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“Only the hand that erases can write the true things.”
Meister Eckhart

Introduction
Growing up, I learned to use words effectively. As a teen-

ager I witnessed a conversation between my brother Tom and his
friend Dan. Dan was a philosophy major and my Latin tutor. They
discussed communication, the imperfect process of accurately
transmitting ideas from one mind to the next. Dan explained
that a speaker understood a concept in the context of his own
experience. Speakers use words specific to their own thinking.
Listeners hear sentences through the filters of their own experiences, and their own mental and emotional frameworks. The
skill in communication is to synchronize these images.
I consider more than just my ideas when I speak. I try to
understand how listeners hear what I say. I use communication
sonar. I speak, listen for a reaction and refine my presentation
when I feel misunderstood or believe there is a better way to
make my point. Pushing too hard makes talk into a debate and
then an argument. The adolescent philosophical conversation
I heard so many years ago may have passed into a memory
black hole if experience hadn’t validated what I heard., When
I’ve been frustrated communicating, I often think of this
dilemma. Communication is a critical part of everyday life. In
mine there are countless attempts. Some succeeded and others
failed. I may have been trying to write high school papers or
college essays, or trying to speak with girls. Communication
is part of political debates. Learning Latin, reading books in
French, novels translated from Spanish, Italian and Russian
are examples of learning communication skills. So were the
challenges of explaining why I wanted to become a priest,
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working with the poor in Baltimore’s inner city, deciding to
leave the seminary and explaining the reasons why. Later, I
joined the army, taking an oath to uphold the constitution and
accepting an implied mandate to follow orders as part of the
process. So is exploring whether to accept an assignment to a
war I thought was stupid. Finally, as a Vietnam veteran, I chose
to speak against war and get arrested in opposition. This all
required significant communication.
My respect for words started early. By seven I was a motherless child, the youngest of six. This was a painful time. I needed
emotional support and guidance to succeed in school. My father
worked several jobs so he wasn’t around much to help with
homework. Even so, he always corrected my grammar. My sister
Mary Anne became my academic coach, helping me with assignments and directing me to our family dictionary. She defined new
words and helped me spell, teaching me to focus on words and
to love them. I developed a skill, using a dictionary as a tool. This
serves me today. There’s a universal saying. “Give a man a fish and
he will eat for a day. Teach him to fish and he eats for a lifetime.”
I saw how important this was as a child. When I visited a
friend’s house, I asked to look at his dictionary. They didn’t have
one. No wonder those kids had trouble in school. They lacked
a basic resource and a learning environment. I had both. Mary
Anne guided and motivated me through grammar school. She
left to get married while I finished eighth grade. I adopted her
love of words; though in high school I abandoned academic discipline. I did just enough work to get by. Grades deteriorated but
curiosity continued. My passion for reading and love of words
rescued me four years later when I won a New York State Regent’s
Scholarship, opening the door to college. It wasn’t the money that
helped. I chose the Paulist Fathers seminary in Baltimore. Regent
scholarships could not be used out of state. The Paulist Fathers
were concerned about my grades and wondered if I could do college work. The scholarship showed I had potential. They took a
risk. Over the next three years I learned to learn. The Paulists
challenged my lack of discipline, encouraged my curious mind
and inspired me to study and discuss what we were learning.
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Growing up I was inspired by the use of words everywhere.
Words were an important part of my childhood: in newspapers
we read and in Irish rebel songs we sang. There were many
occasions to be inspired by words: in politics, through poetry,
hearing priests speaking in our pulpit every Sunday. At school
we memorized the Gettysburg Address. We heard President
Kennedy challenging us to “Ask not what your country can do
for you. Ask what you can do for your country.”
I continually felt the power of words. Phrases like “his
word is his bond” were everywhere. I made promises to
become a Paulist and saw a movement mobilized by Martin
Luther King’s famous “I Have a Dream” speech. Latin and
French were the languages I learned in high school, and then
continued in college. High school language study was technical and uninteresting. In seminary, my professors brought
languages alive with conversational Latin and French and with
literature. Father Lynch introduced me to ideas in literature:
existentialism through Camus, comedy through Moliere, tragedy through Racine; China, Vietnam and colonialism through
Malraux. Most of my third seminary year was in silence, with
no classes, newspapers, radio or TV. The library fed me. I
studied independently, reading voraciously, books that interested me. I reflected on what I read, meditated and had private conversations with God and myself, exploring whether I
wanted to become a priest. Communicating with the priests
there guided me through my spiritual exploration and then
departure.
Listening, analytical and communications skills helped in
military intelligence where I learned research and report writing, as well as the ability to reduce complex issues into short
easily understood paragraphs and to offer efficient oral briefings. At the Defense Language Institute (DLI), I studied Vietnamese for eight months. In Vietnam, I communicated in English, French and Vietnamese. My knowledge of languages gave
me insight into the people and culture, a strength and security
few Americans had. After one month in Vietnam I summarized
the war’s effect on America in a letter to my brother Tom.
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“Vietnam is one of our mistakes and our generation will
unfortunately be linked with this mistake unless we use the
means available to rectify this situation. In our country there are
many ways to make ourselves heard. I hope that the legitimate
means afforded us through the democratic process will be used.
If the swifter and more dramatic means of violence are used,
then history will have that much more reason to condemn us.”
(That letter was read in high school classes and later
became part of a book and a movie, Dear America, Letters
Home from Vietnam. The movie won us an Emmy.)
In January, 1970 my words took on more power. As a
Vietnam Veteran, former intelligence agent, and Vietnamese
linguist I spoke out against the war using the media, in classrooms, and at demonstrations. My first opportunity came at
a Richmond College (CUNY) faculty meeting. The student
newspaper had outraged many of my neighbors with words
and photos they deemed sacrilegious and obscene. Faculty,
students and administrators debated. I rose to speak with a
passion I had not shown before.
“I recently returned from Vietnam and if people want to
talk about pornography or obscenity, that’s where it is… I consider the whole Vietnam situation to be obscene… the idea of
sex, I don’t. And I don’t see Christ holding a beer can as something that is dirty or obscene. The idea of pot and all that stuff
to me is not obscenity. The obscenity is sending people overseas to kill one another and to completely change a culture in
Vietnam. And the obscenity-the worst obscenity –is that the
people of Staten Island don’t really care who goes over there.
The people of New York don’t really care. Nobody really takes
the time to think about these things, but you bring up something like sex, or beer, or pot and people get really get excited.”
There was wild applause. I recognized the power of my
own words. I found my voice. In subsequent years I developed
that voice, writing essays, giving speeches, using photography.
I have always loved words, long before I kissed the Blarney
Stone, where we Irish receive the gift of eloquence. We are storytellers. Although I wrote most of my life, I never thought of
myself as a writer. To do so would’ve been rising above my sta4
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tion; exposing myself to criticism, pretending to be better than
my neighbors. I knew of great writers, poets and eloquent Irish
rebels but they were far away. I was Irish American, raised in a
working class Irish and Italian community. I respected books
but knew no one who had written one. At my Catholic high
school the Christian Brothers emphasized my errors rather
than my strengths. That changed in seminary. The Paulists
nurtured my strengths and restored my confidence. Writing
was a tool, not an art to be developed. In Vietnam I picked up a
camera, documented my experiences; focusing on individuals
and my environment. I saw deeper, broader and found meaning, beyond war.
Catholicism provided an ethical framework. Intelligence
taught me to investigate, analyze and report. Language school
gave me the ability to communicate in Vietnamese. I had an
unusual set of skills. My primary training was for domestic
counterintelligence, personnel and facility security. DLI supplemented that training giving me skills I might use to do area
intelligence, the study of a country, its politics, economics and
culture. I was assigned to do combat intelligence, to gather
threat information that would keep American soldiers alive.
There was little interest in Vietnam as a country. War was
what mattered. Success was survival, one year for each soldier.
By the time I arrived in the country the Paris Peace talks had
started. Captain Blair said to use my skills to protect the 4th
Infantry Division Americans while negotiators ended the war.
He warned not to expect any of my reports to reach Washington intact. The generals in Saigon were cooking the books.
Those instructions later made me a potential defense witness
when General Westmoreland sued CBS for saying just that.
I wanted to understand Vietnam. I needed a context.
Camus had posited in L’Etranger that a man could spend a
lifetime reflecting on one day’s experiences. I hoped that
would be true for my year at war and took notes through a 35
millimeter lens. I gambled on survival, documented my life
and accumulated artifacts to explain my war to myself, to my
family and to America. I observed and attempted to broaden
and humanize my experiences.
5
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When I returned home in May 1969, American questions
were simplistic. Both sides were dogmatic. Each side wanted me
to buttress their arguments. Few had any interest in understanding Vietnam. The left chanted “One side’s right, one side’s wrong.
I’m on the side of the Viet Cong” and the right only cared about
“America right or wrong.” My words and photos disappointed.
They didn’t show heroism or atrocities. An article invited by a
women’s magazine was rejected because I did not offer evidence
of American atrocities against Vietnamese women. The VFW
had little interest in Vietnam Veterans. Many of us had long hair
and big mouths. Americans had already set the terms of debate.
They wanted evidence that supported their established political
positions. I could have written to meet their needs but it would
have been a lie. I was well trained, experienced and insightful. I
took pride in my skills and was not about to dumb down what
I knew. Instead I focused on learning more about how we got
into Vietnam, about ending the war, and becoming a peace and
political activist. I wrote about other issues that interested me
in order to understand my experiences. I toured the British Isles
and wrote about struggles for peace in Northern Ireland. I ran
for Borough President and wrote an article reflecting on that
campaign. I advocated for veterans and the need to balance our
personal and political lives. By the mid-70s America wanted
to forget Vietnam. To my own shame so did I. I had too much
information that few wanted to hear. I let go and focused on
my own life, got married and moved to California so my wife
Lin could attend graduate school. I wrote about community
development and the rights of the homeless and mentally ill.
A few years later we returned to New York and settled in Saratoga Springs. I worked in state government, pursued a master’s
degree in public administration, chose a career in public service
and started a family.
When Iran took American hostages I helped bring Vietnam Veterans back into vogue. I found opportunities to discuss Vietnam, stepped forward as a leader and was given a
monthly newspaper column. I worked on reconciliation with
Vietnam, went back to Indochina with a camera and took out
my old photos. My friend Vinny Ciulla, a museum designer,
6
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became my coach and I produced three photo essays. Vietnam
Lives in My Soul discussed the forces and events that shaped
me growing up, in Vietnam and what I did with that knowledge. On the Road to Dien Bien Phu documented what I saw
and experienced on a humanitarian mission I led to Northwest
Vietnam. In 2001, I brought our daughter Zoeann on a project
for the City University of New York. Together we created a
third exhibit, Vietnam a Country Not a War; and produced
our book, Vietnam a Father Daughter Journey.
I used words and photos to express ideas but l did not see
myself as a writer or photographer. It was editor and bookdoctor Esther Cohen who woke me up. With twenty-five published
articles, a shared Emmy for writing and a book, she said, why
was I avoiding facing the truth? I am a writer. My childhood
insecurities became comical. It was time to see the truth, to
set myself free. I am a writer. Then Esther wanted more. She
pushed me to write a memoir, to share how I became a leader.
I now accept that I am a writer. I’ve focused my energy
and wrote. I started my memoir, edited Working Stories, essays
by reflective practitioners, and collected these articles. There
were more than I thought. When I held the first draft in my
hand gravity pulled the scales from my eyes. Reality forced
me to change how I understand myself. I used writing as an
advocacy tool. I showed up in print again and again. I wrote
and published. That is what a writer does. A writer writes.
There is more to this story and I will tell it in my memoir.
I’m fascinated by where words come from, and how we’ve used
language to communicate with one another. As diverse societies become more of a global village I treasure our distinctions.
I hope we do not become homogenized.
Communication is more than language. It is what we do to
learn and share.
This book reflects my own evolution. I started with passionate protest and expanded into analysis and commentaries.
I wrote about many subjects over 40 years. This volume contains some of what I thought.
These are the markings of an activist, with respect for
Markings, Dag Hammarskjold’s personal diary. The United
7
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Nations Secretary General lived an active public life of service
guided by deep personal spiritual values, made known only
after his death. I read Markings in the middle of a yearlong
spiritual retreat and remain inspired by both his public service
and reflective life.
Ed Murphy
Saratoga, New York
2016
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Thoughts from Vietnam:
A Letter Home
I wrote this letter to my brother Tom from Dragon Mountain, in the Central Highlands of Vietnam, on June 6, 1968, the
day Bobby Kennedy was murdered. I was still an active combat
intelligence agent so my letter was not made public at the time.
It was read in high school classes on Staten Island and circulated
privately. In 1985 the letter was published in Dear America Letters Home from the War and became part of an HBO movie by
the same name.
Dear Tom,
No, Dak To, is not the place to be. I didn’t mean to paint a
picture of the Garden of Eden. Although you may hear of Dak
To now, it was much worse awhile back. We suffered one of the
worst losses here, but there wasn’t much said about it. We have
expected an attack for a long time but for some reason it never
came off. Pleiku suffered badly during Tet, but right now it is
amazingly quiet.
We live in an enormous base camp protected by the helicopters 24 hours a day. We hear artillery fire most nights and
once in a while we see the helicopters shooting their guns at
night. I ride back and forth to town to talk to people and make
liaison meetings with other agencies. We are always back on the
camp by six o’clock. After that the roads are not safe. During
the day there are so many soldiers on the road that any ambush
would be suicidal. The fighting is done away from the base camp
9
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because there’s so much firepower available at a minute’s notice.
People here live a relaxed life except when rockets are shot into
the camp. This is done seldom and the aim is poor.
About morale: the morale is very high, as the generals will
tell you. The mistake is believing the reasons they give. Americans do have many things to be proud of. Among these is the
ability to create a means of survival in an absurd situation.
Because the tour here is one year long, you’re able to count the
days till DEROS, Date Eligible for Return from Overseas. You
are able to say “This time next year I’ll be home.”
We have movies five times a week. There is radio and television when the situation permits. After being in the field for a
while men return to base camp and relax for a few days. Everyone knows there are helicopters within minutes of them. There’s
a hospital on the other side of Pleiku and the copters pick up
the wounded and have them in the operating room within minutes. Everyone knows that the “heroes”, the helicopter pilots will
come through the most dangerous combat situations to pick up
a wounded man.
What all this means is that there is a feeling of being American and taking care of other Americans. The people here see
the money being spent and the uselessness of it. There are more
trucks, buildings, airplanes and one civilian contractor is robbing the American people blind. The contractor has mostly
retired military people who don’t know much about their job
but do know military jargon and have connections in Washington, DC. A civil engineer who works for the company told
me a lot about it. He mentioned a dock on the Saigon River at
a place called Camp David. The pilings were slipping and, as
it was his job he told his superiors. They told him to forget it.
When it collapsed it cost another million dollars to reconstruct.
He mentioned some $2 million in material and cash being unaccounted for but who cares? I asked him if he thought the company’s presence here had been beneficial to the Vietnamese.
His answer was hell no-if anything it was detrimental. He said
the employees do not receive a fair shake. We worry about how
much money we put into the country and too little about the
people and their culture.
10
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It’s a shame to see educated people making the mistakes
they are taught to avoid. Remember the Kulturkampf? We are
doing the same thing here. Remember the Germans in Paris?
When everyone was starving the whores had at all they needed.
During Tet when most of the people were starving and clean
water was scarce, the GIs were driving up to their girlfriends
houses with trucks of food and clothes. These girls would flaunt
their goods around town. This was bad in Europe, but think of
the Asian mind and the delicate culture of these people. We
speak of the black market and the corruption of the people in
Saigon. The goods sold on the black market don’t come from
Vietnamese, but from Americans. We buy a Coke for 10 cents
and sell it for 25 cents and it is in turn sold for 50 cents. The
black marketers have to be supplied, and the G.I. loves to supply
him. The same G.I. will speak of defending his country and tell
war stories when he comes home.
Vietnam is one of our mistakes and our generation will
unfortunately be linked with this mistake unless we use the
means available to rectify this situation. In our country there are
many ways to make ourselves heard. I hope that the legitimate
means afforded us through the democratic process will used. If
the swifter and more dramatic means of violence are used, then
history will have that much more reason to condemn us.
I heard about the shooting of Robert Kennedy and although
no comment is necessary, I’m sorry for a country where such
things become a national habit.
Dear America Letters Home From The War edited by Bernard
Edelman (Norton) A bestselling book and basis for the Emmy
award-winning documentary
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The Obscenity of War
In January 1970, I returned from the army; from Washing-

