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Introduction and Disclaimer

Patients and my daily experiences wrote this book for me—over a five (+) year period. Each day, talking with clients, ideas occurred, usually because of something the client said, or I had a related thought. I would write the thought on a slip of paper and stuff it into my shirt pocket. At the end of the day, there would be twenty or thirty of these slips, which I’d take home and toss onto my desk. At the end of the week, there would be a hundred slips of paper, which I'd dutifully copy into a WORD document, in no order. After a while, there would be hundreds and hundreds of thoughts, then a thousand or more thoughts randomly strewn about this file. At one point, my scattered ideas filled up hundreds of pages. As ideas do, they clumped together. A group of ideas seemed to go together. Some bunches should be first to set up the second bunch, and then the third. In this way, chapters formed, and the order of the chapters fell into place. At some point, I had to stop—too many ideas. Then, in earnest, I had to focus and write. So, this book is a collection of slips. I should change the title of this book to "Slips of the Tongue."

One patient said I should stream the book, or make it audible. He suggested I could read it because of my deep, calming voice. This first means making the book into something that will entertain, inform, share. This is an enormous task, and a daunting one since, until now, I have only written ebooks. As the saying goes, "Give someone a book and they'll read for a day. Teach someone to write a book and they'll spend a lifetime mired in paralyzing self-doubt." I know clients and the population at large are interested in what a therapist has to say. One client expressed this with an undertone of anxiety, "I can only guess what therapists are thinking." Another said, "If you died, and I attended your funeral along with all the rest of your patients, we would all compare notes, wondering 'Did he say that to you, too?'" Now you do not have to guess. After forty years, I have things to say. It is time to pay attention to "the man behind the curtain." Some of this is not pretty, but all of it is real. As for making this an audio book, there are several programs that will convert text to voice. Most are free and have more entertaining voices than mine. 

The tone of this book is a mix of academic and informal. I did not set out to make this a scholarly work. My focus is to describe my experiences as a clinician at large, in private practice. The numbers and data I present are germane to me, not necessarily to other clinicians. So, there are some statistics and other "findings," but they are in the service of supporting my personal, experiences and points of view. It's me talking from the other side of the couch. And even though this is a book about my practice, I'm sure that most other therapists will nod their heads when they read my accounts. I include the thoughts and words of others—liberally—but in the end, as one fellow writer client said, "Writing: it’s always about you, even if you do not know it." 

Every client I've ever seen is in this book, in some way, small or large. Yet, no client is identifiable. That's because I've mixed up the particulars, changing gender, gender preference, height, weight, marital situations, age, race--everything. If you read a section or case study and think "This is me. Dr. Griggs has broken confidentiality," you are mistaken. This is a coincidence. Most people have similar issues, so overlapping is unavoidable. Data in this book are from my personal, clinical, in-office experiences, and are represented as such. My experiences are otherwise true in the real world, as described, except where noted.

One last thing. Josh Billings said, "There's great power in words if you do not hitch too many of them together." As an author, I do not wish to be thought of as prolix, but there are thousands of experiences therapists have, and I have had most of them. They shaped me in ways I never expected, so they, as much as possible, should be recounted. I can’t abridge 40 years of being a psychologist into a few brief chapters, but I'm going to try. Many experiences require many words, so bear with me…


Background

(My roots)

I did not start out aspiring to be or even thinking I would be a psychologist. I came from humble beginnings. Dad went into the Navy at 17 1/2, right out of high school. Not having gone to college, he went into the service as a sailor. Mom worked as a Dental Assistant. Mom had two years of post-high school courses in dentistry. I was an only child and an ambivert with introverted leanings. (Introverts keep to themselves and prefer one-to-one interactions. Extraverts are the opposite, preferring interactions with lots of people. Ambiverts are somewhere in the middle.) I had neither wealth nor education nor temperament to jump-start or shape my natural interests.

We lived in Southern California, often in Navy housing. Today, we would classify these environments as low-income. They were not exactly tenements, more like a massive collection of small apartments. Families were crammed next to each other, one residence's entrance being only feet from the next. The floor plans were cramped, but there were zillions of kids in the neighborhood. I always had friends close by, and Halloween night was more than bountiful. I could cover a hundred doors in a couple of hours, each opening at the knock, each producing candy on demand. Often the candy yield from just one night lasted through Valentine's Day. As a kid, I was unaware and certainly not concerned about my low socio-economic status. We always had food on the table, a roof, linen, cutlery, transportation, TVs—all the usual desiderata. I was loved and did well in school. I grew up in the fifties as a kid and sixties as a teenager.

The Navy made Dad move a dozen times. He was very bright, especially gifted in electronics. The Navy realized this early and sent Dad to every electronics training course they had. He dragged us with him. In the second and third grade, I lived in three states and attended three different schools. California schools were advanced and considered to be higher quality than other schools, particularly compared to Florida. So, at one of our stops, they put me ahead half a year, not because I was academically gifted, but because I previously learned the lessons in California. When we moved back to California, they put me back where I belonged, so I ended up being in the right grade for my age. Because of the month I was born in, I was always a little younger than my classmates. I was skinny but taller than most, so still ended up being picked sooner for dodgeball and kickball games.

Shortly after returning from one of these whirlwind tours of other states and their schools, the family landed in a lower middle-class house. Dad was going up in rank and was a candidate for commission because of his education via the Navy. The Navy had faith in him, and his progress allowed for better living accommodations. The house was across the street from my elementary school, and within walking distance of the junior high school (then grades seventh through ninth). We stayed in one place for a while—what a concept! I attended the same grade school for three grades and the same junior high school for another three grades.

One side effect of moving so much was that I learned to make friends quickly. I learned to read people right away, and then quickly bond, considering I might not remain in one place for long. I also learned to let people go. When you move a lot, learning to part without a hangover is important. This inadvertent training in human encounters had far-reaching consequences in my life. I learned quickly to tune in to folks, "get" where they really were, and to be mindful of that finding throughout our relationships, brief though they may be. This worked well for shorter relationships but also augmented working with friends that were around more than a few months. The adaptive aspect, and some would say the downside, is being able easily to say goodbye to otherwise bonded, more in-depth relationships.

