	One	city	planner	called
these	parks	“the	lungs	of	the	City.”	I	have	a	photo	of	me	as	little	kid	sitting	on	the
Billy-goat	Statue	in	Rittenhouse	Square.		“Ride’em	cowboy.”		And	then	of	me
doing	the	same	thing	sixty	years	later.	The	numbered	streets	of	the	city	ran	north
and	south	and	the	lettered	streets	east	and	west,	with	Market	Street	in	the	center
running	from	river	to	river.	So,	if	you	were	at	30th	and	Market	you	knew	you	were
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30	blocks	west	of	the	Delaware,	and	right	on	the	bank	of	the	Schuylkill.	Powelton
was	just	across	the	Schuylkill.	
	
In	the	late	1950s,	middle	and	upper-class	people	were	fleeing	to	the	white
suburbs.	Emily	and	I	were	instrumental	in	establishing	a	richly	diversified
community	in	Powelton.	My	first	“boots	on	the	ground”	experience	in	the
neighborhood	was	with	my	sister,	June,	in	1955.	I	was	still	in	the	army	and	June
was	living	in	the	“Friendship	Co-Op”	at	37th	and	Baring	Street.	The	co-ops	were
created	through	the	visionary	Quaker	purchase	of	several	of	the	large,	beautiful,
homes	which	were	sometimes	vacant	and	for	sale.	The	homes	had	been	built	in
the	late	1800s	and	early	1900s	and	retained	much	of	their	charm	and	elegance.
They	were	rehabbed	by	the	Quakers	as	rooms	and	small	apartments	for	singles,
couples,	residents	of	all	ages	and	stripes.	In	June’s	co-op	there	were	whites,
blacks,	interracial	couples,	gays,	straights,	etc.,	all	under	one	roof.	This	was	a
remarkable	expression	of	diversity	for	the	uptight	1950s	and	seemed	to	point
toward	a	communitarian	future.
	
In	1955	June	wanted	to	introduce	me	to	a	couple	around	the	corner,	where	the
husband,	Ray	Steinberg,	was	also	about	to	enter	the	School	of	Social	Work	at
Bryn	Mawr	with	me.	We	knocked	on	the	door	at	3510	Hamilton	Street	and	Lucille
hollered,	“Come	on	in,	the	door’s	open.”	We	opened	the	door	and	there	was
Lucille,	seated	on	the	couch,	nursing	two	babies,	one	on	each	breast,	one	white,
one	black.	What	a	shock	for	these	innocent	eyes.	I	had	never	seen	a	woman
nursing	a	baby.		And	two	–	one	hers,	one	someone	else’s?	The	white	one,	Ellen,
was	hers;	the	black	one,	Lisa,	was	Maggie’s	from	across	the	street.	Talk	about
desegregation	–	you	can’t	get	any	more	integrated	than	that.	I	later	learned	that
the	neighbors	had	also	created	a	“Nursing	Mothers	Co-op,”	where	you	got	points
for	every	time	you	nursed	someone	else’s	baby	and	could	use	those	points	to
have	another	co-op	member	take	in	yours.	Imagine	all	this	happening	without
computers,	smart	phones,	twitter,	etc.	We	also	learned	they	had	developed	a
network	of	“natural	childbirth”	resources	where	mothers	and	fathers	could	take
classes	together	and	prepare	for	the	birth	of	the	child,	with	the	father	able	to	be
present	at	the	delivery.	Several	years	later	Emily	and	I	took	advantage	of	these
resources.	I	was	present	for	the	birth	in	1962,’64,’66	of	our	three	children	at
Jefferson	Hospital.	I	was	right	beside	Dr.	Goldberger,	who,	as	far	as	we	knew,
was	the	only	obstetrician	allowing	fathers	to	be	present.	I	have	written	elsewhere
on	this.	He	made	me	feel	he	couldn’t	have	done	it	without	me.	What	a	wonderful
start	for	Emily	and	me,	and	our	first,	second,	and	third	child.
	
Like	Buber	says	in	the	preface,	“Community	is	life	lived	toward	each	other.”	While
in	Powelton,	we	and	others	created	a	civic	organization	called	“Powelton
Neighbors.”	As	the	kids	in	the	nursery	school	co-op	got	a	little	older,	we	asked	the
School	Board	to	help	us	create	a	public	elementary	school,	and	the	Powel	School
was	christened.	We	had	a	contest	for	someone	to	design	a	mural	for	the	entrance
and	a	local	artist	won	the	prize.	We	worked	with	the	assigned	new	principal,	Miss
Robey,	to	have	the	school	serve	as	a	community	center	with	parent	involvement
in	helping	assist	teachers	and	with	evening	programs	open	to	the	teachers	and
community	for	meetings,	volleyball,	and	folk	dancing.	A	few	of	the	teachers
already	lived	in	Powelton	and	several	more	moved	in	to	strengthen	school-
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community	bonding.	One	of	the	typical,	creative	go	with	the	flow	moments	was
where	the	City	was	putting	in	a	new	sewer	line	right	outside	the	windows	of	the
school.	The	noise	made	it	hard	to	be	in	class	and	talk	and	listen.	So,	a	couple	of
creative	teachers	took	the	students	outside	to	watch	the	jack-hammer	men,	find
out	what	that	racket	was	all	about,	and	to	meet	and	greet	each	other	and	thank
them	for	their	work.	
	
The	Neighbors	also	asked	the	Philadelphia	Housing	Authority	to	introduce	public
housing	into	the	neighborhood.	The	City	had	a	program	on	paper	called	“The
Used	House	Program”	wherein	instead	of	building	new	“sore	thumb”	monstrosity
“projects”	of	bricks	and	mortar,	currently	vacant	or	boarded	up	homes	could	be
renovated	for	low-income	families.	That	would	help	preserve	these	fine	structures
and	insure	that	low-income	families	could	continue	in	the	neighborhood	and	live	in
homes	that	looked	like	everyone	else’s.	Ironically,	the	presence	of	public	housing
might	help	lower	the	market	value	of	the	adjacent	homes,	which	we	saw	as	a	plus
since	we	intended	to	live	there	rather	than	fatten	our	purses	in	resale.	
	
The	civic	organization	also	generated	a	storefront	basement	volunteer	community
center	called	“The	Trouble	Center,”	a	kind	of	free	clinic.	The	slogan	was,	“If	you
have	troubles,	come	on	down.	If	you	can	help,	come	on	down.”	The	program	was
supported	through	donations	and	street	parties	called	“Street	Things,”	where	the
city	allowed	closing	off	several	blocks	for	games,	folk	dancing	and	singing,	thrift
shopping,	etc.	We	had	shelves	of	books	where	the	idea	was,	if	you	wanted	a	book
you	could	take	one,	if	you	had	a	book	to	give	you	could	do	so.	Every	once	in	a
while,	a	neighbor	would	organize	them	into	a	kind	of	library.	It	was	sort	of	a	free
Leary’s.		I	was	a	student	in	the	doctoral	program	and	a	lecturer	in	the	master’s
program	in	social	work	at	the	University	of	Pennsylvania	at	that	time.	These	were
the	years	of	the	emergence	of	what	was	called	the	“Free	University	–	teaching	and



40

learning	that	didn’t	get	into	curriculum.”	I	taught	several	classes	in	the	Trouble
Center	that	included	graduate	students	from	Penn	and	Drexel,	along	with
neighbors	and	citizens	from	the	community.	At	that	time	the	University	of
Pennsylvania,	Drexel	University,	and	several	other	institutions	were	joining	forces
to	create	an	entity	called	“the	West	Philadelphia	Corporation.”	Much	of	its	mission
and	programs	were	noble.	During	that	era,	a	major	underlying	objective	was	so-
called	“slum	clearance	and	redevelopment,”	through	“eminent	domain,”	into
much	of	Powelton	and	the	adjacent	largely	black	communities.	I	gave	a	well-
attended	talk	called,	“White	Man’s	Roads	Through	Black	Man’s	Homes.”	Some	of
the	faculty	and	administration	were	not	pleased	to	learn	of	this.	At	the	same	time,
our	civic	league	commissioned	our	own	city	planner,	Walter	Thabit,	to	offer	a
community-centered	proposal	to	the	Corporation,	some	of	which	was
incorporated	into	the	city	plan.
	