ton D.C. to Staten Island. I went back to school, at Richmond
College; a part of the City University of New York (CUNY). I
found myself in the middle of a controversy over an article in
the student paper, The Richmond Times. There was a picture
of a crucifix lying on the ground with a beer can in Jesus’ hand.
An article referred to Jesus being born from a “black cunt.” This
caused turmoil on Staten Island. Our local paper, the Staten
Island Advance reported the story and my conservative neighbors were outraged. A faculty meeting debated what to do. I
attended as a new student, listened to the debate and was outraged at proposals to censor the paper, even though I did not
like the imagery used or the provocative nature of the article.
I asked to speak and did so with passion for the first amendment; saying the real obscenity was war. I got an enthusiastic
round of applause. I gained immediate recognition, self-confidence and thought “Oh! I can speak.”
The following is an unedited copy of a transcript given to
me a few days later by the Dean of Faculty’s office.
“Like Professor Cox, I am new to Richmond, and I would
just like to throw out a few ideas of my own on obscenity. I studied for a while to be a priest, and I studied theology. You know
I tried to look at this article, the articles, and the idea of Christ
holding a beer can. I don’t really think- you know-when Christ
was alive, Christ drank wine and he did things. I think of Christ
as being a human being, doing everything that human beings
do. I don’t think the idea Christ holding a beer can is so bad. I
13
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recently returned from Vietnam too. And if people want to talk
about pornography or obscenity,-that’s where it is. As Professor
Nachman said that you only have freedom as long as you don’t
challenge anybody. Well people like Marchi and Amann and a
lot of other people in this country sent me over there - and I am
not too happy about it. And, that whole thing- I consider the
whole Viet Nam situation to be obscene. And the idea of sex, I
don’t. And I don’t see Christ holding a beer can, something that
is dirty or obscene. The idea of pot and all that stuff- to me is
not obscenity. The obscenity is sending people overseas to kill
one another and to completely change a culture in Viet Nam.
And the obscenity-the worst obscenity –is that the people of
Staten Island don’t really care who goes over there. The people
of New York don’t really care. Nobody really takes the time to
think about these things, but you bring something like sex, or
beer, or pot and people get really get excited”
This speech established me as a student leader in the eyes
of the faculty and those students who were present. By the end
of the semester I was elected President of the Student Council.
I gained confidence in my ability to speak and used that skill to
good effect over the years.
Richmond College Faculty Meeting, March 2, 1970
Richmond College (CUNY), an upper division and graduate
school, merged with Staten Island Community College in 1976.
They became the College of Staten Island.
Richmond Times, March 2, 1970
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Systematic Murder
In recent months much has been written about an “Opera-

tion Phoenix” which is directed by the Central Intelligence
Agency in Vietnam. Americans have been told about the terrorist tactics of the Vietcong and especially of the North Vietnamese
soldiers in the city of Hue during the Tet Offensive. Now we are
told about the systematic neutralization of the Viet Cong Infrastructure (VCI). Who are these VCI though?
We are familiar with the stories of Dachau and the Bataan
Death March and now we are told of a small village called My Lai
which some call Son My and others Pinkville. We are shocked!
But a scapegoat has been found. Responsibility is again abdicated
to an individual.
If Calley is convicted the consciences of many Americans
will be quieted. But what about these VCI? Who will accept
the responsibility for their neutralization? Will you? Should I?
Or shall we blame the huge bureaucracy known as the CIA and
say that we have nothing to say about their secret budget and
their secret operations. What shall we accept as necessary in the
defense of our national security?
We are told that there are political cadre, communications
cadre and that an entire underground government exists. Is the
Phoenix Program directed at the neutralization of this underground government? If so, what does it mean to neutralize an
individual? Does it mean to capture and detain him till the end
of the war? Does it mean ambush and assassinate? If so who does
the ambushing and assassinating; Americans or Vietnamese?