One early encounter was with my neighbor. Jo Lynn and I were nine and lived next door to each other. We went to the same grade school and shared a common fence between our backyard patios. One day I was sitting on the curb in front of my house, when Jo Lynn came out of her house. She was crying and looked sad. Jo-Lynn sat down next to me in silence. I asked her what was going on and she described the family conflict she just witnessed with all its details, as interpreted through a nine-year-old's eyes. I just listened but asked about her feelings. I also asked how she managed her feelings. I became very absorbed in her "process," losing sight of the actual events she described. We sat on the curb for about twenty minutes, but I was oblivious to the passing of time. At some point, Jo Lynn's mother called her to dinner. She jumped up with zest, said she felt much better, and then scurried off to enjoy a TV dinner (in those days). She was genuinely happier, in her mood, her body language, speech, thinking—all of it.

However, after her departure, I felt depressed, although at the time I did not know the word "depressed." I absorbed her feelings and now I was droopy, dragging, and slowed down. It occurred to me that Jo Lynn previously was in this same state, but then "something" happened, and then she was not. I was part of “something" but did not understand what "it" was. After Jo Lynn left, I reviewed what transpired. I tried to repeat what happened to her, only to myself. I talked to myself (sort of), expressed my feelings as in hearing Jo Lynn's words in my brain, only this time they were my thoughts and feelings—and looked at the before and after of each group of words. I must have been pretty absorbed in my investigation because the sun disappeared behind the horizon, and I was still sitting on the curb in the dark. I heard Mom call my name for dinner, so I jumped up. I was no longer depressed! I was so amazed I did not even mind that dinner was going to be liver and onions. I did not realize at the time what a psychologist did or even what a psychologist was, or that there was even a name for this profession, but I may have been a natural.

Fast forward. I started high school in Indianapolis, after yet another family move. Finding oneself in Indianapolis after (mostly) growing up in Southern California is a lot like landing on the moon. I asked a friend where heaven is in the United States. She said "Southern California. It's beautiful, the climate is mild, and the beach is soothing." When asked where Hell is, that same person said, "Northeastern Iowa." Indiana is closer to Iowa than California. Everything looks different and people talk with a funny accent. The locals thought I had the accent, and from their perspective, I did. But I fit in, especially because I played rock and roll lead guitar. I was instantly in a band (whose name is so embarrassing I will not reveal it here). The band was quite popular. To this day, I am friends with some of those band members. I worked my way through high school and later college, thinking I'd be a musician. Along the way, I took a lot of guitar lessons, to learn modes, scales, and jazzy things. I was good enough and got enough encouragement from other musicians to later seriously consider choosing music as a career.

Meanwhile, I still had to go to high school. I met a fair number of people (even as an ambivert), got a girlfriend (who has remained in contact until her recent death) and plotted how to escape the draft upon graduation (the Vietnam war was in full swing). When my junior year arrived, I finally could take some electives, besides the usual academic classes—English, Trig, Bio and Chem. 

I was good at math, having taken geometry, algebra, trigonometry and finally calculus, that being the order schools taught these classes at the time. Math made sense to me, but it got increasingly harder. In my senior year of high school, I encountered calculus, which really made me think. That was the high-water mark for my math abilities, but completing these courses gave me a pass in college—no more math necessary. I've always thought that everyone was incredibly uniquely different and that much of self mastery occurred when one realized the subtleties that comprise mental abilities. This lesson hit home one day when, in high school, I was walking down the hallway and noticed one classroom had an open door. No one was in the class, so I peeked in. This was the Chemistry room. I noticed a lot of equations on the blackboard. They looked strangely algebraic. I just finished Trig and felt amazingly comfortable with all things algebraic. The next semester I enrolled in an elective, Chemistry, thinking, "easy A." Mistake. Chemistry equations look algebraic, but they are not. They are no more solved using the theorems and rules of algebra than writing sentences in Spanish are constructed using English grammar. I discovered the rules of Chemistry, sort of, but not without a lot of study and questioning. I discovered that if I did not study for Chemistry tests, I'd get a "C." To my dismay, I discovered that if I did study for a test, even if I studied a lot, I'd also get a "C." You can guess what my final grade was in this class. In my brain, the area that has chemistry ability is about the size of the head of a pin. At least I learned how my brain worked (and that I should not enter any field that uses Chemistry...) Next semester, I looked for "other" electives.

I chose psychology with Mr. Forman. Mr. Forman had recently finished his master's degree and was "up" on all the latest. In class as a group, we worked on the MSTT (Mirror Star Tracing Task), which is a difficult-to-master tracing of the outlines of a star, within a channel, done backwards (because you must look at the drawing in a mirror, not directly). Half the class practiced the task with frequent breaks. Half performed the same task without breaks. This is known as Distributive vs. Massed Practice. Each group counted the number of attempts it took to do the task without errors. The data between the two in-class groups were then compared. As is now classic, the Distributive group learned the task more quickly and made fewer errors than the Massed Practice group. This lit up my brain. Science arrived paired with human behavior. Again, this was a subject that I somehow just "got." I still wasn't thinking of being a psychologist (being in a band and playing music for high school dances and being the object of lots of groupies’ attention were way too much fun) but I knew that this subject was especially enjoyable. I certainly could not make that claim for chemistry.

Mr. Forman also gave us daily group exercises in class. One task was to repeat numbers aloud after he read them to us. It is easy at first. He would say, "Repeat the numbers: 1, 6," saying each number at the rate of about one per second. The class, aloud, repeated "1" and then "6." Mr. Forman then read three numbers: "2, 5, 8." We all said "2, 5, 8," aloud. We had to put our hands down by our sides to show that we were not secretly writing the numbers while we hid behind the tall kid sitting in front of us. The string of numbers got longer, hence harder with each trial. When the numbers were seven or more digits long, about half the class forgot some of them and their voices disappeared, leaving the rest of us to complete the task. Imagine Mr. Forman saying the following numbers: "2, 5, 3, 7, 9, 0, 4." Now, we had to repeat these numbers aloud in front of everybody. This reprise continued until the class had to remember 10, then 11, then 12 numbers in sequence. The task of remembering 14 numbers reduced the group to only three of us. I do not remember which of us “won.”