Politics.	It	has	always	troubled	me	the	way	the	people	use	the	term	“politics”	in	a
negative	way.	This	usage	is	to	explain	away	some	self-serving	action	by	a
candidate	for	election	or	by	an	elected	official.	We	say,	“That’s	just	politics.”	It	is
as	though	that	kind	of	negative	thinking	is	the	bread	and	butter	of	the	democratic
political	process,	and	maybe	even	a	desirable	one.	To	me	it’s	a	dead	end.	By
contrast,	I	remember	reading	an	article	by	Thomas	Moore	some	years	ago	where
he	talks	about	“politics	as	a	spiritual	practice.”	The	political	process	should	be
about	organizing	public	services	to	serve	the	needs	of	the	citizens	–	clean	air,
clean	water,	quality	health	care,	transportation,	service	jobs,	etc.	Emphasis	should
be	focused	on	what	social	workers	call,	“maximizing	services	to	those	in	greatest
need.”	That’s	the	place,	my	father	might	say,	“Where	idealism	and	so-called
‘reality’	join	hands.	Because	if	we	don’t	have	vision	in	our	reality,	reality	is	going	to
keep	kicking	us	in	the	butt.”	It’s	more	than	about	winning	or	losing.	We	need
candidates	who	have	this	kind	of	vision.	We	all	need	to	be	as	active	in	this	as	we
can.	Sound	timely?
	
The	year	1968	was	a	big	one	for	politics	in	every	sense.	The	Vietnam	War	was
winding	down,	King	and	Bobby	Kennedy	had	been	killed,	and	a	combination	of
radical	and	progressive	forces	were	finding	their	voice.	I	had	a	neighbor	and	social
work	friend	named	Barry	Freeman	who	was	more	articulate	and	assertive	than	I.
He	was	an	ally	in	the	peace	and	freedom	struggle,	and	we	decided	to	jump	into
politics.	I	was	already	a	big	booster	of	Dick	Gregory	as	a	powerful	spokesman	for
my	values.	(Gregory	died	this	year	at	84.)	His	life	is	worth	our	serious	attention.	I
was	glad	to	see	that	my	alma	mater,	Bryn	Mawr,	had	invited	him	as	their	keynote
speaker	several	years	ago.	I	had	heard	him	speak	several	times	and	read	his
book,	Nigger,	published	in	1964.	In	it,	he	says,	“Momma,	any	time	you	hear
someone	say	the	word	‘nigger’	in	a	bad	way,	just	remember	they	are	advertising
my	book.”	I	thought	it	was	brilliant	the	way	he	could	use	humor	to	ease	into	a
serious	subject,	whether	it	was	race	and	racism,	violence,	militarism,	sexism,
incarceration,	prison	system,	etc.	Gregory	put	it	all	together	in	everyday	language,
defusing	the	tension.	He	decided	to	run	for	president	in	1968	on	the	“Peace	and
Freedom	Party”	ticket,	saying	he	was	the	only	“serious	candidate.”	
	
A	neighbor,	Peter	Ingerman,	and	I	also	decided	to	run	for	office	at	the
neighborhood	level,	which	meant	my	block	and	just	a	few	more.	The	lowest	level
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of	elected	official	in	the	city	was	called	a	“committeeman.”	Peter	and	I	ran
unopposed	on	the	Democratic	ticket	in	our	few	blocks	and	were	elected.	The
routine	was	that	the	committeemen	(mostly	male,	and	a	few	females)	met	in	some
Party	designated	spot	and	chose	their	candidate	for	city	council.	Also,	from	that
group,	potential	delegates	were	picked	to	represent	the	area	at	the	Democratic
National	Convention	scheduled	for	later	that	year.	Most	of	this	was	spelled	out
from	the	top	down	by	the	Party.	The	meetings	were	held	in	the	predominantly
black	neighborhood,	Mantua,	just	north	of	where	we	lived.	Peter	and	I	were	the
only	white	faces.	I	did	some	low	key	talking	about	Dick	Gregory	as	a	national
candidate.	It	was	surprising	to	me	that	many	of	those	present	did	not	know	of
Gregory,	and	few	seemed	to	know	of	the	power	of	his	message.		Just	getting	the
word	out	there	a	bit	served	some	purpose,	I	thought.	The	decisions	were	all
locked	up.	As	it	happened,	I	was	chosen,	maybe	as	a	“token	white,”	as	an
“alternate”	to	represent	the	Democratic	Delegation	to	the	primary	in	Chicago	later
that	year.	I	had	no	idea	how	important	that	might	have	been	for	me	had	I
attended,	with	all	the	explosiveness	of	that	convention.	How	would	I	have	handled
all	that,	with	all	the	pushes	and	pulls	within	the	party,	and	with	all	the	protests	and
violent	repression	from	the	police	and	the	National	Guard?	Meanwhile,	back	at	the
ranch,	my	friend	Barry	decided	to	run	for	mayor	of	Philadelphia	on	the	Peace	and
Freedom	ticket	and	asked	me	if	I	would	be	his	campaign	manager.	We	had	some
good	moments	raising	awareness.	I	did	not	a	do	a	good	job	in	my	role	because
my	focus	was	primarily	on	my	teaching	and	working	on	my	doctorate.	I	apologize
Barry.
	
Another	project	that	Barry	initiated	is	still	thriving	today,	more	than	sixty	years
later.	It	is	called	“Top	O’	The	Dunes.”	It	is	a	resort	spot	at	the	ocean	front	on	Long
Beach	Island,	north	of	Atlantic	City,	New	Jersey.	In	the	winter	of	1958	or	‘59,	Barry
got	a	group	of	us	together	and	suggested	we	rent	a	vacation	place	at	the	shore
and	share	the	use	of	it.	Several	of	us	were	in	on	it.	Through	a	realtor,	Barry	located
a	big	double	house	right	on	the	ocean	front	in	a	town	called	Loveladies,	New
Jersey,	and	rented	it	for	the	summer.		We	were	an	inter-racial	group	but	didn’t
assume	that	would	be	an	issue.	It	was	furnished	and	had	kitchen,	baths,	several
bedrooms	on	each	side.	It	was	perfect.	Among	the	group	were	Barry,	Art	Kravitz,
Annabelle	McDaniels,	the	Melameds,	Funderburgs,	Byes,	Maruyamas,	Morses,
Marshalls,	and	Youngs.	We	divvied	up	the	days	and	weeks	of	the	summer	among
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us	and	scheduled	them	for	usage.	It	worked	out	great.	At	the	close	of	summer,
Barry	went	back	to	rent	it	for	the	coming	year.	Even	though	it	was	listed	as	for	rent
or	sale,	the	realtor	said	it	was	not	available	for	rent.	Barry	talked	with	a	few	of	us
about	the	prospect	of	buying	it	together	and	went	back	to	the	realtor	and	asked
how	much	it	was	selling	for.	The	realtor	said	it	had	been	taken	off	the	market.	We
checked	and	learned	that	was	not	true.		We	had	been	orderly	and	respectful	in	our
use	of	it,	and	we	suspected	that	since	we	were	the	only	racially	mixed	users	in	the
area,	that	race	was	the	factor	that	shut	us	out	of	the	market.	Hmm…,	interesting
issue	for	us	troublemaker	activists.	After	all,	we	had	a	right	to	vacation	together.
Andy	Melamed	and	Sho	Maruyama	had	a	colleague,	Larry	Reich,	at	the
Philadelphia	City	Planning	Commission,	who	agreed	to	serve	as	a	straw	buyer	for
us.	Larry,	a	white	guy,	put	on	a	clean	shirt	and	tie,	and	went	to	the	realtor	and
asked	if	there	were	any	ocean	front	big	houses	for	sale.	The	agent	showed	him
some	places	and	then	took	him	to	our	place.	“Hmm…,”	Larry	mused,	“this	place
might	work.	How	much	are	you	asking?”	Houses	were	inexpensive	in	those	days,
and	Larry	was	able	to	negotiate	a	mortgage	and	an	acceptable	deal	to	buy.
Several	of	us	got	together,	pooled	our	money,	and	scrabbled	up	enough	to	give
him	for	a	down	payment.	We	signed	an	agreement	with	Larry	wherein	we	took	full
responsibility	for	the	mortgage,	and	the	sales	deal	was	closed.	A	small	group	of
us	now	owned	what	we	had	come	to	call	“Top	O’	the	Dunes.”	Before	we	went
down	there	for	usage	we	had	meetings	on	what	was	called	“incident	control”	on
how	to	respond	non-violently	in	case	there	were	threats	or	acts	of	violence
because	of	our	racial	mix.	None	came	our	way.	Settling	in,	we	had	volunteer	work
parties	where	we	fixed	up,	and	tuned	up	the	place,	adding	an	additional	bath	on
each	side,	modernizing	the	kitchens,	bringing	in	some	new	(Salvation	Army)
furniture,	pulling	weeds	in	the	yard	for	a	volley	ball	and	badminton	court,	etc.
Owner/members	have	been	able	to	use	it	all	year	round	for	more	than	sixty	years.
It	is	no	longer	ocean	front	property,	since	two	new	lots	and	properties	have	been
added	between	us	and	the	Atlantic.	
	