15
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If there are American military personnel involved in the
Phoenix program, do they operate under the 1949 Geneva Convention governing land warfare or The Hague conventions? Do
they operate as military units or singly, in direct contravention
of the Vietnamese laws stating that only the National Police of
Vietnam may operate in areas designated as “controlled areas?”
And then, who are the Phoenix coordinators; CIA agents or U.S.
Army junior officers and enlisted men with no intelligence training? Do the coordinators speak Vietnamese and do they have any
knowledge of communist ideology?
How are the coordinators chosen? Do they volunteer for the
Phoenix program or are they drafted into it the way most military people are assigned a job? Who decides whether a man is
qualified to decide that a Vietnamese is working for the VC? Who
decides what action should be taken against that individual?
There is so much inefficiency in the military that one can
hardly believe that the Phoenix Program is any different. People
might say: “there is inefficiency all over.” Well if you have inefficiency in a cost overrun we lose money. But if you have incompetent personnel running a program which decides who should live
and who should it die it is a much more obscene subject.
This year, the members of the House of Representatives will
return to their homes and ask permission to continue their work
in Washington. Many will be re-elected. There will be many issues
on which these men will harp and they will try to put the responsibility for mistakes onto others. But responsibility must be laid
on the congressman’s shoulders. He is elected by a small group
to represent them in the Federal government. It is expected that
these people will make conscientious decisions concerning matters affecting their constituents.
Vietnam does affect the American constituents. So far 68
Staten Island men have died in Viet Nam. The war is not thousands of miles from here. It is in the graveyards of Staten Island
and in the sadness of survivors of dead men. It is also in the fearful hearts of those who have friends and relatives in Vietnam. It is
particularly in the memories of Vietnam Veterans.
One can no longer be satisfied that his congressman has
gotten federal money to be spent in his congressional district. He
16
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must demand that the congressman be informed of Viet Nam
and that he speak conscientiously on more subjects than sex and
religion.
When it comes time to vote on a budget for defense and for the
CIA, he should ask questions. He should want to know about the
Phoenix program. He should want to know why Army intelligence
agents are asking questions of Americans about their neighbors.
In a recent issue of the Washington Monthly, an ex-army
intelligence Captain wrote an article warning of the danger of
CONUS (Continental United States) Intelligence. The captain
questioned the need for Army agents to collect information
about domestic political groups. He also questioned the need
to have a nationwide teletype system by which information concerning persons and groups could be instantly transmitted to a
large number of agencies which may or may not have need for
such information. The rationale behind the Army collecting
information, we are told, is that they may be called in to quell a
riot. This, however, is the job of the civil authorities and if they
are unable then responsibility falls to the National Guard. Only
if the National Guard is unable would the regular Army troops
be called for. Even if the regular Army were called in, is it not the
work of the FBI to collect information concerning the potential
threats to the internal security of the US and not the Army’s?
The issue of the Phoenix program and the Army intelligence
role in domestic politics are two of which affect the people of
New York and Richmond College in particular. If the military is
involved in the Phoenix Program then New Yorkers and Richmond College graduates who enter the military could be called
on to participate in the neutralization of the Viet Cong Infrastructure. If Army intelligence is performing an illegal or unnecessary function in New York in asking questions about our neighbors, then we have the right and responsibility to ask our elected
officials why. Jefferson told us that we could not have democracy
without an informed electorate.
Richmond Times, March 17, 1970
Richmond Times was the student newspaper for
Richmond College (CUNY)
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Making the World Safe
for Democracy
Vietnam! Where is it? What is it? One country? Two? Is
that where the COMMUNISTS are trying to take over? Is that
where the people have risen up against an American supported
oligarchy? What of the facts? Politicians have their versions
of the Vietnam story and each one has facts (?) to support his
point of view; different facts for different folks. Sometimes my
mind boggles.
Fortunately here is one fact we can look at and call it true, a
graduate of Richmond College will die in Vietnam. Maybe he is
a senior this year. Perhaps he is sitting in one of our classrooms
now reading the L’Etranger by Albert Camus. “The Nam” is not
a reality for him now. But imagine him next year in Cam Ranh
Bay filling sandbags while a 19-year-old high school drop-out
from Natchez, Mississippi, a Sgt., sits in the shade and directs
him. Just like the “Boss Man” in “Cool Hand Luke”. Maybe our
hero will think back to L’Etranger and how Meursault killed
with the aid and direction of the Algerian desert sun. He may
want to take that 19-year-old Sergeant or 40 year old lifer and
make him eat the sandbags he just finished filling.
But we were talking about death. Do you remember how
Meursault died? He thought he would climb the guillotine and
defiantly die as they did in 1789. He could see himself riding
through town in an oxcart and there would be an angry crowd
there to witness his exit from the absurd world. However, do
you remember the silent lonely efficient way in which he was
19
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executed? Maybe our hero classmate will remember Meursault
when he meets his patriotic end.
Perhaps our hero will be assigned to the 4th Infantry Division base camp at the foot of Dragon Mountain, south of Pleiku
in the Central Highlands. His commanding officer may not
believe that a soldier should fraternize with the civilian populace. He may not let his men feed candy bars to the Pleiku
whores (Boom-Boom girls). But our hero is a red-blooded
American and makes his way into town with the old man’s jeep.
Along Hoang Dieu Street he finds Ms. Kim’s house. Down the
garbage filled, urine stained alley and into the house of joy. Here
she is, a sixteen year-old, 4 foot 10 girl who is about as sexy as
his eighth-grade sister who wears braces. But it’s the only game
in town. At least he can communicate with her.
“You buy beer, G.I.?
“Yeah! Beaucoup! How much?
“150 P “($1.32)
“O. K.”
So she brings some Ba Moui Ba (Beer 33) and a glass with ice.
After a few beers he forgets that she is built like his kid
sister and starts fondling.
“G.I. want boom-boom?”
“How much?”
“2,000 P” ($23.60)
“OK, where?”
She leads him to a back room and ten minutes later he is
back drinking beer.
At 5:40 PM our hero is pretty drunk but he knows the gate
to the base camp is closed at 6 PM and he has the old man’s Jeep
so he can’t hide in town overnight. It is 11 kilometers back to
the base camp, but with beer and bitch under his belt he knows
he can make it in time.
The jeep does 60 MPH too. He drives back down Hoang
Dieu Street to QL 19. About halfway home there is one bad turn
but he knows he’ll make it. But he doesn’t expect a damn slope
to cross the road there. Swerving to miss the peasant the Jeep
goes left and he goes right. As his drunken body travels through
the air he remembers the flight to Viet Nam. He knew he might
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die there, but he was consoled by the knowledge that he was
dying for his country. He had a purpose in coming to Pleiku. He
was helping make the world safe for democracy. He was going
to free the good Vietnamese people from the yoke of Communism. As his drunken head comes closer to the rock which will
spread his brains about the countryside he might remember
Meursault who also thought he would die gloriously.
Maybe the Army will send him home with a bronze Star.
And the VFW will bury him
Richmond Times, March 17, 1970
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On April 30, 1970, Mike Uhl and I held a press confer-

ence at the Overseas Press Club in New York City to expose
the CIA Phoenix Program as a reckless assassination initiative. My intelligence school classmate, Bob Stemme held a
simultaneous press conference in Los Angeles. This was the
first time Army intelligence agents who worked inside this
program spoke out on the record. In early December 1970 I
participated in The National Committee for a Citizens Commission of Inquiry on U.S. War Crimes in Vietnam (CCI) in
Washington DC. This is my testimony published in Standard
Operating Procedure, Notes of A Draft Age American, by James
Simon Kunen, Avon Publishers pages 201-206
What follows is the actual testimony:
We’ll go on then to our next witness, who is Edward
Murphy, Staten Island, New York.
“Like the fellows who have come before me I brought my
DD 214, and if any of you want to see this, it states on there
that I entered the army in January, 1967, and that I left the army
in January 1970. I completed my tour with the army with the
116th Military Intelligence Group in Washington D.C, here.
I did basic training in Georgia, at Fort Gordon. I was
trained as a counter-intelligence special agent at Fort Holabird, Maryland. I was trained for eight months, six hours a day,
to speak Vietnamese, at the Defense Language Institute in El
Paso. I was assigned to the 4th Infantry Division in Vietnam in
May, 1968, to May 1969, and in May 1969 returned to Wash23
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ington D.C. I also received the army commendation medal as
the other fellows have.
One of the things I would like to mention just briefly is that
there are two systems of law in the military. One, the second,
especially in Vietnam, besides the UCMJ (Uniform Code of
Military Justice), you have the second law, which is “cover your
ass.” You may be trained in the UCMJ, and you may be trained in
interrogation techniques, as far as Western civilization goes, but
there is also the understood law, and as an intelligence agent you
are also trained in that understood law. We were trained at Fort
Holabird that there are some things we do and there are some
things we don’t do. That’s on paper. But in your training you’re
taught there are some things you have to do, and if you have to
do them, but don’t get caught, because it is the UCMJ, if you’re
caught is the instrument of reprisal. An example is Lieutenant
Calley and Captain Medina. Now these men are being tried.
When I was in Vietnam, I was assigned to the 4th Infantry Division, and because I could speak Vietnamese, and was
the first agent there who spoke Vietnamese, I was assigned to
work in a domestic net on the base camp. And then I started
working in liaison with the various police and intelligence units
in Pleiku. As I got to know my way around, and became more
familiar with the CIA and with the Green Berets and in Pleiku,
I was taken off that job that I was doing, where I was under a
Lieutenant, and I was made directly responsible to the counterintelligence chief and I became the liaison officer to Pleiku. Now
as you may have noted in information put out, I was a sergeant
in the Army. But like Mike and the other agents, when you’re
in Vietnam you don’t wear rank, and you are just known as Mr.
Murphy or Mr. Uhl. And when I worked in the Phoenix program, every Tuesday I went down to the CIA for the meetings.
I was the 4th Infantry Division representative and there was no
rank involved there. It was just Ed Murphy or Mr. Murphy. I
worked with the Lieutenant Colonels in the Air Force, with the
Agency (CIA), with the Green Berets, with the 525 MI Group.
I’d like to get into a few things. Now the people talk about
the terrorists in Vietnam and how they use bombs-the Americans are also using terrorism. I’d like to cite maybe one example.
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One of our agents went into a village that everybody, in
quotes “knew” was VC. Mortars had come to the base camp from
this one village. Agents were saying that VC were in the village,
people were cooperating with the VC. Two agents went into the
village one day after mortars had hit us, and 122 millimeter rockets. They were with a Grunt unit (infantry) and one of the grunts
suggested to the agent a way that he could kind of talk to the
people and get the information. And this was the way.
He got the women together and he got the kids. But he kept
the kids separate. And they took the kids off a distance and they
said to the women, “tell us about the VC”, and they asked the
regular questions. They didn’t talk. So they said tell us about the
VC or were going to kill the kids. They didn’t talk. And the guns
went off and they brought back a sandbag that had something
in it and there was blood dripping from it. But the women still
didn’t talk. I don’t know why they didn’t talk. They actually did
not kill the babies. What they had done was that they had killed
two chickens and they brought the chickens back in the sandbag
with the blood dripping, leading the women to believe that these
were the babies. To this day I don’t understand why the women
didn’t talk. If it had been my child I’m sure I would’ve talked.
As an example of terrorism, of beatings, things like this-I
was in the hospital, 71st Medical Evacuation Hospital in Pleiku.
One of the people that worked for us was a Montagnard, and he
was in a helicopter when he spotted some VC and he got into
a firefight, the guy was wounded really badly. He was hit in the
spine and he was in the hospital for about a year. One of my
jobs was to go see this fellow, who was working for us also and
continue to pay him, continue to get information from him. I
spent a lot of time around the hospital there. One day an NVA
had been brought in, and nobody knew what his rank was so
the interrogation team from ll Corps headquarters came over.
The Americans and the Vietnamese-and this was, I think just
before dark. It was starting to get late and they were interrogating him. They were interrogating, say about where that wall is
(twenty feet) and there was a curtain there that they put up,
and the night nurse-she was a major was sitting within earshot,
I’d say from there to here, when they were beating him. This
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prisoner was wounded he was an NVA. They were beating him,
we could hear it. But you’re in a hospital, I guess and you’re a
nurse, and you see a lot of people coming in that are shot, you
don’t really care if they are beating up a Gook, if that’s the way
you’re looking at it.”
Ed, I’d like to ask you one question. While you were the liaison officer for the Phoenix program for your unit, the 4th Division, what were you told the primary objective of the Phoenix
program in Vietnam was?
“Well I had some familiarity with the Phoenix program
before I went to Vietnam. When we were in Texas some people
told about the Phoenix program. And then when I got to Vietnam, and started to do liaison with the Phoenix, the words were
“neutralization’. Neutralization of the VCI- Vietcong infrastructure.” On paper this was never really defined further. But like
I said there were two systems. There’s what’s on paper and is
what’s understood. And as in the documents here, it was operationally considered as getting people done away with, getting
people blown away if they’re in the way. An example of when
and how this was going to be done was soon after I got into
Vietnam, was a guy named Tran Trung Ly and Ly was a kind of
con man. And he’d been working in various intelligence agencies, and hadn’t been giving very good information, and he was
going to be done away with. The reason he wasn’t done away
with was he had a brother who was an NVA major, and the CIA
figured they could use him. They’d maybe try to send him up
north. To answer the question I guess it would be to neutralize
or do away with, whatever way you can.”
How would the CIA or your unit verify information that
you got or the evidence that a man in fact was a member of the
Vietcong cadre or infrastructure?
“Because information is very difficult to verify in Vietnamthe lack of files and things like this-we would rely on the information given by one person and that person would say another
man was a VC or a woman was a VC, and we would accept that.
Just an example of how this misinformation comes about: I only
did one interrogation while I was in Vietnam, and it was a girl
who was working on the base camp. One of our agents had said
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she was working with the VC. We brought her in and we talked
to her and talked to her and talked to her, and she didn’t admit
to anything. We later found out-what she did finally say-was
that the agent had demanded that she go to bed with him. I
figured that-it sounded-I figured that they picked this up off the
Americans, the idea, so they could get some sympathy, I didn’t
believe it. But later found out that it was true. This is the type of
information we would rely on-people, other Vietnamese, would
be getting favors from the Americans, and they’d say to another
Vietnamese, “you better help me out or I will turn you over to
the Americans”. And the Americans would say “we will turn you
over to the provincial interrogation center, where the Vietnamese national police can just work on you.”
Do we have any other questions from the press, please?
“I just want to mention one more thing about the Phoenix
program. People who were Phoenix coordinators would come
into the country, and they would be maybe a Second Lieutenant
who would be trained in infantry. But because the Army needed
an officer for the Phoenix program, this man will be assigned
to be a Phoenix coordinator. Most of them had no psychological training concerning the Vietnamese. They had no language
training. It would be simple to say they were incompetent.”
The National Committee for a Citizens Commission of
Inquiry on U.S. War Crimes in Vietnam (CCI) was founded in
New York by Ralph Schoenman in November 1969 to document
American atrocities throughout Indochina. The formation of
the organization was prompted by the disclosure of the My Lai
Massacre on November 12, 1969 by Seymour Hersh, writing for
the New York Times. The group was the first to bring to public
attention the testimony of American Vietnam War veterans
who had witnessed or participated in atrocities.
War Crimes Hearings, Washington, D.C., December, 1970
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Justice for Ireland
The war in Northern Ireland has confused many of us. It