What I found out in graduate school (about ten years later), because Mr. Forman did not tell us this, is that what he was doing was giving us one aspect of a subtest on the Wechsler Intelligence test, which measures IQ. (The other part of this same subtest is to repeat the numbers, only backwards. This part of the test is proof positive that evil exists in the universe...) This subtest also measures distractibility and is one measure now used to diagnose ADHD (Attention Deficit Hyperactive Disorder, a diagnosis that existed under other names but wasn't easily or often acknowledged when I was in high school). Digit Span, as the subtest is still called, is one of a bunch of subtests that together calculate how smart a person is, at least according to Wechsler. (To Mr. Forman's credit, he made up his own numbers and so did not give the exact test that Wechsler patented, so let us not get Mr. Forman in trouble). I do not remember if Mr. Forman gave us any of the other Wechsler subtests, but I know I was hooked. I still wasn't thinking "psychologist,” but I definitely enjoyed testing, experiments, and data analysis on human behavior.

Fast forward. I graduated high school while in Indiana while the Vietnam war was still going strong. Young males had to register with their draft boards at graduation. Then, by random drawings, based upon our dates of birth, we got draft numbers in the draft lotto. My number was low; meaning I was going to be drafted. Bad luck. I'm not a gun guy. Neither am I a fan of the military, both to the dismay of my employed-forever-by-the-Navy father. So, I enrolled in college to get what then was called a "II S" deferment. College was a way to not get killed in Vietnam. I lived in Indiana for three years. I was no longer a California resident. I looked for an in-state university that had a music school or anything good in psychology. I chose Indiana University because it was cheaper but also because it had a great reputation for both. It was only an hour away from my parents in Indianapolis. I lived in the dorm for two, maybe three semesters, until I got used to being responsible for myself.

But being responsible did not happen right away. I was still a musician, having gotten good at rock and blues riffs. The high school band scattered to the wind when we all graduated, so almost immediately I looked for and found another band at college. Almost immediately, the new band was playing fraternity gigs. Almost immediately, I got home at 6:00 a.m. and slept until about 2:00 p.m. the next day. I missed or didn't study or didn't care about any class that met before 3:00 p.m. At the end of the first semester, I found myself on academic probation. Wake up call. This triggered draft anxiety again, so I calculated exactly how many classes to take and what grades I needed to post to raise my overall GPA, which minimally had to be a 2.0 for the first year. With no hesitation, I jumped into classes the second semester, got better grades, and averaged for the year a 2.1 GPA. Mission accomplished.

But then a Sea Change occurred. I discovered that I enjoyed learning, especially at the college level. I liked it a lot! I started taking classes in everything—geology, astronomy, music, psychology, literature, religion. (No chemistry!). My brain exploded. At registration, I couldn't wait to enroll in classes. I was giddy. There were so many possibilities. I couldn't decide which classes to take. There were too many choices. I lamented that I couldn't comfortably enroll in over 16 hours per semester. I changed my major five times in five semesters. My GPA steadily climbed.

Midway through my junior year, my academic advisor called me into her office. She spent a minute looking over my academic records and said, "You know, you've been at IU for five semesters, and you've declared five different majors. You're going to graduate in three semesters. Don’t you think you should pick a subject and stick with it?" The question stumped me because I truly liked most of the subjects I studied, especially religion and astronomy. She could see the confused look on my face. "Let's look at your transcript and see what you've taken." I had enrolled in three sociology classes, four or five religion classes, three English classes, three science classes, a lot of onetime subject classes (like North American Indian Music) and eleven psychology classes. "Bingo! That's your natural interest," she said. I really hadn't put that together. I only knew that “psych” was fascinating, even more so at the college level. To my brain, psychology was very, very interesting. Then, my advisor said, "Now, we need to pick which psychology degree you want." UGH! "Your diploma will state if your psych degree is in counseling, social, clinical or research." I was also interested in what was then called "Telecommunications," which today would be called media psych or sales psych or something having to do with TV, commercials, and marketing. My undergraduate degree is in Social Psychology, which covers these. Even today, I find things related to Social Psychology to be more than just interesting. 

There were some interesting times and experiences at IU, especially now that I was fully matriculated into psychology. No longer was I going to be a music major, or study telecommunications, or anything else. No, I was stuck with psych and had to complete my education, doing what the Psychology Department told me to do. As a fourth-year undergraduate psychology student, I had to spend time on the fourth floor of the psychology department building. After trudging up four flights of stairs (I do not remember them having an elevator), one encountered a big door on the fourth floor. Upon opening it, one is greeted by an awful smell. It’s like what you expect when you perambulate through a retail store that sells nothing but reptiles, only in this case, the stench was from rats and pigeons. I won't gross you out with details because you might be eating lunch as you read this. We students had to work with rats and pigeons, train them to run mazes under different conditions, write up the experiment with all the data and "prove" the behaviorist's theories we were being taught. By inference, coming to understand mammal behaviors in this way would teach us how and what later to expect from humans. My concept to prove was "shaping." Shaping is when you reinforce a behavior that is in the right direction for whatever you want later. For example, a popular assignment for we captive lackeys was to train pigeons to "do" pirouettes. Pigeons are the dumbest birds I have ever encountered, so when I put my head next to a pigeon cage and nicely asked, "Please, do a pirouette," the bird pooped. So, I guess, there had to be some "training." It turned out if you do not give pigeons water for eight hours, they search their environment with more vim. Pigeons explore their environment by pecking everything. Their beak is something like our fingers, measuring texture, sound, hardness in the service of either seeking food or avoiding danger. Pigeons also randomly peck things on their right, and then on their left. Put a bird into a cage, and eventually they will peck everything. 

We had special bird cages that had a hole in the center of the floor. Underneath the hole was a lever that allowed the outside experimenter to push, and then up through the hole came a metal rod, on the top of which was a tiny cup that contained exactly one drop of water. Each press of the lever delivered one drop of water to the bird.