When	Emily	and	I	left	Powelton	and	moved	to	Richmond	in	1970,	we	turned	over
our	ownership	share	to	whomever	were	the	current	owners/members.	The	value
of	the	place	had	appreciated	a	good	bit,	but	we	had	no	intention	of	profiting	from
it.	A	few	years	ago,	daughter	Kim	and	I	attended	an	annual	planning	for	members.
It	was	fun	to	reminisce.	Some	of	the	Freemans,	Funderburgs,	Marshalls,	Byes,
Maruyamas	were	still	active,	sometimes	represented	by	grown	children	and
grandchildren.		

Martin	Luther	King’s	Assassination
	
I	first	wrote	this	poem	in	Philadelphia	on	April	4,	1968	–	the	day	and	night	King
was	shot.	A	neighbor	came	over	and	told	me	about	the	shooting,	and	we	decided
to	put	out	a	flyer	with	my	quickly	created	poem	and	a	notice	of	a	peace	service
the	next	day	at	the	Liberty	Bell.	We	were	part	of	an	inter-racial	community
coalition	in	West	Philadelphia	called	“The	Mantua-Powelton	Project.”	We	had	an
old	mimeograph	machine	and	cranked	out	a	couple	hundred	copies.	We	were
distributing	them	in	Mantua	when	a	big	Buick	pulled	up	and	5	young	black	males
with	baseball	bats	jumped	out,	looking	for	some	honkeys	to	pay	some	dues.	I
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thought	to	myself,	Isn’t	this	something.	I’m	gonna	get	my	head	busted	open
promoting	non-violence.	Just	then	another	car	drove	up	with	men	we	knew
from	the	NAACP.	They	got	the	first	guys	to	cool	it	and	we	were	spared.	

	
KingsWay:	The	Long	Road	Home

(Rev.	Martin	Luther	King	Jr.	1929	-	April	4,	1968)
	
Wake-up	Man,	you	summon	us	to	rise	and	shine
Music	Man,	you	sing	that	song	of	freedom’s	ring
Preacher	Man,	your	sermons	stir	us	up	and	on
Healer	Man,	you	lay	down	hands	that	soothe	and	bless.
Star	Man,	you	steer	us	toward	the	drinking	gourd
Marcher	Man,	you	trek	that	trail	that	lies	less	traveled
Brother	Man,	you	rise	above	the	wounds	of	words.
Sower	Man,	you	plant	ripe	seeds	that	reap	rich	crops
Yankee	Man,	you	give	our	mountains	majesty
Soul	Man,	you	kindle	chest	and	loins	with	fire
Warrior	Man,	you	fight	the	fight	with	arms	of	love
Jailbird	Man,	you	did	the	time;	we	do	the	crime.
Nobel	Man,	you	walk	the	walk	of	peace	and	prize
Martyr	Man,	we	have	miles	to	go	before	we	sleep.
We	have	miles	to	go	before	we	sleep.
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The	poem	was	published	in	The	Daily	Pennsylvanian	the	next	day,	April	5.	At	the	time,	it
included	the	“n	word,”	because	I	wanted	to	convey	the	shock	and	horror	of	the	word	as
part	of	our	legacy	of	racism	and	violence.	In	several	subsequent	readings	I	have	not
included	that	term	because	listeners	and	readers	seemed	to	pay	more	attention	to	the
word	than	to	the	larger	message.	Each	year	I	have	shared	the	poem	on	the	January
anniversary	of	the	birth	of	King	and	on	the	day	of	his	slaying.	It	is	also	included	in	my
book	of	poems,	If	Not	Now,	When?	I	have	read	the	poem	to	a	group	at	a	women’s
prison,	at	a	Quaker	meeting,	at	a	Judeo-Christian	soup	kitchen,	at	a	Poet’s	for	Peace
rally	at	ODU,	and	at	several	MLK	commemoratives	and	numerous	open	mic	venues	in
Tidewater.	I’ve	revised	it	maybe	50	times.	It	keeps	me	in	touch	with	the	Man	and	the
unfinished	work	of	the	movement.	It	will	never	be	finished.	

	
Norfolk	and	the	End	of	a	Formal	Career

	
From	1973	to	1991,	I	was	associate	professor	in	the	Department	of	Psychiatry	at	Eastern
Virginia	Medical	School	(EVMS).	EVMS	was	just	opening	up	in	1973	and	the	new
chairman	of	the	Department	was	Dr.	Paul	J.	Fink.	He	already	had	a	national	reputation	in
psychiatry	and	was	an	energetic,	creative	person.	His	own	emphasis	was
psychoanalysis,	but	he	wanted	to	create	a	Department	where	there	was	a	great	deal	of
diversity	in	terms	of	race,	schools	of	thought,	disciplines,	etc.	As	children,	Dr.	Fink	and	I
had	been	neighborhood	friends	in	Philadelphia.	He	welcomed	my	application	and	was
very	generous	in	helping	me	get	a	good	salary,	and	with	a	doctorate	in	social	work,	and
considerable	experience	in	community	service,	an	appointment	as	an	associate
professor.	For	several	of	those	first	few	years	I	was	clinical	director	of	the	medical
school’s	methadone	clinic	where	I	emphasized	the	value	of	peer	counseling	and	of	using
the	experience	of	recovering	addicts	as	paid	staff.	This	was	often	challenging	in	that	the
recovering	addicts	were	often	so	close	to	their	addiction	that	they	had	great	difficulty
retaining	their	objectivity	as	they	worked	with	clients.	Also,	I	survived	a	kind	of	coup	by
one	of	the	ambitious	para	professionals	who	didn’t	think	a	white	man	should	be	the
clinical	director.	It	was	worth	the	struggle	though.	We	all	felt	we	were	making	a
difference.	We	often	talked	at	the	med	school	and	other	community	services,	and	that
exposure	strengthened	our	resolve	as	a	treatment	team.	
	
The	18	years	in	the	Department	were	an	ongoing	rollercoaster	of	feast	and	famine.	The
section	to	which	I	was	assigned	was	called	“The	Community	Mental	Health	Center	and
Psychiatric	Center”	(CMHC	and	PI)	as	the	Department	took	over	the	City	mental	health
services.	In	the	beginning,	there	was	public	money	coming	in,	some	private	insurance
money,	and	some	grant	money.	There	were	lots	of	services	and	lots	of	people	coming	on
board.	As	the	dollars	dried	up	or	were	reallocated,	many	jobs	and	services	were	in
jeopardy.	There	was	a	two-tier	system	in	operation.	Faculty	were	the	top	rung,	with
better	salary,	status	and	benefits,	such	as	vacation	and	sick	leave	and	job	protection.	In
our	section,	a	number	of	people	were	being	“laid	off.”	That	bothered	me.	These	were
good	people	and	we	counted	on	them	to	help	us	get	our	jobs	done.	I	was	no	Clarence
Darrow.	I	stuttered	through	a	comment	–	question	at	a	faculty-staff	meeting,	“What	does
‘laid	off’	mean?	Is	that	not	a	prettied-up	way	of	saying,	‘fired?’	What	is	the	plan	to	have
them	‘laid	back	on?’”	I	suggested	a	plan.	“We	staff	are	a	community.	We	are	interested
in	the	mental	health	of	our	community.	When	we	see	a	shortage	of	dollars	and	no	relief	in
sight,	instead	of	laying	off	people	in	the	bottom	rung	why	don’t	we	ask	the	folks	who
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crunch	the	numbers	for	us	to	do	some	creative	early	intervention	with	us.	How	about	if
we	collectively	agree	to	tax	ourselves	proportionately,	based	on	our	individual	salary?
Then	no	one	is	laid	off.	That	way	we	all	stay	working	and	we	strengthen	our	bond	to	each
other.”	A	few	people	gasped,	some	in	admiration,	some	in	horror.		Afterward,	a	number
of	people	thanked	me,	a	number	seemed	to	avoid	being	with	me.		The	“powers	that	be”
ignored	my	suggestion.	When	I	pressed	them,	they	dismissed	it	as	“impractical.”	
	