has received little attention in the peace movement here. I hope
in this article to familiarize WIN readers with a group that can
provide some good answers to our questions. I’m just learning
some of the answers myself. I visited Belfast four years ago and
remember some of my impressions. In the middle of the pain of
that war I recognized the fear of the British soldiers as I came
upon them one night in the back streets. I remembered how I
felt as I traveled in Saigon and empathized with them. Now I
know they have no more right to be there than I had in Vietnam.
I did not carry the connection between the two cities further at
that time. I can now.
Both Saigon and Belfast are occupied by military force. The
United States plays an important role in sustaining the war in
both. The truth about Vietnam is well known. The truth about
Northern Ireland is better disguised.
Ireland was one of England’s first colonies. There England
developed imperialism which she later brought to the rest of
the world. The US support has allowed England to continue her
control in Northern Ireland. The US agreed to replace British
NATO troops so they could be sent to Northern Ireland. The
US has protected the British economic system through World
Bank loans. British marines are trained to fight urban guerrilla
war at Camp Lejeune. American industry provides the rubber
bullets and tear gas. American media has relayed British propaganda that it is a religious war. The media here does not question
British contentions blaming the IRA for each act of terrorism.
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The media does not discuss charges from the different sides that
Britain has set up sectarian fronts engaging in assassination (a
Phoenix type program). These assassinations have provided the
rationale that troops are there to keep peace between warring
Irishmen. We need to know more about this.
Those of us who believe in nonviolence have had a difficult time discussing Northern Ireland. There seems to be the
side of the IRA and the side of the British. Like most situations
though there is a third and less publicized side. That is the nonviolent civil rights movement. That is the Northern Ireland civil
rights movement. The Northern Ireland Civil Rights Association (NICRA) is not well known but it has been active for many
years and needs our help. Its affiliate in the US is the National
Association for Irish Freedom (NAIF).
NAIF was formed in 1971. It emerged from the National
Association for Irish justice (NAIJ) and was a broad-based
group that included those who wanted a united Ireland and
believe armed struggle is the way to justice, and those who support self-determination for all, acting through nonviolence.
The split came over who was for what and NAIF was formed
by those who preferred a militant nonviolent civil rights movement. They believe that some people hate the British more than
they love their own people; that the violence of the IRA has
caused the isolation of the civil rights struggle and given the
British an excuse to extend their control. NAIF would prefer to
isolate the British through rent strikes and civil disobedience
while they organize the people to control their own lives.
NAIF has engaged in actions here including sit-ins at Nixon’s re-election office. They have focused on US involvement
during testimony in Congress. They have sat in at the British
consulate. Presently they are trying to get New York’s Mayor
Beame to cancel a party he has scheduled aboard the Queen
Elizabeth ll. This ship is subsidized by the British government.
Like other Irish groups they boycott British goods. (The word
boycott, by the way, originated in Ireland when many tenants
stopped paying rents to Captain Boycott.)
NAIF has tried to clarify the issues for the American Irish
community. They are not well-liked by the St. Patrick’s Day
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committee. In 1972 a coffin they were carrying was taken from
them during the parade. In 1973 they were expelled as they
approached the reviewing stand and television cameras. They
were carrying pictures of 13 people massacred at Derry only
six weeks earlier. Judge Comerford runs the parade and he does
not like the songs and pretty colors being upset by the reality of
oppression. Signs have recently been allowed calling for England to get out of Ireland. NAIF points out that this can happen
if the Irish community in the US demands that the US withdraw
its support.
NAIF/NICRA presently has seven cases of torture before
the European Human Rights Committee. They are also bringing
cases before the United Nations.
While the thrust of their activity has been toward Northern Ireland they also emphasize the need to organize one’s own
community. Their members are involved in tenants committees and trying to fight racism and sectarianism here. They are
strong advocates of unity in the Irish movement while they have
been subjected to red-baiting by those who believe the struggle
belongs to the Catholic Church. Their services in Northern Ireland are used by Loyalists and Republicans alike.
WIN Magazine, March 21, 1974
WIN Magazine is the publication of the War Resisters League,
(WRL). Since 1913 WRL has worked against war and educated
the public about non-violence.
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Borough President
Declaration
At sunrise I started walking (17 miles) across Staten Island
to declare my candidacy for Borough President. These are my
remarks upon arriving at Borough Hall.
We have come a long way in a few hours, but our journey
has been much longer. We have seen much in the past few years
and suffered much pain. There have been good times and bad
but we have all grown and it is because of our past that we stand
here today. The people of Staten Island have suffered dearly in
the recent past. 79 young men killed in Vietnam, a recent tragedy in the gas tanks raised that total 40 more. A young boy was
killed because he was in a stolen car, a black family burned out
of their home, not to mention the day-to-day pain of sewers and
potholes. We all know where we have been today and we are
tired but there is strength in our determination.
As I walk I think so as we stand here I would like to reflect
if I may. I was raised on Staten Island and I am 27 years old.
When I was 15 I worked in JFK’s campaign for president. Then
I believed in a dream. A bullet in Dallas Texas shattered that
dream. But I believed it was an accident, the act of a crazy man.
Since then I’ve seen more killing and pain. It is too familiar.
Because of my dream I entered the seminary and worked in
the ghettos of Baltimore. I did not give up that work when my
hero was shot. I looked to new heroes and leaders. I listened to
their answers to my many questions and followed their advice.
When I left the seminary I joined the army and followed their
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orders to Vietnam. There I learned that my leaders were not so
brilliant. I came home and began to speak about what I saw. I
hoped some would listen. I watched the peace movement grow.
Even the Democratic Party joined it. The party was heard to say,
stop the war, bring the boys home. They also said get involved.
The system will respond. So I did. I worked through the electoral process. I ran for delegate to the Democratic convention.
The people of our congressional district elected me to represent them in Miami. I did. I fought for George McGovern and
we won. I thought we could win the election. We knew how
to work and did it well. But the Republicans had changed the
rules. They hired spies and lock pickers. They broke into the
Watergate. They sabotaged the Democratic campaign. All while
they called us radicals. They preached law and order while they
committed crimes. They cheated and they stole. They’re guilty
of the theft of democracy. They stole the possibility of peace and
called us soft on crime. They broke the windows of justice and
destroyed the concept of liberty, while they nominated fools to
be our judges. Meanwhile they said we were unpatriotic. They
kept us prisoners in pain and loneliness and cold and called for
peace with honor.
While Nixon waited we lost more pilots and the casualties
continued. Our prices rose while wages were frozen. They told
us no more day care centers and we can’t afford more hospital
beds. Drug prevention is too expensive. They would rather keep
people in cages for life. Good transportation is too costly for
them and we can’t afford clean air. But they can sell wheat to
Russia and cause the price of bread to rise on Staten Island. They
can subsidize Senator Eastland’s farm but can’t aid businesses
on Staten Island. We can’t have sewers because ITT needs help.
They announced the closure of the public health hospital while
their servant Connor dedicated the LNG tanks. He said it was a
fine day for Staten Island. We know how fine it was.
Well it is a new day. We are not waiting anymore. We have
followed long enough. We have tried to fight the Nixon team
by joining together as Democrats. But the Republicans changed
the rules again; this time with the help of our esteemed County
leader. One of their boys joined our team. Now they can destroy
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from within. I worked on the executive committee of our party.
We were not asked for advice nor were we allowed to know
about the recruitment efforts. We were told we had a candidate
to be proud of. But we looked and he was the one we fought so
often before. I thought I was the boy who told the emperor he
was not wearing his pants. Well I’ll say it now. Boss man I can
see your underwear. We are not fooled by your lies. We are used
to Watergate and we can see who you are Bob Connor. You are
a smaller and less glamorous Richard Nixon. You are trying to
climb the political ladder on our backs. We don’t believe that you
are Democrat. He helped elect Richard Nixon. He has served
him well and you know it. But we don’t want you in our house.
When I think of a Democrat I don’t think of Robert Connor. I
think the Wilson, FDR, Truman, the Kennedys, and Johnson.
I think of the immigrants. They struggled to feed themselves.
They struggle to get an education. The people of Staten Island
want an education for their children. Speaking of education,
Connor is an undergraduate student in the City University.
Like the rest of the students he pays no tuition even with his
over $200,000 salary as Borough President earned during the
past seven years he pays no tuition. Yet he is the only borough
president not to publicly join in the struggle to save the tuition
free University. He is turning his back on us. What of the family
that earns $10,000 year and has three children to educate. He
would have them pay tuition while he goes for free. This is the
Nixon team spirit. Close the door of opportunity behind you. I
got mine buddy how about you?
Connor wants to close the door behind him and expects us
to cheer. He made his deal and will take care of his friends. But
who are his friends. The conservative party endorsed him first.
I guess they get paid first.
Well we are going to see that he doesn’t get a chance to pay
the dealmakers. We will not sit still while the boss closes the
deal. We are here to fight not switch. At the county convention
we fought and won the respect of Democrats. We then went to
the people. In 10 days, with one quarter of Connor’s workers
and organization we gathered 5600 signatures. Good ones so
good that their microscopes could not find flaws. They did not
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even challenge our petitions for Borough President. If Connor’s
organization was as good he would have come in with 20,000
signatures instead of 8,000. He couldn’t because his people were
not enthusiastic. They knew the truth. They did just enough to
keep the axe from falling on their neck. We’ve already heard
from some of his workers. On primary day they will get even for
what the Connor-Smith team put them through. In the quiet of
the election booth they will fight back. They will listen to their
conscience. I’ve gone to the people and they want a choice. I
walked across Staten Island to show I mean business. My name
is Ed Murphy and I am a candidate for the office of president of
the borough of Richmond. During my campaign I will speak the
truth and challenge the lies. Bob Connor, take notice. It is a new
day and we have a new idea. As Borough President I will serve
as the chief advocate for the borough. I will be a public interest
official. I will not cry because there is not enough power. I will
use my vote on the Board of Estimate. That is where there is
real power. I will fight for the sewers we need and not blame the
Mayor. I will fight for quality education and free tuition. I was
graduated from the City University and I don’t want to close the
door to those who come after me. Education is the keystone of
democracy and I believe it is right not a privilege.
I will not stop there. Where I do not have a vote I have a
voice. I will speak publicly on issues as I always have. Whether
people agree with me they know where I stand.
Robert Kennedy said “Some men see things as they are and
say why. I dream things that never were and say why not?” I
dedicate this campaign to that concept. I have a new idea of the
Borough Presidency. It is a new day and I say why not?
Speech, April 28, 1973
Staten Island is one of the five boroughs of New York City.
Staten Island is sometimes called “the forgotten borough” by
inhabitants who feel neglected by the city government.
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Amnesty For Draft Evaders
I wrote this letter to the Staten Island Advance. It was never
published but represents my respect for those who stood up for
their principles and led the rest of us toward opposition to war.