By definition and experimental design, the bird was thirsty, so presumably was looking for water, to slake what by then was dehydration. The bird pecked everything. Sometimes the bird pecked something on the right, sometimes on the left. The experimenter decided when to deliver the water. In my case, I was trying to teach a foul fowl to do a pirouette, but my only tools were water withholding and water delivering. Each time my obviously insipid subject randomly pecked in the left direction, I pressed the bar and delivered a reward, a drop of water. Each time the bird pecked something on the right, I did nothing, so the bird got nothing. Even really dumb birds learned (after about a hundred trials) that turning left relieved thirst (a little), turning right did not. The pigeon turned more to the left, and after about half an hour had turned completely around. Presto! A pirouette!

We students had contests to see who could get his/her pigeon to do a complete pirouette in the least numbers of trials, or the least amount of time. (Remember, we students were supposed to learn things that worked when hanging out with others. We started with birds but were supposed to apply bird-lessons to other species. What traits do we all possess? How are we put together? These are the fundamental questions.) Wise-ass students tilted the cage to the right, so the pigeon constantly compensated by leaning to the left, hence making more turns to the left by default. They won more contests. Other male students put some alcohol in the water or heaped lavish praise upon the bird. The latter did not work on rats, but several students said it worked outside the lab on first dates.

Another task we saps had to endure was to be subjects for the graduate student's experiments. These were more complex because graduate students were expected to be more intellectual, but the actual studies measured the same kinds of behavior principles. Our participation was required to get credit for passing whatever undergraduate course we took. Such forced compliance was endemic to undergraduates, so whatever experiments the graduate students dreamed up, we peons had to tolerate, as in being guinea pigs subjects. We did this by "volunteering" our bodies to sit in some room while higher-ups-in-the-academic-pecking-order manipulated some condition(s) thought to be out of our awareness, ran their experiment on us, collected their data, and got their degrees. This is kind of like renting a house, paying the owner of the building each month, thus paying down their mortgage. As a consolation prize, you at least get a place to stay, but nothing else. Some of their experiments were lame. In one, I was seated at a table across from two graduate students who faced me. One student said a "random" word (no such thing in psych experiments). My task was to say any word that came to mind. My word might be related, like in the Freudian free association task, or it could be something I made up. So, I heard the first word, "charge." I said, "battery." The person on the left then said "dumpling" and I said, "dumplings." The person on the right immediately gave me a piece of paper that had a large "1" printed on it. The person on the right also said, "Good," which told me I should try to get more of these. Right away I started asking myself what was the difference between "battery" and "dumplings." The person on the left then said another word, "pencil." The only difference between "battery" and "dumplings" was the "s" on the end of "dumpling," so I guessed plural words would get me a reward (I was feeling like a pigeon). So, I said, "pencils." Presto! Another piece of paper. Without the person on the left saying a fourth word, I started naming all the objects in the room, adding an "s" to the end of each word—"desks," "lights," "chairs," "windows," "shirts," "pants." The person on the right doled out pieces of paper, hardly fast enough to keep up with me. Experiment ended. What were they testing? My guess is how fast an undergraduate could get out of an experiment. I had other experiences that were also instructive.

My R.A. (Resident Assistant or Resident Advisor) lived at the end of the hall in our dormitory, which is where I spent the first three semesters at I.U. He was older, a graduate student and was supposed to watch over us in exchange for free lodging. He had a photographic mind. In those days I had a "sort of" photographic memory, being able to clearly see images of things like clouds, trees, and parts of automobiles. But this R.A. had an utterly amazing memory. He would read a book of any length, and then hand it to someone, instruct them to pick any page, any paragraph, and any line, and then the R.A. would read aloud that exact passage from his photo-memory. He was uncannily accurate, right down to the punctuation. I asked him how he did it and he said, "I do not know, but it's easy. I imagine the book in front of me and it appears just as if I'm holding it in front of me. Visualizing what's on the page is just natural, like opening the book and turning to any specific page in real time, using my hands, holding the book on my lap". Unfortunately, he came down with some form of meningitis and ended up in the hospital for two days with a temperature of 104 degrees. It almost killed him. Unfortunately, when he came out of the hospital, his photographic memory was gone. The fever burned out some circuits. I realized just how important biology is in forming intelligence. The R.A.'s Ph.D. specialization had been theoretical math/physics, for which he was quite able. After losing his natural genius, the R.A. could not handle such intellectual rigor, so he switched majors to the Education department with a specialization in math.

Ironically, I.U. also taught me Freudian and humanistic concepts. Freud described our personalities as three distinct parts, each unhappy with the other. At the base lies the Id—that seething cauldron of libidinal impulses that, if uncontrolled, would make us all murderers. At the other end of the spectrum is the Superego. This comprises two parts, the ego ideal and the conscience. The former strives to do things ideally, perfectly, rightly. The ego ideal is guided by your conscience, which comprises your inner values; those thoughts, behaviors that make up your universe of moral exemplars. Think of the superego as "the courtroom of the mind."--anon The Id and Superego are constantly at war, like the little devil and angel sitting atop each shoulder, each pulling at the person in the middle. There is no detente. One wants to save the world. The other wants to destroy it. One wants to treat you gently, lovingly, helpfully. The other wants to bash out your brains. In the middle of these warring clans is the Ego, that poor, hapless sense of self that must manage these ever-clashing antagonists. The Ego represents the Reality Principle. It is the sentinel. The Ego watches for impulses to arise from either the Superego or the Id. The Ego is that faction of the mind that interfaces with outer reality and makes those two "other" components toe the line. The theory goes that if an ego is weak; that is, succumbs to either Superego or Id, the person will behave as that stronger part dictates. Thus, if the Superego prevails, you will become a priest, or social worker, or... If the Id triumphs, you will become a crook. As we develop, the Ego learns to take over and be stronger than either of these foes (the Ego’s wingmen in the flight through life). When this is accomplished, the individual is said to be "adjusted." For Freud, this was the high-water mark of "mental health." I say some of this in jest to oversimplify, yet poke fun at the originator of my craft. Yet, without Freud, psychoanalysis, and its professional progeny—the many psychotherapies—would not exist in their present form. We might all be comparing current psychological theory to the tenets of Adler or Jung, or one of more than a dozen other emerging theorists. Jung's theories did not possess heuristic value. I never got into archetypes, which are gross generalizations. In my down-to-earth in-office work, they provide little clinical utility. Those who think more psychoanalytically would disagree. I’m OK with them. If they can pull that off and still create happy clients, more power to them. Adler at least had a psychodynamic theory that better predicted human interactions, although the range and application of his theories were more limited than either Freud's or Jung's. This also left me wanting more. In sum, Freud covered a much greater range of human mental functions and was brilliant. He was at the pole position, being the one who started it all. I thought his theories were the most demanding of study. Behaviorists (second wave) came along later, still later the Humanists (the third force), and finally, the Transcendentalists (the fourth wave) emerged. 