One	of	the	staff	laid	off	was	the	head	secretary/receptionist	for	our	unit.	The	psychiatrist
who	was	the	director	of	our	unit	was	not	very	competent	with	the	nuts	and	bolts	of
management.	Most	of	us	joked	that	his	receptionist	was	the	one	who	ran	the	unit	–
getting	the	paper	work	moving	in	and	out,	making	and	returning	phone	calls,	and
covering	up	for	the	boss	and	the	rest	of	us.		A	layoff	that	hit	even	closer	to	home	was
that	of	Karen	Davis.	Karen	had	worked	in	community	mental	health	for	19	years,	long
before	it	was	affiliated	with	the	Medical	Authority.	She	had	a	bachelor’s	degree	in	social
work	from	Norfolk	State	but	was	classified	as	clerical	staff	in	pay	grade	and	benefits.	She
did	social	histories	of	families	who	came	to	us	for	services.	She	was	the	best	person	I
had	ever	known	in	that	role.	She	was	very	thorough.	She	made	developing	a	good
treatment	plan	from	the	social	history	so	much	more	rich	and	relevant.	She	was	one	of
the	people	let	go	in	one	of	the	purges.	It	was	hard	to	believe,	and	harder	still	to	stomach,
the	way	that	decision	was	handled.	After	19	years	of	service,	a	security	guard	knocks	on
her	door,	tells	her	(whispering	“I’m	sorry”)	that	she	has	one	half	hour	to	get	her	things
together	and	she	will	be	escorted	out	to	the	parking	lot.	I	saw	it	happening	and	I
protested	to	no	avail.	I	wrote	a	poem	of	protest	which	I	distributed	and	which	later	was
published	in	my	book.	The	last	four	lines	are	as	follows:	Gee,	ain’t	it	great/To	work	for	a
non-profit/Compassionate/Mental	Health/Organization.			
	
My	work	with	the	medical	students	was	largely	focused	on	under-appreciated	social
history	realities	such	as	poverty	and	race,	and	of	the	importance,	along	with	the	medical
diagnosis	and	treatment	plan,	of	the	doctor-patient	relationship.	I	was	a	member	of	the
faculty	Senate	and	chair	of	the	Department’s	grand	rounds.	While	at	EVMS	I	facilitated	a
support	group	for	family	members	of	victims	of	homicide,	and	I	continued	that	work	after
leaving	EVMS.	I	later	worked	part-time	for	Family	Services	of	Tidewater,	where	among
other	things,	I	organized	a	support	group	for	Vietnam	veterans,	many	of	whom	suffered
from	aspects	of	PTSD.	These	men	had	kept	hidden,	all	these	years,	the	traumatic
experiences	of	the	war	.	With	several	of	these	veterans,	we	visited	the	Vietnam	Wall	in
D.C.	Some	of	the	men	went	to	the	wall	for	the	first	time	and	lovingly	touched	the	letters
on	the	wall,	mourning	the	death	of	known	buddies	who	died	on	their	same	tour	of	duty.
One	man,	who	worked	just	a	few	blocks	from	the	Memorial,	had	not	been	able	to	bring
himself	to	visit	the	wall.	With	our	support,	he	did	so	and	it	was	truly	therapeutic	for	him.
The	trip,	along	with	continued	small	group	discussion,	released	much	of	the	suppressed
fear	and	rage	and	guilt	they	carried	within	them.	Dick	Gray,	one	of	the	men	in	the	group
reported	on	how	he	had	had	a	buddy	next	to	him	in	battle	for	several	months.	They
covered	for	each	other,	they	killed	the	enemy	together.	They	were	as	one.	One	night	Dick
had	whispered	to	his	brother	in	arms,	“I	love	you,	man.”	Apparently,	the	other	fellow	was
so	shaken	by	this	–	thinking	Dick,	or	he	himself,	might	be	gay,	he	didn’t	speak	to	Dick
again.	I	am	still	in	touch	with	several	of	these	men.		
	
Unfortunately,	my	career	with	EVMS	did	not	end	with	champagne	and	roses.	For	several
years	federal	money,	insurance	benefits,	and	grant	money	had	been	drying	up,	and	in
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many	ways	our	department	was	in	a	shamble.	Most	of	my	friends	and	colleagues	from
over	the	years	had	left	or	were	in	private	practice	where	they	were	supporting
themselves	and	gave	a	few	hours	to	the	Department.	I	knew	I	was	bringing	in	less
revenue	than	was	expended	on	me.	I	was	scheduled	for	another	3-year	appointment
which	would	have	made	me	65	at	retirement.	As	I	understood	the	situation,	if	I	had	one
more	year	of	service,	I	would	be	eligible	for	retirement	with	full	benefits,	including	my
pension,	lifetime	health	care,	and	a	happy	ending.	The	acting	chairman	of	the
Department	was	David	Kruger.	Dr.	Kruger	had	had	a	long	career	as	a	pediatrician	before
he	came	into	psychiatry.	He	was	highly	respected	in	the	community.	I’m	sure	he	was	not
ambitious,	and	probably	came	on	board	as	Chair	to	help	out	where	needed.	I	talked	with
him	about	where	I	thought	things	were	and	asked	for	his	recommendation	for	my
reappointment.	I	told	him	I	understood	the	realities	of	the	financial	limitations	of	the
Department,	and	that	I	would	be	willing	to	take	a	substantial	cut	in	my	salary	as	we	all
scurried	for	more	income.	He	agreed	and	said	he	would	recommend	my	appointment	to
Dean	Etheridge.	Several	weeks	later	I	received	a	letter	from	the	Dean	saying	my
appointment	was	being	terminated	as	of	July	1	of	that	year.	I	was	shocked.	I	thought
there	must	be	some	mistake	and	I	set	up	an	appointment	with	the	Dean.	I	never	did	find
it	easy	to	talk	with	Dean	Etheridge,	a	formal	faculty	colleague.	I	told	him	the	scenario	I
had	discussed	with	Dr.	Kruger,	including	that	I	was	willing	to	take	a	substantial	cut	in
salary.	The	Dean	responded	by	saying,	Doctah	Young,	at	Eastuhn	Virginyah	Medical
School,	we	do	not	bahgahn	for	our	salary.	“Ouch!”	
	
I	collected	myself	and	said,	“Well,	Dr.	Kruger	did	recommend	me.”	Dean	Etheridge	cut
me	off,	saying,	“Doctor	Kruger	did	not	recommend	you.”		“What?”	I	thought	there	must
be	some	mistake	and	scheduled	an	appointment	with	Dr.	Kruger.	
	
We	sat	face	to	face,	and	I	said,	“David,	Dr.	Etheridge	said	you	did	not	recommend	me.
What’s	happening?”	Dr.	Kruger	squirmed	in	his	chair,	looked	away	from	me,	winced,	and
mumbled,	“Bob…I	did	the	best	I	could….”		More	than	angry,	I	was	hurt	and	confused.	I
felt	sad	for	him,	an	old	man,	who	had	had	such	an	outstanding	career	as	a	physician	and
now	was	reduced	to	being	a	hit	man	for	the	corporation.	“Sic	transit	gloria.”	I	could	have
appealed	the	matter	to	the	Faculty	Senate,	and	I	think	I	would	have	had	a	good	case.	I
had	been	on	the	Senate	and	in	on	this	kind	of	thing	in	the	past.	There	was	usually	some
compromise	reached.	I	decided	to	just	let	it	go.	I	didn’t	want	to	fight	any	more.
	
	
Social	Justice?
Black	and	White	–	Not	Read	All	Over!	