It’s Your Opinion:
Letter to the Staten Island Advance

It is more than one year since our war in Vietnam was
declared over. The truth is it did not end but only shifted gears.
Most American combatants are home and the American
POWs have been released. The American paid Saigon troops
continue to fight and thousands of anti-Thieu POWs are kept
in prison. The war has not ended. We have stopped paying
attention to it.
There have been many dramatic events in Washington to
keep our attention, the Watergate hearings, Agnew’s resignation and amnesty, as well as Nixon’s various capers.
I believe it is time to declare an unconditional-universal
amnesty for all who had the courage to tell this country to stop
an immoral war that cost Staten Island alone almost 80 lives as
well as damaged minds and bodies of many more. Today, most
realize that the US was wrong in Vietnam. Those who came to
that realization first helped the rest of us learn by their refusal
to fight. Let us stop punishing them for being right before we
were and let them come home. They have suffered enough. If
Agnew can walk free after desecrating the office of Vice-President, those who served as a conscience of America deserve
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an equal right. We who believe in democracy should care for
those who refused to fight an unjust war. They tried to save
democracy while the Nixon team was trying to steal it.
February 25, 1974
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Ed Murphy for President
It will soon be election time again. As we travel around

our communities we’ll see election posters and bumper stickers. They all seem pretty much the same. For me though, there
is a difference. I see my own name on the telephone poles. Last
spring I ran in a Democratic primary for the office of Borough
President of Staten Island, New York. This is the chief executive position in a relatively obsolete governmental structure.
That decision is more important, however, because the Borough Presidents sit on the Board of Estimate with the mayor,
Comptroller and President of the City Council. The Board of
Estimate is the most powerful institution in city government.
My first involvement with elections came in 1960 when
I stuffed envelopes in JFK’s Presidential campaign. Following
high school and three years in the seminary I joined the Army.
Trained as a Counterintelligence Special Agent, I spent eight
months learning to speak Vietnamese before being assigned to
the 4TH Infantry Division in Viet Nam.
I got out of the Army in 1970 and returned home to Staten
Island. I became involved in the peace movement, gave testimony about war crimes and joined a local reform Democratic
Club. I felt that I could communicate best with my middleclass conservative community by working through the existing institutions while I did other “radical” activity.
I wanted to bring my issues to the public in ways they
would be able to hear. Cultural inhibitions have kept many
middle-class Americans from understanding our messages
brought to them through demonstrations and Guerilla The39
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ater. We have had trouble getting them to teach-ins. I believe
that these aspects of our struggle are critically important and
they should not end, but I also believe some of us should speak
to middle-class America in language it can understand and is
less threatened by. Many of us come from middle class backgrounds so we know the language. With a little creativity we
can translate our ideas into that language without destroying
their integrity.
Electoral politics is not just the means to communicate
though. It is where the managers of political power come from.
It is one place where the struggle for power occurs; churches,
universities and corporations are others. In the electoral process we can block the ascent to power of people we know will
vote for defense budgets and send armies to kill while people
starve. We get to offer alternatives while we affect our politicians by our presence.
For the past four years I have worked with a group of 100
reform Democrats on Staten Island. Some of us sit with judges
and lawyers and argue into the night. They have a lot of hostility in them. We refuse to let them ignore us. Our very presence represents our ideas. We emphasize to them that we are
not strangers and our ideas are not alien. We are their neighbors. We drink beer with them and listen. We refuse to be
their enemy. They are affected by us and we are affected by
them. They have to deal with our issues and we have to answer
their questions with more than platitudes.
As a consequence of this involvement, we were able to offer
an alternative when Democrats wanted to protest business as
usual in selecting delegates to the Democratic National Convention. Because of my involvement in the peace movement
and electoral politics I was elected. This happened around
the country and McGovern was chosen as the alternative to
Nixon. This is not a revolutionary event but it was significant.
We are in the process of change and we have a long way to go.
What was important about that election was not change on
the national scene but the local changes that the Mc Govern
nomination represented. The skills of the peace movement
produced those changes.
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On the local level, my involvement brought me into the
inner circles of local politics. Our club was the balance of power
in electing a new county chairman of the Democratic Party. This
put me on the Executive Committee of the party. I then became
involved in interviewing and choosing candidates for elected
office. I was able to bring our ideas to that forum. I asked potential candidates questions that were not used to answering. They
didn’t like it but they had to deal with me and my issues. Also,
on the executive committee I watched a deal develop which I
later fought in my campaign. Robert T. Connor is a two-term
(eight years) incumbent Borough President. He was elected as
a Republican-Conservative. Early last year he became a Democrat and was to run again. It was expected that he would be reelected easily. The plan was for him to resign after the election
and become Deputy Mayor under Abe Beame. The City Council
(controlled by the Democrats) would then appoint a replacement named by local Democrats. This way, Connor advances
his career and the Democrats are guaranteed control of the
patronage in Borough Hall.
Our club tried to persuade one of the traditional candidates
(lawyers and businessmen over 35) to run against Connor in
a primary. The patronage was too sweet for them to fight the
leadership, though. When we decided to run our own candidate
I was chosen.
The group that I am closely associated within the club had
recently won some internal battles and I was chosen because of
activity outside as well as inside electoral politics.
At the beginning of the campaign we decided against conducting a symbolic struggle. We chose to struggle aggressively
and try to develop real issues. We wanted to confront the opposition with the deal and try to win their base of support away
from them. At the County Convention of the party (where the
candidates are chosen) we used the nominating procedure to
speak to the average Democrats. We spoke to their ideals and
offered them the option of affirming their ideals by fighting the
deal. They did not choose that option and I lost 300 to 20.
The next step was to get my name on the ballot through
petition. We had ten days to gather 3800 valid signatures. We
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needed a margin of 500 extra because some of the signatures
are disqualified. This is one way the professionals protect their
candidates. Here is where peace movement skills helped. Club
members and friends active in other struggles, went to shopping
centers, theaters, parking lots, door-to-door and on rush-hour
transportation to gather signatures. We collected 5600 names
(a margin of 1800). The process of this is important. We talked
to residents of the Island as we gathered names and to regulars by our competence. The response was good. Many people
wanted an alternative to regular politics.
We had very little money so we needed to be creative. A
printer donated paper which he cut to mimeo size. We produced
100,000 leaflets and distributed them everywhere. We chose the
symbol of the rising sun to advertise our hope for a new day. We
publicized this symbol by me getting up at sunrise and walking
the length of the island (17 miles). I began with four friends and
picked up supporters along the way. We leafleted and talked to
voters as we walked.
The issues were chosen carefully. Healthcare became a primary one. It affects everyone and allowed us to speak about
the distribution of national and local resources for death rather
than life. We talked about health care as a right not a privilege.
We cited “the right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness”
and argued that without adequate health care the other rights
have little meaning.
We talked housing. The island is a bedroom community for
the corporations in Manhattan. Many new houses were built
during the last decade without adequate sewage or drainage. We
told how the politicians allowed the construction industry to rape
the island at high prices while there is a critical housing shortage.
We pointed out that people come from other parts of the city to
escape Blacks and Puerto Ricans; that the builders exploit this
racism with cheap housing and no supportive services.
We talked further about this racism that caused a house to
be burned down when a Black family tried to move into a ghetto
for inner city émigrés on the island (the same group of activists
who helped set up this campaign had formed the nonviolent
protective unit for that house).
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We talked about the danger of building liquefied natural
gas tanks near population centers. Forty workmen were killed
when an “empty” one exploded here. Some campaign workers
decided to do more than talk. They visited the tanks at night,
locked the gates with a chain and left a sign condemning the
tanks in the name of the people.
The role of women in government and daycare facilities got
a lot of attention. Connor had to come out in favor of daycare
even though he still doesn’t understand the issue.
The nature of the Borough President’s office was a major
issue. We developed the concept of that office becoming a citizen’s advocate office based on the principle of public interest
research groups established by Ralph Nader and Donald Ross.
One of the better aspects of the campaign came when we
forced Connor into the open. We turned his campaigns redbaiting back on him. An assistant District Attorney, Jerome M.
Neuberger, mailed a letter to the members of the American
Legion praising Connor as the super-patriot and “we all know
about Edward Murphy’s activities in the marches and demonstrations the past few years”. This letter was enough to wake up
some sleepy Legionnaires and could have made things pretty
ugly. I decided to fight this tooth and nail. I gave the letter to the
local newspaper protesting the tactic. This put it on the first page
which let everyone see what was going on. Then I filed charges
against Neuberger for violation of the Canons of Professional
Ethics by misusing the office of the district attorney. This put it
on the front page again, with a focus on Neuberger and support
coming from lawyers and Connor’s political allies. This brought
Connor out to debate. During the debate I read the letter to the
audience and offered Connor the opportunity to demonstrate
his integrity by repudiating the tactic and announcing Neuberger’s dismissal from his campaign. He decided not to take that
option and left afterwards embarrassed. One thing they did not
anticipate when they woke up the legionnaires is that as much
as they hated what I said about the war, they held firm to the
caste privilege and supported me because “I was there”. This
incident weakened Neuberger’s chances for public office in the
future. The Democrats will take longer before making him their
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candidate. Another benefit is that we were not intimidated by
their patriotism.
The campaign had a good effect on us. We found that we
could organize a struggle in which we spoke to people who disagreed with us on the war and became allies over local issues.
We stimulated thought about the larger connections to local
problems (liquefied natural gas comes from Siberia and Nixon
is making a deal with the USSR). The resistance community
grew. We sat in the same room with ideological opponents and
struggled on their territory. We made them accountable.
I propose that radicals consider electoral politics as a field
of work. I suggest that you proceed cautiously, though. Get
involved in a small club where you can affect that situation. Do
so with people that share your politics. This is frustrating work
and it moves slowly. Your opponents will try to sell the process
to you as “the way”. Many of your friends will also suggest you
accept the electoral politics as the best way. It is one way among
many. Don’t give up your other activities. They will help you
retain your grasp on reality.
The part I enjoy is the one to one contact with those who
disagree with us but want to talk. The judges can’t understand
why we break the law. We need to tell them. Many of them
waited a long time to become a judge and now they find they
are not respected. The police, firemen and average folk do not
understand what is going on today. Many of them want to talk.
They get angry but they also listen.
One of the pleasant surprises was the result on election
night. The political pros had been saying that it would be a victory if I lost 5-1. When the results came in I had received 32% of
the vote. This surprised many people. It was no miracle though.
The reason we did this well is that we were willing to get into
the thick of the campaign and struggle. Many other campaigns
conducted by peace people try to witness outside the fray. We
used our organizing skills and the regulars did not expect us to
be competent. Getting a large number of votes was not the most
important aspect of the campaign. I am happier about the effect
we had on the people we met. If we had won we would have
brought the struggle to a different level. We would have had
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more specific information about how we are being robbed. We
won’t be able to take full control of our lives through elections,
but if we elect some good people they can make it more difficult
for us to be controlled.
WIN Magazine, April 18, 1974
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The In Between Controversy
In 1974 my wife, Lin, and I moved to San Diego so she could