I got my training in Behaviorism in undergraduate school, and as well, I was exposed to a lot of training in humanistic psychology. This isn't as intuitive now, looking back, but even IU—haven for Skinner and his many devotees—introduced me to the intellectual luminaries following Skinner. Rogers was my "main man" but there were lots of others. Humanistic psychology, which best typifies my approach to counseling, has its roots in lots of seemingly unrelated ways of thinking—phenomenological and existential, spiritual (not necessarily Christian). There are a lot of intellectual progenitors, but nobody's ever heard of them unless you happen to be a geeky psychology scholar. The big three were Otto Rank, Abraham Maslow, and Carl Rogers. I like Rogers because he practiced Unconditional Positive Regard (UPR) and transformed people from the inside without them knowing what he was doing. The definition of Humanistic Psychology goes something like this: humans supersede the sum of their parts. They cannot then be reduced to their parts, a la Freud. They base their existence in and express their existence in human environments or realms—social, political, and economic. They are conscious—aware of being aware, not only of themselves, but of others. They possess free will and do not just react to outside stimuli (a la the behaviorists). They "intend;” that is, to plan, to expect future events; and last, to seek greater meaning, value and to be creative in their life endeavors. These are broad terms, but the "take away" concept is that we humans are greater than the sum of our parts. IU even introduced us to the "fourth way of thinking," spiritual psychology. That prompted me to take a few classes elsewhere, after graduating.

I have been trained in the big four psychological schools of thought. I like most of them, overall, and most of their parts. But what I’ve gleaned along the way and now embody—all the training I've had, all the decades of counseling experience—are funneled through MY personality. So, what I "do" when a person arrives at my office is "me." I look people over from a clinical point of view, assessing their mood, intelligence, anxiety, work, family configuration; all as background to their presenting complaint(s). I look over their defense mechanisms—whether they intellectualize, rationalize, sublimate, or repress (all the Freudian ones, of which there are about seven more). I look over their traumatic history. I ask if there is a history of addictions. I want to know their medical history. I ask about their relationships and, if appropriate, their sexual orientation and experiences. I also gauge their sensitivity, which often prompts a discussion of their religious or spiritual orientation. Often these souls are loosely called HSPs or Highly Sensitive Persons. These are folks who do not get along well with regular reality. They have a tough time in life because most things more profoundly penetrate them, often more negatively. They overreact to stimuli and often acutely feel emotions. The good side of these phenomena is that these "participants" often have intuitive experiences that transcend mere empathy. This opens my inquiry about "other" experiences—psychic, astral, aura seeing, OOBEs. If you have had none of these experiences, you might think me weird. But honestly, you'll have to believe me. More people have had these experiences than you think, and more people have been profoundly moved. Those that dabble in these areas, voluntarily or involuntarily, are almost always "altered." After having such a "break," they look askance at the purely material universe and do not entirely buy the notion that this material world is all there is. I’ve had lots of these experiences. Here’s one.

I once attended a presentation on trading stocks, part of which was to sell the participants software that would help select stocks that were more likely to produce winners. Upon entering the large hotel room, each participant was given half of a raffle ticket, while the other half was placed in a large glass jar. Each of us was told that at the end of the presentation, one raffle ticket would be randomly picked from the jar (of hundreds), and the winner would get the software free. At that exact moment, the heavens parted, because I found myself in something of a different mental state, the likes of which I struggle to describe. The long and short of it is that I absolutely knew that my ticket was going to be picked. It was really distracting, but because the experience was uncanny and profound (translation: overpowering), I sat through the entire presentation until the end. The software was OK, but that was NOT why I sat through the entire lecture. I just had to know. While being presented with the many fine features of this software, I kept hearing two young adult women talking in the row right in front of me. I knew that if I won the software, I really did not need it, because what it did was what I already was doing via another software. But I could not leave. I was riveted to my seat because of that "other" experience. The seminar ended. The glass jar appeared, and a very attractive woman blindfolded herself, reached into the container, and pulled out a ticket. The presenter read the six numbers out loud, one at a time. All six numbers were mine. I was impressed, but not really, because two hours before, I already "knew." The two women in front of me whined and complained and started to leave. I got in their way, handed them my winning ticket, and then left. 

The goal of any therapist is to help others, to be a positive change agent in the service of facilitating growth. All the training we go through is geared to make us better, faster, more efficient, wiser instruments to aid a client. We have been trained in a zillion areas and are ready. Sometimes we talk about reducing neuroses or just anxiety. Occasionally, a minor issue is the object of focus. “Sometimes you lie in bed at night, and you do not have a single thing to worry about. That always worries me!”—Charlie Brown. Sometimes we talk about making relationships work, or at least better. Sometimes we dabble in the profound, like how to deal with mortality. Sometimes we function as pastors and talk about the meaning of life and if there is something beyond material existence. Sometimes our topics are more mundane, like helping a couple create a budget. One early client asked if there was a yardstick to assess whether his partner was or was not "high maintenance." His friends told him to look in his girlfriend's medicine cabinet. Were there over fifty products for lipstick, eye shadow, foundation, blush, etc.? His friend said, "If the ratio of products is greater than fifty-to-one of products there vs. which you can name or even identify, you have a high maintenance partner." His friend also said, "Look in her closet and count the number of pairs of shoes. Over 15? Problem." I'm sure there is some formula, some ratio for this calculation, and it could be equally applied to the number of tools a male has in the garage. This patient wanted to generate an equation to express the relationship between the high "maintenance" of the wife and the extra years the husband must work before retiring? These are great stereotypes, and hopefully amusing, but they, and many problems in counseling, pop up with great regularity. They may be practical or ideal, real or not, gargantuan or lilliputian. Sometimes clients just want to expand, to be better than they are at things they are already good at. In school, we called this self-actualization. These same patients may fear other's rebukes should they develop something special. I remind these rare-in-office-denizens-of-the-mundane-world that individuality fosters progress. The opposite, mediocrity, feeds on, even thrives on standardization. Difficulties challenge mediocrity, but stimulate those who are freed from fear, who do not shy away, who have found enough of their own inner resources to transcend limitations. In the words of the Desiderata: "…Speak your truth quietly and clearly; and listen to others, even to the dull and the ignorant; they too have their story. Avoid loud and aggressive persons; they are vexatious to the spirit. If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain or bitter, for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself." 