	
While	teaching	as	a	lecturer	and	working	on	my	doctorate	at	the	School	of	Social	Work
at	Penn,	four	other	faculty	and	I	were	asked	by	the	new	Dean	to	design	an	elective
entitled	“The	Negro	Family.”	Jack	Sternbach,	a	progressive	colleague,	and	I	decided,	in
the	midst	of	the	exploding	of	the	Civil	Rights	and	Black	Power	movements	that	“The
Negro	Family”	was	not	the	appropriate	prescription	for	a	few	white	men	to	be	professing.
The	Dean	was	not	open	to	our	suggested	change.	Jack	and	I	dared	go	ahead	on	our
own,	and	contacted	3	three	well-known	Black	Philadelphia	civil	rights	leaders-teachers.
We	asked	if	they	would	be	open,	last	minute,	to	team	teach	a	course	with	white
colleagues	on	“American	Racism.”	We	got	the	okays	from	them	just	prior	to	the	Friday
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morning	fall	term	first	faculty	meeting.	Classes	were	scheduled	to	start	the	coming
Monday.	Jack	quickly	roughed	out	curriculum	highlights,	and	I,	the	low	man	on	the
University	faculty	totem	pole,	presented	the	recommendation	to	the	faculty.	Somewhat
to	the	amazement	of	Jack	and	me,	the	faculty	bought	into	the	idea,	not	just	as	an
elective,	but	as	a	required	course.	In	one	weekend,	three	black	community	leaders	were
brought	onto	the	faculty,	and	a	whole	new	direction	in	the	University	of	Pennsylvania
School	of	Social	Work	opened	up.	It	felt	like	academia	was	catching	up	with	the	times.
As	a	postscript,	my	appointment	to	teach	was	not	renewed	for	1970.	
	
In	the	early	1960s,	my	radical	interest	in	race	relations	led	me	to	attend	a	speech	by
Malcolm	X	in	the	West	Philadelphia	Arena.	Of	the	thousands	in	attendance,	I	was	one	of
only	a	handful	of	whites,	each	of	whom	was	full	body	frisked	and	singled	out	to	be
escorted	to	sit	together,	alone,	in	the	very	front	two	rows.	In	that	space,	I	was	able	to
experience	the	power	and	the	importance	of	Malcolm’s	words.	What	a	tragedy,	his
assassination,	and	just	when	he	and	King	were	coming	closer	together.
	
In	1970,	after	not	being	reappointed	to	my	faculty	position	at	Penn,	I	began	teaching	at
the				Virginia	Commonwealth	University	(VCU)	School	of	Social	Work	in	Richmond.	The
Dean	of	the	school,	Richard	Lodge,	had	been	my	advisor	at	Penn,	and	welcomed	me	to
Richmond,	“The	Capitol	of	the	Confederacy.”	It	was	quite	a	shock,	for	one	who	had	been
so	involved	in	the	civil	rights	movement,	to	walk	along	Monument	Avenue	and	see	the
giant	statues	of	Lee,	Jackson,	Jeb	Stuart,	etc.	Unfortunately,	Dean	Lodge	left	the	next
year	to	become	the	director	of	the	National	Association	of	Social	Workers,	and	I,	a
Yankee,	was	there	without	my	major	supporter.	My	tenure	at	VCU	lasted	only	three
years.	I	was	busy.	I	taught	classes	in	each	of	the	curriculum	fields	–	research,	social
policy,	clinical	practice,	etc.	My	approach	always	was	to	try	to	bring	both	historical
tradition	and	current	relevance	to	the	discussion.	I	often	used	art,	poetry,	contemporary
music	and	lyrics	of	social	change	to	enliven	the	study.	An	example	was	in	teaching
research.	The	School	used	a	successful	model,	borrowed	I	think	from	Penn,	of	what	was
called	“The	150-hour	research	project.”	It	was	a	good	plan.	As	a	professor,	I	met	with	a

Malcolm	X
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small	group	of	students	to	design	and	complete	a	research	project	as	a	team.	The
project	was	structured	so	that	every	10	hours	of	the	150	there	was	a	new	expectation	of
where	the	team	should	be	in	their	efforts—from	germ,	with	tentative	title,	to	finished
product.	The	teacher	was	to	be	member	of	the	research	team,	but	not	necessarily	the
team	leader.	
	
At	that	time,	in	1972,	in	Richmond,	Judge	Robert	Merhige,	Jr.	had	just	released	his
landmark	ruling	that	public	schools	had	to	be	desegregated.	Although	some	of	this	ruling
angered	many	and	was	challenged	in	other	courts	and	in	practice,	the	decision	led	to
widespread	positive	change	nationwide.	Merhige,	at	that	time,	was	personally	threatened
and	attacked.	He	was	very	courageous	to	stay	with	this.	The	students	and	I	discussed
the	timeliness	of	the	court	ruling	and	decided	to	ask	Judge	Merhige	if	we	could	interview
him	as	to	its	genesis,	and	as	to	whether	we	could	use	a	questionnaire	we	would	design
as	a	guide.	He	agreed	and	we	met	with	him,	I	think,	three	times.	What	made	the
experience	so	delightful	for	us	was	how	pleased	he	was	to	meet	with	us	and	be	able	to
tell	his	personal	story	to	a	group	of	interested	student-citizens.	He	shared	a	number	of
anecdotes	of	his	own	privileged,	racist	experience	in	segregated	schools	and	how	this
diminished	his	own	maturation	as	a	person	at	the	time.	It	was	thrilling	to	be	in	research
that	involved	the	change-maker	in	the	here	and	now	of	social	change.	Recently,	I	ran	into
one	of	the	students,	Wayne	Orton,	from	that	research	team,	and	we	were	in	tears	as	we
reminisced	about	the	impact	of	that	experience	on	us.
	
Three	activities	at	VCU	that	did	not	have	such	a	happy	outcome	were	as	follows.	Dr.
Edward	Peeples,	whom	I	had	met	at	the	Encampment	in	1957,	had	been	instrumental	in
bringing	me	to	VCU	in	1970.	Similarly,	Ed	encouraged	another	friend	from	the
Encampment,	Vincent	Wright,	to	apply	for	a	newly	created	position	as	an	associate	dean
in	order	“to	integrate”	the	administration.		Wright	applied	and	was	hired.	However,	a
small	number	of	faculty	and	administration	quickly	became	concerned	that	the	presence
of	this	young,	attractive,	articulate,	activist	black	man,	in	an	administrative	position,	was
bringing	attention	to	many	of	the	School’s	glossed-over	racist	policies	and	practices.	I,
“Dr.	Young,”	and	others	spoke	up	at	a	student	rally	in	support	of	Vince.	Never	the	less,
Wright	was	considered	disruptive	and	was	fired,	and	I	was	not	far	behind.

Judge	Robert	Merhige,	Jr.
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A	second	incident	involved	a	student	in	connection	with	his	admission	and	continuance
in	the	School.		Faculty	were	often	involved	in	student	admission	interviews	and	in	the
continued	supervision	of	the	student.	A	student	we	will	call	Wayne	applied	for	admission,
and	I	was	assigned	to	interview	him.	His	resume	was	adequate	and	his	references
seemed	appropriate.	He	did	appear	quite	reticent	in	the	interview,	but	I	saw	no	reason	to
disqualify	him.	In	subsequent	interviews	he	seemed	even	more	reticent	and	I	had	some
concern.	A	couple	of	months	into	the	term,	Wayne	came	by	and	asked	for	some	time	to
discuss	something	that	was	troubling	him.	Wayne	revealed	that	he	had	lied	in	the
admission	application	in	that	he	withheld	that	he	had	been	imprisoned	for	substance
abuse,	fearing	that	he	would	not	have	been	admitted	had	he	not	done	so.	In	the	months
following,	he	had	been	sitting	in	classes	where	the	subjects	of	integrity,	personal
transparency,	and	specifically	of	the	substance	abuse	experience,	had	come	up	in	a
theoretical	context.	He	had	been	“busting	at	the	seams”	to	bring	his	personal	experience
into	the	discussions.	He	said	he	realized	if	he	wanted	to	continue	in	this	field	he	needed
to	learn	how	to	be	more	open	about	who	he	was	and	is.	I	was	glad	to	see	this	new	turn
of	events,	and	I	supported	him	in	this.	I	encouraged	Wayne	to	ask	for	a	meeting	with	the
director	of	admissions	to	tell	the	whole	story,	and	said	I	would	back	him.	The	next	thing	I
heard	was	that	the	admissions	committee	had	met	and	decided	to	expel	Wayne.	I	was
hurt	and	infuriated.	I	asked	to	meet	with	the	committee.	I	said	that	I,	Associate	Professor
Dr.	Robert	E.	Young,	was	personally	responsible	for	Wayne’s	decision.	If	I	had	punted	on
this,	or	advised	him,	more	or	less,	to	just	adopt	a	stance	of	“Wayne,	that	was	then,	this	is
now.	You	have	come	this	far.	Just	keep	this	to	yourself,	do	what	you	need	to	do	to	finish
school	and	go	on	with	your	career.”	Had	I	advised	this,	Wayne	might	well	have	done	just
that.	And	what	kind	of	constricted	human	being	might	we	have	added	to	our	profession?
I	added,	to	the	Committee,	“If	you	expel	him,	you	had	better	prepare	to	expel	me	as
well.”	The	Committee	backed	off	and	Wayne	graduated,	a	much	more	whole	person	and
mature	substance	abuse	counselor.	Wayne,	where	are	you	now?	
	