go to graduate school. I found a job as executive director of a
small community based non-profit. Six weeks later the business
community tried to get the agency closed or moved.
Over 120 Ocean Beach merchants, in a petition to the Board
of Supervisors, have protested the presence of the In Between, a
county financed youth counseling center. They claim this center
is hurting business and ask that it be closed or moved off Newport Avenue. Two sides to the issue are presented here. What is
your opinion?

Center is Valuable to the Community
Ocean Beach is a good place to live, to work, to shop and to
visit. The ocean, the fishing pier and the shops attract thousands
of visitors every year. Interstate highways 5 and 8 bring people
from all over America into OB. We are “at the end of the highway” for many travelers.
We’re also a community struggling to maintain its identity
as a place for people to visit and a place to live.
The In Between, Inc. is caught in the middle of this identity crisis.
We are an integral part of the permanent and transient communities. Since 1967 we have grown from a youth center into
multi-service community agency. We are included in the OB
Precise Plan because of the services we offer to Ocean Beach.
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Our staff has the credentials found in any government social
service agency. We provide job information, medical and legal
referrals; counseling for individuals and families and generally
help our clients work through their special problems.
We have three Department of Public Welfare employees
out stationed in our building and receive no rent for this. We
house them because there are residents in OB who cannot
travel downtown.
We have an Action Volunteer, Tova Kostruba, assigned to us
to work with senior citizens.
The In Between also serves those who pass through OB. The
visitors benefit from our information and referral services. They
are told where they can find motels and camping facilities; where
to shop, rent surfboards, get medical help and eat. We know the
area and share information freely. We help those who want to
stay in San Diego get situated.
The businessmen on Newport Avenue see a need for our services but believe that we should move because they do not like
some of our clients. They want us to move off “their street”.
They mistakenly believe that we attract undesirables. The
truth is that people come to OB because of the ocean, the highways and the climate. We are paid by the county to help those
who come here as well as those who live here.
Our budget is small and the problems are big so we cannot be
expected to solve problems we did not create or are contracted to
deal with. We are not the Police Department.
The number of transients coming to OB has increased
because of the economic crisis. During the Great Depression
they were known as “hobo”, “drifter or migrant”. Today they’re
called “street people”. They have needs that society cannot satisfy;
they are our domestic refugees.
Many are Vietnam Veterans who could not find jobs in their
hometowns. They need housing and food and we can only give
them counseling and information.
We did not create these problems; we are part of the solution.
When businessmen tell us to relocate, I asked why? We own
our building and property; we have been here for eight years,
and the public that we serve is here.
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If we relocate, the people and their problems will remain.
I have been director for three months and during that time
we have reorganized, clarified our purpose, responded to the
demands of clients, listen more closely to the community and
at the same time deliver the services to OB that the government
pays us to deliver.
In fact, “83 per cent of projected services have been completed in 56 per cent of elapsed time.” (Human Care Services
Program, Interim Report, dated May 2, 1975). That report further states that our present location is “easily accessible to clients.”
There is an alternative to relocating and that is community
development. There are separate interests in OB but we all want
to keep OB a good place to be. We must communicate more
clearly about what we have in common and work together on
common ground. We’ve begun the dialogue and are finding
compromises.
Some businessmen are visiting The In Between; we are reconstructing inside the building and painting the outside. We have
discouraged people from hanging out in front of the building.
The problems do not belong to The In Between just because
we deal with them. One does not relocate a hospital or firehouse
when the need for services increases. Blaming The In Between
is like blaming the doctor for the pain.
We were funded because there were problems, and we have
changed to meet present needs. We need better resources if we
are to continue. We are trying to build a partnership with the
community and some of the businessmen are helping.
We need programs for seniors, child care, better transportation, a women’s center and more.
Ocean Beach is a good place to live, and it is getting better
because we are learning to work together.
San Diego Union, May 30, 1975
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Development of the
Saratoga Spa State Park
The first half of the 20th century saw the development of
a policy by New York State that is unique in this country. The
state decided to protect some 180 naturally carbonated mineral springs in Saratoga Springs, New York; then bought the
land surrounding the springs; and finally developed the state
operated hydrotherapeutic spa. The purpose of this paper is to
provide a case study of this policy and thereby demonstrate my
understanding of the content of PAD 502, Public Administration and the Political Process. I will discuss the various decisions that combined to form the policy; the people involved; the
power centers concerned; and the environment in which the
decisions were made. This paper has been well researched but
does not pretend to be a complete history of the Saratoga Spa.
It is an exercise that focuses on the political dynamics of the
public administration process. It therefore does not describe
the geological, medicinal, or cultural aspects of the springs in
any detail
Throughout known history water has had both medicinal
and spiritual significance. The rivers Jordan and Ganges have
attracted pilgrims. The flow of streams and rivers have symbolized the nature of life in many cultures. Ponce de Leon was one
of many who searched for the fountain of youth. Catholics use
water on painful parts of the body. Saratoga Springs received
much of its fame because visitors came from around the world
to drink and to be in the naturally carbonated waters that per51
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colate from crevices in the earth. “There are few therapeutic
agents that have been used continuously for thousands of years
in virtually the same form and whose popularity has increased.
Water is one of these agents, if not the major one. There are more
spas now than ever before and more people visit them” One
reason that people visit spas is the failure of scientific medicine
to provide relief for the patients (1). Also it is often a pleasurable
experience. The baths and massages are relaxing. In 1963 there
were 900 spas in 50 countries (2). At the turn-of-the-century,
physicians often prescribed spa therapy for heart trouble, rheumatism, stomach pains, constipation and respiratory ailments.
Today doctors hesitate to prescribe the waters because the high
saline content is dangerous for those with high blood pressure
and carbonation is not good for those with ulcers (3).
The first recorded use of the springs at Saratoga is by Sir
William Johnson during the French and Indian war. Friendly
Indians brought him to the springs to recover from “an indisposition brought on by wounds suffered during the defense of
the garrison at Lake George” (4). Since that time travelers have
stopped at the springs and advertised their value to friends on
their return home. In the 19th century the village of Saratoga
developed as a resort. Originally attracted by the springs; boarding houses, baths and racing combined to bring tourists to the
area. At the end of the 19th century, gambling became a major
attraction. By the turn-of-the-century there was a controversy
within the community concerning the kinds of gambling within
the village. There was gambling at the racetrack, at the casinos
and at the pool halls. Some residents wanted the poolrooms
closed because they drew a lower-class crowd. Others wanted
all gambling eliminated, while a third group wanted the casinos reserved for the tourists. Richard Canfield was the owner
of one of the more famous casinos. He would not permit permanent residents of the village to play at his casino for fear that
they would lose and cause trouble for him in the community.
Most of his patrons were summer residents and had enough
money to lose without complaint. Spencer Trask led a group
that wanted all gambling eliminated and founded a newspaper,
The Union, to advocate that cause. He preferred to see visitors
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come to enjoy the healthful aspects of Saratoga. The county was
controlled by the Republican Party and the leading politician
was State Senator Edgar Truman Brackett. There was speculation that Brackett was in the employ of the casino owners. In
1902 he sponsored a bill that prohibited state warrants from
being served in the village without the endorsement of a local
police justice. As a result there was seldom a raid on the gambling houses that found any gamblers present.
A new industry came to the village at the turn-of-the-century. Soda fountains had just become popular and there was a
need for carbonated gas. The natural mineral springs had an
excess of carbonated gas and the technology had recently been
found to separate the gas from the water. By 1907 $1 million had
been invested by the gas companies formed to extract the gas
from the springs. Eighty people were employed by the companies with a monthly payroll of $5,000. It was further discovered
that by attaching pumps to the springs the flow of water could
be accelerated without losing any of the gas (4). The stockholders were enjoying excellent results on their investments.
Against this background came the first intervention by
the state. Frank Hathorn of Hathorn Water Company brought
suit against Dr. Strong’s Sanitarium stating that the pump
on Strong’s well had caused the Hathorn springs to decrease
their flow. Experts from around the country testified for both
sides. Strong’s witnesses stated that it could not be proven
that pumping action on one well would affect another well.
He also argued that he had a right to do what he wanted with
his well. Mr. Justice Spencer, New York State Supreme Court,
concluded in July 1907 “ I am of the view… that all mineral
springs and wells at Saratoga have a common source, consisting of a stratum of mineral rock of comparatively limited area
located far down in the earth… I cannot escape the conclusion
that pumping at any one of the wells, which reaches the line
of the mineral stratum producing the gas, operates by lessening the force of the gas and flow of water in all of the wells
and springs which draw their supply from that stratum (5).
Dr. Strong ceased pumping and Hathorn’s well returned to its
natural flow
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This decision encouraged those who wanted the springs preserved for posterity. They feared that continued pumping would
irreparably damage the springs. They were further encouraged
when Hathorn’s spring renewed itself. A citizens committee
was organized to work for the protection of the springs. They
sought legislation to prohibit pumping at the springs.
In 1906 Sen. Bracket had been defeated in his bid for reelection. He had first been elected in 1895 and would be reelected in
1908 (6). The two years that he was out of office was significant
because he chaired the Senate Judiciary Committee and served
as attorney for the gas companies. Assemblyman George H
Whitney introduced legislation on February 19, 1908 to prohibit “pumping, or by any other artificial contrivance whatsoever in any manner accelerating the natural flow, or producing
an unnatural flow of that class of mineral waters holding in solution natural mineral salts and an excess of carbonic acid gas” (7).
This bill passed both houses of the legislature even with Bracket
serving as attorney for the gas companies speaking against it.
Credit for this must be given to an internal struggle within the
Republican Party. Brackett had fought against the leadership
of the party and Theodore Roosevelt believed that he worked
against his renomination. This led to Brackett’s defeat in 1906
(8). On May 21, 1908, Governor Charles E. Hughes signed the
Whitney anti-pumping bill (9). In less than 12 months the three
branches of state government reached decisions that resulted
from conflicting interests. At stake were the interests of the gas
companies to make a profit; the employees to earn a living; the
owners of the springs to enjoy their water; the interests of future
generations; and the political interests of a variety of people. The
court chose the interests of those who wanted the springs to
flow naturally. The legislature chose the interests of those who
did not want to fight each battle in court. They outlawed pumping without asking each owner to prove his case. This decision
prevented long and expensive court cases that were only in the
interest of the gas companies. In court the citizens committee
would’ve had a difficult time. They were not able to prove that
pumping North or South of a well affected its flow. They had
only been able to prove that pumping East or West affected the
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flow. It can be safely said that if Bracket had been reelected in
1906 the bill would not have passed the state Senate.
When Governor Hughes signed the anti-pumping bill, the
state had taken enough steps to be permanently involved in the
preservation of the springs. The state had assumed responsibility
for protecting a natural resource in the public interest. Thus ends
the first stage of this policy development.
If the citizens committee had stopped at this point, there
might still be gas companies or some other private enterprises
around the springs. The gas companies did not stop pumping when the law was signed. They had to be taken to court.
The author of the bill must have anticipated that possibility. He
included the following language in the bill: “the Attorney General may at any time, in the exercise of his discretion, bring and
maintain an action in the name of the people of New York State,
to restrain any person or corporation from any of the unlawful
acts specified in section 1 of this act… It shall be the duty of the
Attorney General to institute and prosecute such an action, upon