Fast forward. The day I graduated from IU was the day I packed up all my worldly belongings and stuffed them into the back of my 1966 VW bug (a gift from my parents). This included an ES 335 Cherrywood Gibson guitar with Bixby and ivory trim, and a Fender Twin amp. I said goodbye to all things college. Early in my college days, one of my suite mates in the dorm was a fellow named Ken, who we all called "Weird." He was a social psychology major who specialized in putting water on loaves of bread, sealing them in a plastic bag, placing them on the windowsill to get sun, and then calculating how long it would take to grow mold. I did not know it, but this was my first exposure to people who would go into my chosen field. Was this a good thing? Goodbye. I said goodbye to a mountain of a man who had the voice of a mouse—my roommate the first year in the dorm. Steve was from Northern Indiana and a farm boy. He was used to getting up before dark, working long hours doing chores, all the while not saying much, and then retiring around seven in the evening. I was a musician at the time and came home about five a.m. and did not get up until mid-afternoon. We were constantly waking each other up and of course, antipodal on just about everything. We lived in the same room, slept not four feet from each other and were about as compatible as horse radish and chocolate sauce. C-ya. I also met Gary, a natural born sales agent. He would wander up and down the dorm halls telling us all about the wonders of Wearever cook wear—like single people living in a dormitory in their first year in college had any interest in pots and pans. He was quite the huckster. Gary dropped out of college the next year, presumably to begin his career hawking cookery, but then he was probably very good at it, and thankfully, very early found his calling in life. Adios. The next year, I had another roommate in the dorm, Richard, who even I recognized was going to suffer from a major depression. Christmas was bleak at Richard's family of origin home, also in Northern Indiana. Many a vacation (Spring Break, Thanksgiving) Richard stayed in the dorm because his parents were fighting or boycotting each other. Richard's temperament reflected his stress. He was another early riser, and I, continuing to be a musician, kept coming home "during sleep hours." Richard threatened to "beat the shit" out of me if I woke him just one more time. I did, many times more, but nothing ever happened. My best friend Jim was in a band, the first one I was in at IU, which was named for him. Bye-bye. He rescued me from Richard, and we lived in a house outside of town. He had two cars, and one morning I damaged both simultaneously without driving either. To this day, I still cringe when I think of that event. He forgave me. We lived amicably and enjoyed years of successful musical engagements, mostly at fraternity houses all over Central Indiana. I said goodbye to Georgina, my wacky but lovable, beautiful brunette girlfriend of two years, even though I continued a two or three-year post college, long-distance epistolary relationship. This ultimately fizzled, as most long-distance relationships do. I haven’t heard from Georgina for forty years. Water a plant rarely and it will at first fail to grow, and then, ultimately, wither. 

I remained in contact much longer with Jim, who eventually moved to my home county. We enjoyed several years of every other month’s lunches, but the friendship dulled as we grew apart. He was never completely happy "out west" and so moved back to another part of the country, closer to his psychological spawning ground. He was following what I call "the pull of the homeland;" that drives one back to one's origins, real or imagined. Half the adult population ultimately settles within 100 miles of where they grew up. Those who do not usually settle for environments that are similar. I know this is true from talking to many clients who are retired and living close to where they were born. I have observed it too many times to question it. In my life, it’s true. I will retire in the city where I was born. The term for this is "psychogeography," which loosely means "attraction to environments that are appealing." In parting, Jim said, "I'm not good at staying in touch with people." This sounded like the death knell of our friendship. I took him at his word, and decided not to pursue communication, just to see. He was right. We have not talked in many years. Friends mutually reach out to each other, if for nothing more than to maintain contact, to connect in spirit if not in body. If there is no "mutual" in the dynamic, there is no actual connection, probably no genuine friendship. What was once true doesn't remain so. I learned early to let people go as a Navy brat, again right after high school, again right after college, and even more so over the many years since. If someone wants to maintain a friendship, they will. As Erickson said, “Life doesn’t make any sense without interdependence." But, if reciprocity is not in the cards, I do not play the hand. If former friends do not want to maintain contact, I take that as an act of will, and do not pursue. I have moved on from one-way relationships. Clients often need to hear this to separate themselves from unrealistic fantasies. When they do, like me, they are at peace. 

When I left IU, I drove straight back to California, braving harsh desert winds and blistering temps. At one point, the windshield wiper on the driver's side of my beaten-up VW bug stopped working, right in the middle of a flash storm in Arizona while going over an overpass. I kept driving, just leaning very far to my right so I could see out of the passenger side, which still had a functioning wiper. I closed out the college chapter, and being nesh, I said bye to freezing temps, winter mistrals, or worse, snow, sleet, and hail. Also on the list were humidity, cornfields, tornados, and funny accents. Hello anything pelagic—body surfing, sunshine, family, and new friends at the beach. 

I arrived at my wealthy grandparent's mansion in Santa Ana sporting hair down to my elbows, skinny, weighing probably 145 lbs. at 6' 3," wearing a T-shirt and faded jeans. I had $25 dollars in my pocket. My grandfather was a sixty-something, 5' 4," balding, wealthy banker who had never approved of my chosen profession as a musician. He thought making money was the most important thing to do in life. He wondered who this alien was now standing in his foyer. Later, my grandfather also disapproved of my chosen academic pathway—graduate school in psychology—for probably similar reasons. He never approved of me studying psychology or music, so I was "zero for two." He wrote me out of the will. I was away and finished with college. That was huge. Yet, just after college, I still felt connected to my many friends. “Friends are God’s way of apologizing to us for our families.”—Wayne Dyer.