A	third	incident	came	up	in	connection	with	my	teaching	a	social	policy	class	in	my	third
year.	Historical	material	such	as	examining	the	English	Poor	Laws	of	1600	came	up
wherein	the	children	were	responsible	for	the	debts	of	their	parents.	Should	they	be?
How	about	taxes?	How	should	they	be	collected?	How	should	they	be	used?		Are	the
poor	always	with	us?	Should	we	let	it	go	at	that?	Richmond	City	Council	was	currently
holding	hearings	on	a	decision	as	to	whether	the	benefits	paid	to	welfare	recipients
needed	to	be	further	cut	because	of	a	reported	budgetary	shortfall.		The	benefits	were
already	described	as	less	than	the	daily	minimum	required.	We	talked	about	this
dilemma	in	class.	The	students	were	well-prepared	for	our	appearance	at	city	council.
We	asked	some	tough	questions	in	a	respectful	way.	The	council	members	were	less
prepared	than	we,	and	the	discussion	did	not	end	up	in	a	feel-good	way.	Apparently	one
the	commissioners	called	the	Dean	and	complained.	The	Dean	was	angry	with	me	and
called	me	in.	She	felt	blind-sided.	In	retrospect,	I	can	understand	her	feeling	and	can
identify	a	blind	spot	at	times	in	my	way	of	being.	I	should	have	alerted	her	ahead	of	time
to	my	plan	and	to	how	our	appearance	as	student-citizens	would	make	the	curriculum
come	alive.	In	retrospect,	I	see	that	often	I	have	been	impatient	and	not	taken	the	time	to
try	to	bring	administration	along	in	my	plans.	I	ponder	as	to	why	I	did	not	do	so	in	this
instance.	I	know	I	did	not	feel	close	to	this	new	Dean,	and	probably	thought	she	would
not	approve.	I	wonder	what	I	would	have	done	had	she	said	I	may	not	bring	the
students.	I	would	like	to	think	we	could	negotiate	this	matter	and	find	some	middle	way.
Had	we	not	been	successful	in	that,	I	think	I	would	have	gone	ahead	anyway.	But	I	do
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see	how	it	was	unfair	and	unwise	to	blind	side	her.	Needless	to	say,	my	appointment
was	not	renewed	despite	something	of	a	student	uprising,	and	I	was	off	and	running	to
another	job	in	Norfolk,	with	the	Department	of	Psychiatry	of	the	Eastern	Virginia	Medical
School	(EVMS.)

	
The	Men’s	Movement	and	Odds	and	Ends
	
I	supervised	and	mentored	many	graduate	students	over	the	years	in	the	fields	of	social
work,	counseling,	art	therapy,	psychiatry,	and	psychology.	I	was	an	active	participant	in
the	national	Men’s	Liberation	movement,	spear-headed	by	Robert	Bly.	I	met	with	Bly	on
several	occasions	and	spent	a	week	with	him	in	California	in	a	retreat.	I	found	that	this
work	paralleled	my	interest	in	Women’s	Liberation.	Despite	the	presence	of	male
privilege	in	many	forms,	men	also	needed	liberating.	Locally	I	helped	organize	the
Tidewater	Men’s	Council	and	was	featured	in	a	cover	photo	interview	on	June	5,	1990.	In
the	Council,	we	created	voluntary	programming	which	continues	weekly	to	this	day.	The
programs	are	helpful	to	“brothers”	in	their	emotional	development	and	in	overcoming
their	phobia	of	male	bonding	and	of	our	inclination	toward	a	locker-room	mentality	about
women.	I	was	a	fairly	well-known	activist	and	writer	in	the	local	area	and	had	a	book	of
poems,	a	number	of	essays,	and	letters	published.	I	regularly	submitted	letters	about
justice,	race	relations,	income	disparity,	white	privilege,	and	peace	to	the	Virginian	Pilot
and	other	publications,	and	many	were	published.	The	most	recent	in	connection	with
Christopher	Columbus	and	his	so-called	“discovery”	of	America.	
	

The	Talking	Stick
	
Many	cultures	use	the	talking	stick,	or	some	variation	of	it,	to	facilitate	and	to	discipline
sharing	the	talk	in	group	processes.	I	first	learned	of	it	from	a	Native	American	(“First
Nation”)	tradition	wherein	members	of	the	tribe,	seated	in	a	circle,	would	take	hold	of	a
specially	designated	stick,	often	decorated	with	carvings,	feathers,	stones,	etc.,	and
speak	something	they	thought	of	sharing	for	the	well-being	of	themselves	and	the	group.
After	one	member	spoke,	he	would	pass	the	stick	to	the	next	person.	Some	traditions
use	the	stick	throughout	the	entire	session,	with	each	member	speaking	only	when	he/
she	has	the	stick.	
	
In	1964,	I	was	working	in	a	summer,	experimental	program	for	the	Philadelphia	Board	of
Education	called	“The	Affective	Education	Program.”	We	were	interested	in	helping	high
school	students	become	more	active,	engaged	participants	in	the	school	experience.	I
experimented	with	the	use	of	the	talking	stick	as	a	tool	in	classroom	discussion.		It	was
only	minimally	effective.	One	day,	instead	of	“the	stick,”	I	brought	in	a	basketball	as	the
vehicle.	I	asked	the	students	if	they	were	willing	to	buy	into	speaking	up	only	when	they
had	the	basketball	in	their	hands.	Many	of	them	were	athletes	and	were	comfortable	with
a	basketball	in	their	hands.	They	were	intrigued	and	agreed.	I	believe	it	was	a	social
studies	class,	and	I	threw	out	a	question	about	“promoting	the	general	welfare.”	The
room	was	transformed.	Suddenly	some	of	the	quiet	students	had	something	to	say,	and
some	of	the	more	assertive	students	yielded	to	the	discipline	from	the	group.	I	joined	the
process	myself	and	sometimes	had	difficulty	regaining	the	floor,	since	the	only	time	one
could	speak	was	when	he	or	she	was	passed	the	basketball	by	the	one	holding	it.
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Since	that	experience,	I	have	used	the	talking	stick,	or	some	variation	of	it,	in	many
group	situations	in	graduate	studies	and	in	other	service	groups,	such	as	a	Vietnam
Veterans	group,	a	group	of	women	in	a	detention	center	in	Chesapeake,	and	a	group	of
people	who	were	on	parole	with	the	Norfolk	Department	of	Corrections.	
	
The	Check-in
	
As	we	sit	together	in	my	Men’s	Group	(as	well	as	in	some	other	groups	that	I’ve	been
involved	with),	we	want	to	know	each	other	more	personally.	It	is	good	to	start	each
session	with	a	short	period	of	silence,	wherein	each	member	creates	a	“clearing”	within
him/herself.	This	can	be	something	as	simple	as	becoming	more	conscious	of	one’s
breath,	by	taking	a	few	mindful	breaths	in…and	out.	Coming	from	the	silence,	we	want
to	hear	each	other’s	voice.	We	listen	quietly	as	we	go	around	the	room,	and	each
member	enters	what	becomes	a	sacred	space.	We	invite	each	member	to	share,	briefly,
something	personal	–	something	that	concerns	him	or	something	joyful	to	him	–	words
that	usher	us	deeply	into	the	room	and	into	each	other.		We	do	not	comment	or	offer
feedback	to	the	speaker	until	each	member	–	everyone	in	the	room	-	has	“checked	in.”
Any	member	is	free	to	take	the	stick,	and	merely	say,	“I	pass”	without	expectation	to
speak.	The	check-in	session	should	be	brief	and	focused,	taking	no	more	than	a	few
minutes	of	the	group’s	time.	When	the	check-in	is	complete,	we	go	directly	into	the
session,	much	of	which	grows	organically	out	of	the	sharing	in	the	check	in,	turning	to
the	focus	of	an	agenda	if	there	is	one.
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Naval	Air	Station	Oceana	and	the	BRAC
	