the written request of ten citizens of this state who are assessed
for taxes therein and whose aggregate assessment amount to not
less than $10,000”(10). This permitted the residents of any section of the state to ask for the suit and the members of the citizens
committee easily met the assessment qualifications. The citizens
committee used the Attorney General to prosecute their case.
While the suits were in progress they worked toward state
purchase of the springs. The first step was to get a bill passed
creating a Reservation Commission (12).The issue, by this time
had grown from a local to a statewide one. Senator Brackett,
having been reconciled with the leadership of the Republican
Party and reelected, introduced a bill to create a commission.
During the six week period between the submission of the bill
and the signing by Governor Hughes, there were favorable editorials in 69 separate newspapers, including 10 in New York
City. The governor appointed Spencer Trask and two other
commissioners. $600,000 was appropriated for the purchase
of lands to form a Reservation. This second stage of the policy
development was a short one and built on the work of the first
stage. It may be characterized by collegial relationships.
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The Commission’s mandate was left unclear, as evidenced
by their first annual report. They wrote: “We were appointed
Commissioners by the governor in May 1909 and at once
began to investigate the matters which under law, were in a
measure greater or less left to our judgment” (13). It is in this
third stage that the concept of a hydrotherapeutic spa began
to take shape. The Commission could’ve gone in several directions but chose to investigate the experience of the European
spas. Many of the patrons of Saratoga had experienced these
spas. Also, there was little or no experience with state operated spas in the United States.
Prior to 1909 the state of New York acted through the
offices of the courts, the legislature or the governor. After the
Brackett bill was signed and Hughes appointed the Commissioners, the state acted primarily through the Commission.
The significance of this is that the springs then had an advocate operating within the state bureaucracy. The Commission
was a contender within the politics of bureaucracy and had a
budget that gave it the power to act. One of its first acts was
to decide what to do with the money. Senator Brackett and
others, advocated for the purchase of the gas companies properties. The Commission however was not willing to buy land
when they could not be sure of its value. The gas companies
were fighting the anti-pumping bill in court and if they lost
their property would be worth less. The Commission did not
want to bail out the gas companies and then not have enough
money to buy the rest of the springs. They defined their task as
preserving the springs by “assuring for the springs a harmonious unity of administration” (14). They waited until the litigation was over to purchase the companies’ property.
The medical community entered the policymaking process
in 1912. Dr. Simon Baruch a noted authority on hydrotherapy
was engaged to study the European spas for the Commission
(15). Baruch was a professor of medicine at Columbia College of
Physicians and Surgeons and a respected member of the American medical community. Baruch and others who studied the
European spas recommended that bathhouses be constructed.
In 1913 the state took over the operation of the Saratoga Bath
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House. In 1914 a former the gas company facility was turned
into a bathhouse and a third was established in 1917.
Once the Commission was established and received its first
appropriation, it had to contend with other agencies for position and resources. After a few years of autonomy, the Commission was put under the jurisdiction of the Conservation Commission. At that point the strength of the local community was
less evident. It became necessary for the reservation to compete
with other sections of Conservation for resources.
Progress towards the dream of a European type spa continued however. The state purchased Hathorn’s water company
and leased it back to him. In 1915 a second bottling plant was
constructed. The water from Saratoga was sold around the
country and increased support for the project.
The fourth stage in the development of this policy brought
the visions of early planners into focus and implementation
was initiated. Between 1916 and 1926 the Reservation was
expanded and developed considerably. Bathhouse treatments
and water sales increased dramatically. Total land owned by
the state increased from 350 acres to 900 acres. All facilities
were modernized and much of the area landscaped. During this
period the technical knowledge of handling the mineral waters
was developed through research.
The two most significant figures in the fourth stage were
Franklin Delano Roosevelt and Bernard Baruch. Roosevelt
had been interested in parks before he became governor (16).
By the time he was elected in 1928 he was also interested in
hydrotherapy. He was spending time at Warm Springs Georgia
receiving therapy for his paralysis. He was therefore interested
in the development of the state spa and research center. Bernard
Baruch also had a personal interest. It was his father who first
served as the medical expert on hydrotherapy and advocated
the development of the spa.
In 1929 the legislature appropriated money for expenses
and create a joint commission to be appointed by the governor
and the leadership of both houses to study and direct the further development of the state mineral springs. Bernard Baruch
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was appointed chairman of the seven man commission. They
brought together the expertise of the Academy of Medicine of
New York; the geology department of Columbia University; the
state conservation and health departments. “Paul Haertl, for
20 years head of the Staatslaoratorium at Bad Kisssingen and
baleotechnician in charge of all mineral springs of Bavaria made
a survey of the possibilities of Saratoga (17).
The commission and its experts reported that “an institution may be built up at Saratoga for the effective treatment of
the chronically ill and those in danger of becoming so, especially those suffering from cardiac, vascular and circulatory ailments, whose victims in the United States now number more
than 235,000 each year, the greatest toll taken by any group of
diseases, and for whose treatment, it is agreed the waters at
Saratoga have a great virtue (18). This report was a landmark
for the springs and the state. It found that there was an adequate water supply, medical justification for the therapy and the
public demand for the service. It recommended that the Reservation become primarily a health service facility. “At least a
major part of the Lincoln and Geyser Park reservations should
be closed as a playground and barred to traffic. It should be set
aside for those who come in search of health(19). The report
outlined a plan for the spa that included baths, a research institute, bottling, solaria, inhalation rooms, promenades, a drink
hall and an adjoining concert hall”(20). They wanted walkways
scientifically laid out “as to length, grade, and paving so that
they may be used as a part of a system of treatment” (20). They
wanted a medical director appointed and a residence provided
for him. Lastly they recommended that responsibility for the
development of the spa be given to a seven men commission for
a period of seven years. After that period, direction and control
would be returned to the conservation department. The proposed commission was to have full power over the selection and
control of personnel. They were to control all monies earned
from the operations and those appropriated by the legislature.
Based on this report the Saratoga Springs Authority came
into existence. The legislature agreed to appropriate the funds
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to create the spa as outlined in the Baruch report. In 1932,
however, with the facilities only partially completed the legislature ceased appropriating monies for the spa. It created an
Authority and gave it permission to borrow from the federal
government. Fortunately for the Authority Roosevelt had been
elected president in 1932. The Reconstruction Finance Corporation purchased $3,200,000 in bonds floated by the Authority.
Construction was completed and the formal opening was held
on July 26, 1935. The Depression and the public works projects
made the realization of this dream possible.
On the day that the spa opened the formulation of the policy
was completed. The state decided with its judicial authority to
protect the springs in their natural state for public us. It used
its legislative power to protect the springs from “artificial contrivances.” It took possession and provided for public access
through the power of the Executive. The policy became real
through implementation.
During the twenty-five year period from Hathorn versus
Dr. Strong’s Sanitarium to the creation of the Saratoga Springs
Authority a variety of individuals and groups cooperated in the
creation of the Saratoga Spa. Others worked to preserve private
ownership and use of the springs. The policy of a state owned
and operated hydrotherapeutic spa evolved over this 25 year
period. In hindsight we can see the steps that were taken to
incrementally establish the policy. It would be difficult to say
that any person or group designed the policy. The playground
was not eliminated from the spa. The people involved changed
several times and the issues were not always the same. Simon
and Bernard Baruch provided some continuity. Simon’s role
was recognized by the creation of the Simon Baruch Research
Laboratory. Even so he cannot be given credit for developing the spa. State Sen. Brackett has been called the father of
the Reservation, but could not have foreseen the way the spa
turned out. Frank Hathorn is sometimes called the protector of
the mineral springs. He too would have been surprised in July
1935. “There have been constructed facilities including a drink
hall called the Hall of Springs, an administration and research
laboratory building, both with connecting arcades and covered
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promenades, with a high-class bathhouse. For the administration of mineral baths and all forms of hydrotherapy, physiotherapy which have been considered by the medical community
as being a necessary adjunct to the beneficial use of the waters.
“Also there have been erected (1) a modern and efficient bottling works for the scientific bottling of natural mineral waters;
(2) a recreation center, with a swimming pool, golf course, outdoor gymnasium, tennis courts, and all facilities for outdoor
recreation; and (3)the Gideon Putnam Hotel Sanitarium” (21).
On July 26, 1935, New York State had a policy related to
hydrotherapy, “a settled course adopted and followed by a government body or individual” (22). It was a result of both pluralistic and control decision-making. The implementation of this
policy was the resolution of the issues. The effects of this policy
may be seen today by walking through the Saratoga Spa State
Park. There exists a combination of hydrotherapeutic services
alongside expanded recreational services. There are 2,000 acres
of parkland available for future generations. A performing arts
center was able to be built because the state owned the land.
This policy eliminated an industry that was not destined to live
long anyway. More efficient means have been found to make
carbonation. The park continues to attract tourists from around
the East and Canada. Those interested in natural medicine have
access to the services that private enterprise could not afford to
provide. Low income Jews are able to come from big cities to
take the waters. If the baths were run by a profit oriented corporation they would exist only for the rich. The prices at other
recreational facilities are prohibitive for many Americans.
There continues to be attempts to get the state out of this
business. Many believe that the service should turn a profit.
Recent attempts to eliminate the baths were fought by religious
groups, local businessman and there were protests from other
governments. Some European nations include hydrotherapy in
the national health insurance. They are interested in seeing this
service continued in the general interest and in the interest of
their citizens residing in this country.
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This issue illustrates several aspects of bureaucratic politics.
The first point is the length of time it takes to develop a policy.
There are many factors to be considered and many interests to
be weighed in choosing a policy. It takes time to sort out these
interests and to make a decision. Very often the decisions made
do not look toward an ultimate policy but are resolving conflicts
between interested parties. These interests must be protected
and the consequences cannot always be seen. Further, one
branch of government may decide something that parallels or
supersedes a policy developed by another branch. It also shows
that it is important to be able to gather support for policy one
wants to develop. The citizens committee was able to rally support for their position. They had enough money to advertise
the position and influence with the editors around the state.This
case also shows the importance of who was in the legislature.
Brackett lost his battle for reelection which opened up the possibility of getting the anti-pumping bill passed. Brackett is also
an instance where conflict of interest shows up. The economic
environment’s role is also evident. The Depression put artisans
out of work and there was a need for public projects to employ
them. Roosevelt and the Reconstruction Finance Corporation
helped out a favorite project. A basic lesson developed from this
case study is that one must be willing to organize the diverse
interests of others in order to implement the policies desired.
It is a combination of general public and personal interests that
combine in the formulation of a policy. It is a synthesizing process. Once the policy is established it is maintained by the same
general and personal interests of most of those concerned. I am
thankful that this policy was established. I believe it is in the
best interests of most people.
The last issue of this paper and perhaps the most significant one is the budget. At each point in the decision-making
process it was necessary to support the decision with a budget
that enables its implementation. $600,000 was not enough to
buy up the most important springs. If they had bought the gas
company property when Senator Brackett wanted them to they
would have bailed out the companies but not been able to preserve and defend the springs. When the Reservation was within
61