After a brief visit, I continued south to San Diego and landed at Mom's and my stepfather’s home, where I gratefully took up residence. I had a degree from IU and neither job nor friends in the area anymore, and no band. That was the first thing I sought—a new band. But the music scene was different in Southern California than in Southern Indiana. I auditioned with six bands in six months and found nothing appealing.

So, I sought employment. What does a 22-year-old with a B.A. in Social Psychology "do?" Not much in psychology … My degree focused on experiments that "messed with" social norms. For example, when entering an elevator, most people go to the back, turn around and face the front, look up or down, left or right but avoid eye contact because it is uncomfortable being in such close quarters with strangers. Nowadays, most elevator denizens pull out their cell phones, which gives them something "legitimate" to do, thus making it easier to avoid others in a socially sanctioned manner. What if I violate those norms? What if I enter a crowded elevator, stay at the front, face everyone else and start singing? AWKWARD … This is just the kind of stunt social psychologists pull to gauge other's reactions. I have a bachelor's degree in a subject that promotes exploring this and a thousand other social phenomena. Valuable? Do you think? But I digress… Turned out San Diego County hired people with any bachelor’s degree if you took some training and passed a test. They still do this. There was a position open as an Eligibility Worker in the Social Services Dept. I applied, took the training, passed the test and got hired. I figured this was close to psychology. Wrong.

Eligibility Work is akin to descending, one level at a time, in Dante's Inferno. What you had to do was nothing like anything a psychologist did. I had 110 cases. Each file was two inches thick. Each case represented one family who was on welfare, and my job was to go through every case each month, and then check a dozen forms to make sure they didn't make enough money to boot them off the dole. If they failed to fill out even one of the required forms, I sent letters or called and nagged them to comply. Many of the families were desperate. Most were angry or fearful about life, especially when I called them—one missed form and they were out. These were not folks at the top of their game. From their perspective, I threatened their livelihood. A few of the welfare recipients were grateful that I was helping them stay in the system and put food on their tables. To be honest, I really didn't understand the "system" and didn't enjoy having to wear a tie, a sport coat, sit in a metal chair at a metal desk in a row of EW's, surrounded by cinder block walls painted duck-shit green—for forty hours per week. This was hell. Probation was three months. I passed but in the fourth month, I quit.

I wanted some experience with real people doing more of what I did with Jo Lynn. I volunteered at a half-way house. It was a walk-in facility funded by the city. Right away I got some experience counseling street people, especially the "unhoused," many of whom were living in hovels or were just plain itinerant. They also tended to hallucinate and to be addicted to either alcohol or drugs. I didn't get paid, but found the rewards were far greater than the paycheck from San Diego County. I did this six months, which set me up for a proper job working with schizophrenics at a board and care home. It also set me up for graduate school.

I studied for the GRE for months and took it, thinking I'd need it to apply to grad school. And, along with my transcripts with the zillions of psych classes, I was prepared to apply. I discovered, to my delight, that there was a grad school right in San Diego founded by one of my intellectual mentors, Carl Rogers. I LOVE many of Dr. Roger's concepts, having studied them, even at IU, which was known to be a "behaviorist" school, because of the strong influence of B.F. Skinner, who was Dean of the Psychology Department only a few years before my arrival. I drove to the school, immediately found the admissions dept. and asked about the school. (There was no public Internet, Google, or anything related in 1974, so I had to do this in person.) I found a friendly face who explained that I was to send the usual academic transcript(s) and test scores to her, BUT while I was in her presence, to take the MAT (Miller Analogy Test). I looked at her funny, so she explained. "Your other scores and grades will matter, but if you aspire to be a psychologist, you need to reason using word symbols, to think abstractly and problem solve using language." She explained, "This one ability separates the candidates who have what it takes to be a psychologist from those who do not. This test measures how well you can think and reason (translate: verbal abstraction ability) and your tools, especially vocabulary. Give me fifty dollars." “What?”, I said. It costs fifty dollars to administer and score and report your numbers to the department. I had exactly fifty dollars in my wallet, which was supposed to last me a week. She gave me the test and an answer sheet, pointed to a desk and chair right in front of her and said, "You have sixty minutes to complete 100 analogies. Go." 

PRESSURE'S ON. NO PREPARING. NO NOTHING. I did the easy ones first, then the more difficult ones, then guessed on a few answers. At exactly one hour, her timer dinged. "You're done. Did I mention this test also measures how well you will do under pressure? You'll get a lot of negative feedback in this profession, and you'll be required to talk, maintain your composure, all while you think on your feet." From inside a desk drawer, she pulled out the scoring key, laid it over my answer sheet, marked the questions I missed, and then totaled my correct answers. "Congratulations." 

Decision time—go back to work as a county automaton, struggle some more with bands that never seemed to get out of the garage, or go back to school? Working for the county left a very bad taste in my mouth, so that was out. I tried being a musician for two years post college. College bands, and before that, high school bands were easy. Everybody was in school and sequestered. If you called the band members, they answered, because they were at home doing their homework after being stuck in their classrooms all day. In the real world, when there is no school, musicians deal with partners, spouses, day jobs, cranky impresarios (booking agents, in this case) and then afterwards, practice their craft, usually on weekends, sometimes at night after a hard day doing something else, plus, when the authorities at the gig venue change their minds at the last minute, find another one. It's a hard lifestyle, and being creative types, organizing, planning, and following through—all seem to be more "challenging." I tried, without enough success to manage this crowd, but keeping musicians together is, as they say, like herding cats. Couldn't make it work. "Creatives" do not make regular money, even though, like clockwork, the rent is due on the first of each month. If there is reincarnation, I wouldn't come back in a thousand years as a painter, and neither as a musician. Ultimately, my intention to be a professional musician in this life yielded, and I abandoned it. I crossed the Rubicon—I sold my guitars and amp, and all the paraphernalia (pedals, mix boards, etc.) Remember that ES 335 Cherry red, ivory trim, double hum bucking pickup, bixbied Gibson? I sold it for the same amount I paid for it in high school, about $450. (Thirty years later, I had a client who brokered musical instruments. I told him this story, and he hid his eyes with his hand as he hung his head. "Do you know what that guitar goes for now?" I didn't want to know, but I couldn't resist. "$13 K." I researched my guitar and found one in a guitar shop in Ohio, complete with pictures. It looked exactly like my old guitar, complete with my belt buckle scratches on the back. It was listed for $12,999. My client was off by a dollar. I mentally kicked myself. The Fender Twin amp also was a classic, but it also was sold. I didn't have the heart to ask about its current price. Did I mention I once owned a 1965 Fender Strat?) I had a recent client who said, “I can see why musicians get a ton of pussy.” Not me. Being a musician made my life more difficult. I bailed from the profession of music and never looked back. 