I	was	with	EVMS	from	1973	to	1991,	mostly	in	Norfolk.	In	1989	my	family	and	I	moved
from	Norfolk	to	Virginia	Beach.	In	1988	The	Department	of	Defense	had	created	a
commission	called	BRAC	(Base	Realignment	and	Closure	Commission).	The	cold	war
was	winding	down	and	the	DOD	(Department	of	Defense)	wanted	to	create	a	more
efficient	and	cost-effective	system	for	military	expenditures.	One	of	the	bases	in	question
was	called	Oceana	Naval	Air	Station.	Oceana	started	in	1940	on	329	acres	of	swamp
land	as	a	small	practice	field.	By	1995,	it	was	over	6,000	acres,	and	planes	took	off	and
landed	about	540	times	a	day	–	about	every	two	and	a	half	minutes.		It	is	located	only	a
little	more	than	a	mile	from	our	home	in	the	Virginia	Beach	neighborhood	called	Croatan.
The	Federal	Government	began	to	commission	a	number	of	Environmental	Impact
Studies	which	showed	the	risks	to	the	surrounding	area	of	approximately	120,000
residents,	in	terms	of	noise,	safety,	air	quality,	economic	concerns,	etc.	It	was	a
comprehensive	report.	In	response	to	these	studies,	a	local	group,	Citizens	Concerned
About	Jet	Noise	(CCAJN),	under	the	leadership	of	John	Schick,	a	former	Navy	jet	pilot,
was	formed.	I	joined	with	John	and	the	others,	as	citizen	neighbors,	primarily	as	a	war
resister.	I	was	concerned	about	the	proliferation	of	these	180	additional	F/A-18	Navy
fighter	jets.	I	considered	them	fifty-five	million	dollar	“weapons	of	mass	destruction.”
Related	to	the	noise	issue,	I	was	in	my	back	yard	with	my	four-year-old	granddaughter,
Caroline,	one	evening	when	an	F-14	flew	toward	us	at	something	like	300	knots.	It	was
so	low	and	so	close	that	we	feared	for	our	lives.	My	granddaughter	was	terrified	and	fell
to	the	ground	shaking.	I	considered	what	it	must	be	like	for	a	four-year-old	and	her
grandfather	in	Fallujah	when	one	of	these	monsters	comes	close	to	them.	The	reality	is,
this	noise	level	is	a	frequent	occurrence.	At	first,	I	used	to	scream	back	at	the	planes.	In
recent	years,	as	of	10	minutes	ago,	I	try	to	use	the	disquieting	noise	as	a	reminder	that	I/
we	still	have	work	to	do	every	day	toward	a	world	without	war.	In	opposition	to	the
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formation	of	CCAJN,	another	group,	calling	themselves	“American	Patriots,”	began
efforts	to	expand	the	base.	They	put	out	bumper	stickers	and	notices	showing	a	fighter
plane	and	calling	it	“the	Sound	of	Freedom.”	I	welcome	dialogue	with	them.
	
On	September	20,	1997,	a	notice	of	a	public	hearing	on	a	Draft	Environmental	Impact
Statement	(DEIS)	for	the	realignment	of	these	jets	would	be	held	on	Monday,	October
27,	at	the	Virginia	Beach	Pavilion	Convention	Center.	It	gave	directions	as	to	how	to
submit	verbal	or	written	comments.	I	immediately	began	preparation	of	a	written
statement	and	asked	for	the	opportunity,	also,	to	offer	my	comments	verbally	at	the
hearing.	When	I	entered	the	Center	at	a	little	after	7	P.M.,	the	room	was	nearly	full	and
filled	up	more	as	the	meeting	went	on.	There	was	a	stage	with	a	podium	and	a
microphone	and	a	stenographer.	Senator	Warner,	Admiral	Mullen,	many	more	military
personnel,	resplendent	in	their	bright	medals	and	ribbons,	Mayor	Oberndorf,	members	of
council,	The	Chamber	of	Commerce,	etc.,	were	clustered	together	in	the	first	few	rows.
The	City	of	Virginia	Beach	really	wanted	this	expansion.	Senator	Warner	was	pushing	for
it,	even	though	supposedly	he	was	a	neutral	observer.	A	clerk	called	speakers	up	one	at
a	time.	Most	of	the	speakers	spoke	in	praise	of	the	expansion	–	how	it	would	bring	jobs,
attract	new	industries,	provide	for	the	country’s	security	in	these	troubled	times,	etc.	A
few	spoke	briefly	to	concerns	about	noise,	traffic	congestion,	risk	of	crashes,	etc.	The
dominant	theme	certainly	was	“buy,	buy,	buy.”	I	waited	somewhat	anxiously.	Will	I	be
called?	Finally,	probably	somewhere	about	9	P.M.,	“Dr.	Robert	E.	Young.	“	
	
I	approached	the	stage	and	podium	slowly.	It	was	not	easy	rising	to	speak	so	clearly
counter	to	the	establishment.	I	looked	down	at	the	mayor,	the	senator,	the	cluster	of	the
power	elite.	They	clearly	did	not	appear	welcoming.	I	don’t	recall	what	the	time	limit	was
for	speaking,	maybe	10	minutes,	but	I	was	able	to	stay	within	it.	I	was	warned,	politely,
when	there	was	one	minute	left.	The	stenographer	was	taking	down	every	word,	even
though	I	saw	that	she	had	my	transcript	in	front	of	her.	I	think	it	was	being	recorded	as
well.	I	did	some	introductory	comments	thanking	the	Navy	for	arranging	this,	those	in
attendance	for	being	there,	etc.	I	spoke	to	the	idea	of	how	important	it	is	to	hear	citizen
voices	on	matters	of	community	well-being.	I	spoke	to	the	theme	of	sustainable
industries,	and	of	how	the	region	was	already	overly	dependent	on	military	jobs	and
dollars	and	how	we	were	all	looking	for	ways	to	generate	new	industries	and	new
sustainable	jobs	in	fields	wanted	and	needed.	I	gave	some	examples.	I	did	not	see	the
jets	as	“the	sound	of	freedom.”	The	sound	of	the	6,000	acres	as	a	nature	conservancy,
that	indeed,	would	be	a	sound	of	the	freedom	of	the	soul.	What	industries	do	we	need	in
our	region?	–	low	cost,	attractive,	functional	housing—not	Levittown-style	ticky	tack,	but
hi-tech,	state	of	the	art	model	homes,	fuel	efficient	mass	transportation,	etc.	And	with	a
growing	crisis	in	potable	water	supply,	and	with	a	huge	ocean	a	stone’s	throw	away,	a
desalination	plant,	etc.
	
Jon	Glass	and	Jack	Dorsey	of	The	Virginian-Pilot	wrote	of	“Oceana	Village,	an	All-
American	City.”	“If	the	base	went	away,	the	Navy	would	leave	behind	a	small	city,	with
apartments,	chapels,	chow	halls,	playgrounds,	restaurants,	two	eighteen-hole	golf
courses,	a	twenty-four-lane	bowling	alley,	a	movie	theater	and	horse	stables.	Very	little
would	have	to	be	razed.	The	massive	hangers	could	be	used	to	create	a	new,	needed
and	wanted	local	industry,	such	as	affordable	housing—and	the	noisy	part	of
manufacturing	could	be	handled	in	the	new	‘hush	house,’	the	sound-absorbing	hanger
for	jet	engine	tests.”
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On	the	issue	of	the	loss	all	that	federal	money	if	the	base	were	closed,	former	Assistant
Secretary	of	Defense,	Lawrence	Korb,	reported	the	following.	“The	irony	is	that	the	base
closure	process	not	only	saves	taxpayer	money,	but	affected	communities	are	usually
better	in	the	long	run.	For	example,	Lowry	Air	Force	base	in	Denver,	which	was	closed	in
1994,	has	generated	four	billion	dollars	in	economic	activity,	including	new	homes	and
commercial	properties.	The	1,004-acre	Naval	shipyard	in	Charleston,	S.C.,	which	was
closed	in	1993,	has	turned	into	a	beehive	of	commercial	and	residential	activity.”
	
I	asked	myself	and	others,	“Do	we	have	the	will	to	develop	the	technology,	the	know-
how	and	the	reallocation	of	dollars	to	meet	our	needs	and	maybe	become	a	beacon	of
light,	and	a	natural	leader	in	de-militarizing	our	local	economy?”
	
After	I	spoke	the	clerk	called	for	a	fifteen-minute	intermission.		
	