Graduate school was expensive. I was poor. Working at the board and care home netted me $400/month. You heard that right. I actually lived on this amount. These days, I could not have afforded enough food on that amount. I drove a VW bug, lived with two roommates (grad students in genetics and botany) and stayed at work overnight 3 1/2 days every week, where I also was fed. On the other 3 1/2 days per week, I studied or attended classes. I financed the whole venture with student loans. I didn't eat well, smoked at least a pack and one-half cigarettes each day, plus was dating one of my roommates, supposedly monogamously. I formed a relationship with the female roommate, which progressed through the usual stages until we regularly had sex. I thought we were also really having a good time, only with each other. Nope. It turned out she also was sleeping with a professor at her university while I was gone half the week. Nice. That hurt, but it was a wakeup call to stay focused on my studies, AND that some women are evil. (Don’t send me an email. Some men are evil, too--keep reading…) 

Working at the board and care home was full time. Sometimes, for two straight days, I was the only one on duty. If you're not familiar, a board and care home is for those who are not impaired enough to be in the hospital but are also not functional enough to make it on their own. Here, I worked with 48 schizophrenics, plus a handful had dual diagnoses (two separate psychiatric conditions residing in one person's head). Residents, as they are called, were doubled up, two to a room. The facility was very run down. It was once a motel and now was a decrepit old motel housing long-term, miserable souls. On my first day, I met Richard. He hobbled up to me and stated, "I can't find me (sic) leg." I looked him over and said, "Look down?" He said, "Where?" I pointed to his leg and said, "There." Richard exploded into obvious delectation, hopped up and down and all around (on both legs) and said, "THERE it is." Then, showing no quotidian social skills, scurried off. I was amused.

I wasn't prepared for this, but I also encountered some strange psychiatric conditions, things clinicians never see in outpatient practice. I had no experience in major psychiatric disorders, but suddenly I found myself immersed in the most profound mental illnesses. Richard's condition was first cousin to Cotard's Delusion—a rare psychiatric disorder in which a person holds a delusional belief that he or she is dead, does not exist, is putrefying or has lost their blood or internal organs, or other body parts. Rarely, it includes delusions of immortality, although it is hard to see how anyone would want to live forever without their vital organs, or in Richard's case, his legs.

Peggy suffered what sounded like Capgras Delusion. (I asked the attending psychiatrist about the above plus Capgras, and no one knew anything. These are so rare, even the better trained were ignorant, yet here some of them were, right in front of my eyes.) The Capgras delusion is a rare disorder in which a person holds a delusional belief that an acquaintance, usually a spouse or other close family member, has been replaced by an identical-looking impostor. Here, it was Peggy's roommate, who had somehow been cloned and inserted into her life. This sounds like "body snatchers," which was the theme in the movie by the same name that came out in 1956. Like Cotard's delusion, Capgras is virtually impossible to treat with therapy. Virtually nothing I said to suggest that her roommate was just the same person as yesterday convinced Peggy. Thorazine (major antipsychotic medication popular at the time) did the trick.

One psychotic lady had degenerative brain disease, which is what it was labelled in the mid-1970's. She had seizures, and other, non-specific neurologic anomalies. One time she told me she lived in two universes and that the one she was presently in, the one in which she and I were talking, also existed elsewhere. She wasn't sure if the other location was here on earth or in another dimension. This is Reduplicative Misidentification Syndrome (RMS). This subjective belief, that a place has been duplicated, exists in at least two locations simultaneously, also is termed Reduplicative Paramnesia (RP) and unlike other duplicative syndromes, is thought to be mainly because of a neurologic cause. I witnessed how this disrupted the client's not wanting to be in her current location because there was another one she should also be in. I also never again saw anything close to this syndrome, especially in outpatient private practice. In her mind, I had two practice locations—one in each universe. I thought this was grand, two offices for the price of one. Could I also charge her two visits with only one attendance?

Stendhal Syndrome is a psychosomatic illness that causes rapid heartbeat, dizziness, confusion and even hallucinations when an individual is exposed to art, usually when the art is particularly ‘beautiful’ or a large amount of art is in a single place. The term can also describe a similar reaction to a surfeit of choices in other circumstances, e.g. when confronted with immense beauty in the natural world. No clients had this condition, but in one situation, I had the pee wee version. In grad school, I had a fellow student, five years my senior, a gorgeous platinum blonde, who was married to a medical professional, who didn't "pay attention" to her. She "expressed" her needs (and passive aggression and narcissism with respect to her not-giving-of-sexual-attention husband) through affairs, in my case both cloaked and engendered by being an art teacher for my schizophrenic clients. Once a week, Ms. Platinum visited the board and care facility and brought painting supplies and other arts and crafts, and everybody had a good time. This was a ruse. One time, the teacher ended up on my lap in (fake) tears, lamenting that these denizens of despair had such an unfair lot in life. The "impromptu" lap move led to other things, including a few rolls in the hay. Turns out I was number six in the lengthening list of hay rollers, but at twenty-five, single, and presented with an exceptionally yummy, willing, and available cougar; well, I partook. In retrospect, this was a moral failure on my part, but I was head over heels, hence during our encounters, I had a few symptoms of Stendhal Syndrome, fortunately not the psychotic ones. It lasted about six months until her husband caught us. It was ugly. Live and learn.

Grad school was at the opposite end













































