When	I	finished,	I	felt	pretty	good	about	how	I	had	delivered	my	message.	I	had	spoken
slowly	and	clearly	and	made	some	good	eye	contact,	and	I	thought	my	message	was
one	worth	getting	out	there	and	on	record.	I	don’t	recall	any	applause,	but	there	weren’t
any	boo’s	either.	My	head	was	down,	though,	and	I	felt	all	alone.	Just	then,	a	young
black	man,	about	19,	dressed	casually,	approached	me	and	said,	“Man,	you	really	said
something	up	there.	Them	people	(pointing	toward	the	Senator,	the	military,	and	the
Mayor	group),	they	don’t	care	about	us.	They	just	want	our	money	and	to	keep	waving
the	flag.	Man,	I	wish	I	could	say	something.”	Those	comments	were	a	complete	surprise
and	warmed	my	heart	so	fully.	You	know	how	you	can	feel	all	alone	with	hundreds	of
people	around	you,	and	one	person	reaches	out	to	you	and	you	feel	blessed.	That	was
one	of	those	moments.	I	smiled	and	thanked	him	and	said,	“You	can	speak.		All	you	have
to	do	is	to	talk	to	that	woman	at	the	table,	give	her	your	name,	and	tell	her	you	want	to
speak	after	the	intermission.”	I	walked	up	with	him	and	he	did	just	that.
	
After	the	intermission,	he	was	about	the	fifth	name	to	be	called.	I	wish	I	could	remember
his	name	but	I	cannot.	He	rose	to	speak.	He	didn’t	have	the	mic	close	to	his	mouth,	and
she	helped	him	make	that	adjustment.	He	probably	spoke	for	only	about	a	minute	and	a
half,	but	it	was	thrilling	to	see	him	do	this.	As	I	recall,	he	focused	on	a	man	in	a	wheel
chair	in	the	front	row,	and	said	something	like,	“You	see	that	man	in	the	wheel	chair	in
the	front	row.	He’s	who	we	ought	to	be	payin’	attention	to.	That	them	million	dollar	jets
don’t	take	his	house	away	and	about	him	bein’	able	to	get	what	he	needs	while	they’re
wavin’	the	flag	and	gettin’	rich.”	He	paused,	nodded	and	left	the	stage.	There	were	no
boos,	and	at	least	one	burst	of	applause	–	from	the	guy	who	had	spoken	just	before	the
intermission.
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Who	Am	I	Really?
	

Day-to-day,	I	was	and	am	regarded	as	an	outgoing,	friendly,	positive	man,	and	as	a	role
model	for	many.	At	the	same	time,	I	have	been	able,	over	the	years,	to	offer	dissent	and
protest	assertively	and	thoughtfully	for	civil	rights	and	non-violence	and	for	progressive
social	change.	I	lost	a	lot	of	the	skirmishes,	but	the	vision	and	the	struggle	continue	on,
and	I’ve	come	out	okay.	This	bio	is	written	in	the	context	of	what	I	want	to	share	about
one	aspect	of	my	life—my	career	as	an	outspoken	idealist	and	activist.	A	darker	bio
could	also	be	written	of	me,	mainly	of	my	not	giving	full	attention	to	my	first	marriage	and
family	matters	as	they	were	needed.	I	have	done	a	great	deal	to	try	to	make	amends	for
those	earlier	shortcomings.	
	
I	am	an	active	member	of	the	Virginia	Beach	Friends	(Quaker)	Meeting	in	which	I
experience	life	lived	toward	each	other.	Through	the	Quakers	I	discovered	the	beauty
and	power	of	shared	silence,	of	deep	listening,	of	the	willingness	to	seek	consensus.
With	their	support,	I	am	better	able	to	dissent	peacefully	and	respectfully	in	the	face	of
injustice.	

My	book	of	poetry,	If	Not	Now,	When,	was	published	in	2011.	I	have	had	poems
published	in	the	The	Poet’s	Domain,	Virginia	Adversaria,	Powhatan	Review,	Chrysler
Museum	Ekphrasis,	Visions,	Nanduti,	Friend	To	Friend,	Pivot,	The	Westonian,	The
Virginian	Pilot,	The	Eastern	Virginia	Medical	School	Reporter,	The	Powelton	Post,	The
Daily	Pennsylvanian,	Pax	India,	Voyager,	Skipping	Stones,	The	Open	Page,	Lady	Jane’s
Miscellany,	Blue	Collar	Review,	and	the	Friends	Journal.	I	have	won	awards	from	the
Poetry	Society	of	Virginia	and	the	Christopher	Newport	University	Writer’s	Conference.
Other	writings	have	appeared	in	In	Good	Company,	Portfolio,	Tidewater	Senior,	The
Beacon,	The	Jung	Society	Newsletter,	The	Poetry	Society	of	Virginia	80th	Anniversary
Anthology	of	Poems,	and	The	Nearest	Poem	Anthology.
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In	the	summer	of	2017,	the	oncologist	told	me	I	probably	had	3	months	to	live.	These	7
months	living	with	cancer	have	become	a	blessing.	I	have	seldom	been	in	pain	and	my
mind	has	been	clear.	Many,	many	people	have	stopped	by	to	pay	their	respects	and	to
share	stories	of	life	and	death	and	life’s	purpose.	Although	my	energy	is	limited	and	I
need	a	lot	of	rest	and	sleep	time,	I	welcome	this	time	of	reflection,	of	writing,	of	these
visits.	Nathan	Richardson,	a	poet	friend	of	mine	wrote	a	poem	called,	“You	are	the	one
you’ve	been	waiting	for.”	Another	friend	put	it	to	music.	Just	this	month,	I	discovered,	or
rediscovered,	the	following	Buber	words	as	people	come	to	me.	The	thoughts,	feelings,
words	and	actions	are	just	as	I	am	when	at	my	best.	
	

"When	people	come	to	you	for	help,	do	not	turn	them	off	with	pious	words,	saying,	‘Have
faith	and	take	your	troubles	to	God.’	Act	instead	as	though	there	were	no	God,	as	though
you	were	the	only	person	in	the	world	who	could	help	–	only	yourself.”
–	Martin	Buber
	
Thank	you,	Mr.	Buber	and	others.	I	have	gotten	a	great	deal	from	you	as	I	go
forward	with	my	vision	to	speak	up	and	to	do	what	I	can	do	to	change	what	can	be
changed.

Martin	Buber
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New	Year’s	Thoughts	and	Prayers

	

And	when	the	broken-hearted	people
Living	in	the	world	agree 	
There	will	be	an	answer
Let	it	be.		
--	Paul	McCartney,	1970

	
May	we	remember	our	loved	ones
who	have	bequeathed	us	a	legacy	of	goodness
	
May	we	have	the	joy	to	laugh
and	be	of	good	spirits
	
May	we	meet	anger	and	rage
by	touching	the	heart	of	the	other
	
May	we	give	and	keep	our	word	and	deed
to	family	and	friends
	
May	we	do	the	right	thing
for	our	neighbor	and	for	the	stranger
	
May	we	have	the	strength	and	zest
to	work	and	play	abundantly
`
May	we	make	things	a	little	better
in	our	community	and	beyond
	
May	we	continue	the	journey	inward
through	and	beyond	the	mind	and	body
	
May	our	children	live	in	a	planet	restored
and	a	world	of	brotherhood	and	peace.
	
Let	It	Be.	Let	it	be.	Let	it	be.

Bob	originally	wrote	this	poem	in	2011.	He	revised	it	in	January	2018,	shortly
before	he	died.
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Bob	died	peacefully	at	home	on	January	31,	2018.	His	daughter	Kim
arrived	just	in	time	to	hold	his	hand,	then	his	friend	Larry	showed	up	and
took	the	other	hand.	There	was	a	spectacular	full	moon	that	night,	a
poetic	ending	for	a	poet.	

A	memorial	service	was	held	at	the	Virginia	Beach	Friends	School	on	a
March	17th.	He	was	cremated	and	some	of	his	ashes	will	be	scattered
beside	Marguerite's	in	the	soil	of	a	tree	planted	on	their	lawn	to	honor
her	after	she	died.	

Donations	in	his	memory	may	be	made	to	the	Virginia	Beach	Friends
Meeting,	PO	Box	4371,	Virginia	Beach,	VA,	23454.

Bob's	family	is	enormously	grateful	to	Bob's	good	friend	Mike	Kelly	who
provided	tremndous	help	in	putting	this	book	together.	Ruminating	on
his	life	and	putting	down	his	thoughts	with	Mike's	encouragement,
support,	task-mastering,	editing,	and	photo	curation	was	a	driving	force
in	the	last	months	of	Bob's	life.
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Roller	Coaster	of	Reflections	on	
Self,	Others,	Community

Robert	E.	(Bob)	Young