BECOMING A LEADER

the Conservation Department it had to compete for resources.
Once it became an Authority it was able to govern its own interests. It had the financial power to act.
I believe these aspects are generally true of bureaucratic
politics. This research has given me a better appreciation of
public administration. I hope that my presentation of it demonstrates an underlying understanding of the course content and
the value that it has been to me.
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Time for Vietnam Vets
to Organize
I remember the plane ride to Vietnam better than the ride
home. There was more to think about then. On the way home
I was asleep from exhaustion. Also, I did not think there was
much to worry about “in the world.”
On the way over, I wanted to savor every moment of life, not
knowing how much of it I had left.
We had landed at Cam Ranh Bay not knowing what to
expect. The last television news I could remember showed
marines pinned down at Con Tien. The Tet Offensive had just
upset everyone’s ideas about who was winning the war. I wondered what was waiting for me: life, death, wounds; cowardice
or heroism; hatred, disease, friendship or just loneliness. I did
not know what to expect there, but I did know my DEROS, Date
Eligible Return from Overseas.
It takes a long time to get used to being in a war, perhaps
a day or two. One never forgets his DEROS though (365). Two
hundred and ninety nine days, “God let me make it!” The war
goes on and you settle down knowing you are really there. One
hundred and ninety nine days, “I am no longer a newcomer!”
There are guys who need help accepting that they are in
Vietnam. Ninety nine days! “I am a short-timer!” Pretty soon
I’ll be going back to the world.” It is time to start making plans
how to stay alive and what to do back home. Thirty days, really
short! It is time to be careful. We all know about the guy who
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was killed on his last patrol. “Did you hear about the grunt who
was killed as he was getting on the plane to go home?”
One day to go; I turn in my rifle. Eleven kilometers by bus to
the Pleiku airport and a flight back to Cam Ranh Bay, unarmed.
Flying to Cam Ranh, we pray there will be no “accidents”. A few
more hours of processing and we’ll be on our way.
DEROS equals 0. I have won the war! As the plane leaves
the country we all cheer, we have won the war against time.
Some laugh, some cry, a few talk and sing, most of us fall asleep,
numb. All we have to do is rest. We want to be in good shape
when we land. No great expectations, but we know that we have
accomplished something.
Midnight, Seattle, Washington: planeload of Vietnam vets
snuck back into the United States hurried onto a bus and processed by sun up.
The next morning four of us are in a cab facing rush hour
traffic to the airport. We join thousands of commuters and the
honking horns of daily life. We are just another fare to the airport. The only visible difference being that we wore our unit
patches on our right shoulder. Only those in the brotherhood
knew that meant service in war. We received the same courtesies that other passengers got from a national airline.
Very few people knew that I had made it. As I flew from
Seattle to New York, I learned that there was no welcome home.
I would have to make my own
It is too late for parades. We are home; we have wives and
children; and bills to pay. Jobs and health care mean more to us
now. Education and hope are more important than speeches.
On July 4, we declared our independence. We held our own
welcoming home party without waiting for a government that
has shied away from us. We gathered at John Boyd Thatcher
State Park for a potluck supper. Families played together and
celebrated life.
From now on, we will be free of obligations to support politicians do not support us. Free of promises! Free of parades!
There are 400,000 of us in New York State. In 1982 the following candidates will be looking for support: Governor, Lieuten-
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ant Governor; US Senator; all Congressmen; all State Senators;
all State Assemblymen.
Each of us has a family and friends. If the time for action is
not now then when is it? In each county, veterans should meet
and welcome each other home; begin the dialogue and find
ways to support each other. Include families and friends. We
are from the generation that responded to the president’s call
“Ask not what your country can do for you, but what you can do
for your country”. In conscience and commitment we stepped
forward and took the risk. We did not expect to be forgotten.
It is time to step forward again; veterans supporting veterans; learning from each other what the needs are and how best
to address those needs. The initial step of organizing is dialogue.
We must sort out the issues independently but not in isolation
Don’t be afraid of old conflicts. Twelve years after returning
from Vietnam I am president of a 400 person chapter of Vietnam Veterans of America that includes pro-and antiwar veterans. Earlier differences have been put aside; we have reformed
to make a difference. We all made it past DEROS equals 0. Now
we need to focus on the future, individually and for this country.
We join with those willing to make a commitment and take the
risk in 1982. We begin that process now!
The Saratogian, July 5, 1981
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Balancing the Personal
with the Political
Saratoga Springs. The leaves are coming out and we have
more daylight to enjoy in the evenings. Spring has arrived. I can
feel my body and soul stretching as the warm sun invites me
to reawaken from winter. I’ve introduced my seven-month-old
daughter to the front porch and we listen to the wind chimes
as the cool breezes enhance reflection. Her name is Zoe, which
means “life” in Greek. It is a personal pleasure and I feel that I
could sit here forever. As we sit quietly Zoe begins to sleep and
other thoughts creep into my mind.
I am haunted by Ground Zero Week. I have had an experience that has awakened another side of me. I met Dr. Robert
Jay Lifton again and older memories are returning. Lifton is the
author of works on Hiroshima survivors and Vietnam veterans.
I was born the same day the Atom Bomb was dropped on Hiroshima and am a Vietnam veteran. Twelve years ago we met on
a panel dealing with the psychological implications of surviving Vietnam. He introduced the concept of psychic numbing
and the need to sensitize following a shocking experience. That
information guided me as I struggled to end the war. It helped
me move toward reconciliation. Lifton is a “Pathfinder”. Twelve
years later, I had the opportunity to thank him.
As Lifton spoke about surviving a nuclear war, I felt the
familiar tension inside of me, the call for political involvement
pulling against my personal life. Sitting on the porch with my
daughter, the tension became more real. I have made friends
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with this struggle and find it healthy, drawing strength and creativity from it. I believe that many of you do also. I advocate that
we value that tension and utilize it to improve our lives.
I have a sense of déjà vu! With golden oldies on the radio
and Ronald Reagan in the White House I think of the 1960s
and 70s. All Americans were affected by the civil rights, peace
movement, anti-war, environmental, gays and women’s movement. The country is not the same as it was then, and neither
are we. Whether JFK’s speech motivated us or not it summarized our values. “Ask not for what your country can do for you;
ask what you can do for your country”. Millions of us stepped
forward to act on our beliefs. Based on our values we made a
commitment to what we believed was in the best interest of
our society. Some of us went to war while others went to jail.
Some organized for the earth, others for their disenfranchised
group. Some travelled to foreign countries to build irrigation
ditches. Whatever the choice, there was a willingness to risk.
We learned a lot about ourselves and we made a difference. For
many of us the struggle ended in the mid-1970s as we began to
pick up the pieces of our personal lives. The mass media said
“the movement was over.”
It isn’t true! While we began our careers, married and
involved ourselves in communities, we didn’t forget who we are.
We began to balance the political with the personal.

Facing the challenge
It is a new decade and we have changed. Our hair is shorter
and our skills are stronger. Our commitment is still there. We
just show it differently. Our personal strengths make us more
effective. We have balanced the personal with the political. We
have become the infrastructure of this society. With increased
skills we have moved into positions of influence. We have built
a network that can communicate with each other. If we support
each other’s issues we can move forward together. The cohort of
movement participants who were born between 1940 and 1955
are emerging as local, state and national leaders. By 1985 it will
be visible to the national media. We must prepare to assume the
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leadership roles in this country. If we do not, we will abdicate
these positions to the people who made no special commitment
in the 1960s and 70s. Leadership positions belong to those willing to make a commitment and take a risk. We’ve earned the
right to lead. We can be proud of our history. We should prepare
for that responsibility. With a balance of personal/political we
can avoid burnout. With each other’s support we can succeed.
In 1982 we face another challenge. Ronald Reagan was
elected in 1980 promising to take government off the backs of
the people. Instead he took away our national security. Senior
citizens, the environment, Vietnam veterans, women and
minorities are less secure now that federal protection has been
taken away. The president says look to the states. Let’s do that.
This year in New York we will elect: the governor, Lt. Governor, U.S. Senator, all Congressmen; all State Senators, all
Assemblymen.
In addition, the boundary lines for each political district
will be re-drawn. The next time this coincidence occurs is in
30 years. The best time to make significant changes is when
some changes are already happening. We may not like to shift
towards states, but it is reality. While we are fighting to protect
national lands and laws, we must increase our focus on the state
level. This time next year, New York will have different commissioners of Environmental Conservation; Parks, Recreation and
Historic Preservation. Will the leadership of those agencies be
Watt-like? Will our state legislature and Governor be a remake
of the federal movie?
Our best protection is to mobilize our network; to cooperate with women’s groups, minorities, veterans, and others.
Together we have more clout. To do this we must go beyond
organizations. We need identified leaders. We who have stepped
forward before can identify others with that ability. We can
assist others to come with us. Our courage and skill can facilitate changes which will cause our action network to grow by
geometric proportion. Finding these leaders is easy. Ask around
and you will find them. And you may be surprised. Many of my
friends were surprised to discover that I’m a Vietnam veteran,
and one who clearly identifies as such. I don’t fit their image of
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a vet. By looking at networks of individuals as well as organizations we will mobilize. I probe so I found lots of pathfinders.
To do this we must we recommit ourselves. This is not 1960
or 1970. We have more responsibilities and are not about to
drop everything to build ditches in Africa. Most of us are not
going to work 24 hours a day for no money. We operate differently now. Our strengths are different. Instead of petitioning an
administration to address an issue we are the administrators.
Instead of looking for a researcher we do it ourselves,
1982 is our year. We committed ourselves to this society
years ago. We have balanced that commitment with personal
support systems, family, education and professions. The call
now is deeper. The potential this time is greater. It is time to act.
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The Abyss of Illusion
The monkey climbed down from a tree and jumped on the
elephant’s back.
He had just seen a travelling party of men struggling through
the jungle.
They were exhausted and disoriented!
The monkey and the elephant debated what to do.
Should they alert the animals to run away from the people?
Were they hunters out to kill the animals?
Were they looking for animals for the zoo?
Should the herd of elephants attack?
A scout from the travelling party saw the monkey and the elephant, and reported back to the rest of his friends.
Should they follow the animals in order to find fresh water, or
hunt them for their meat?
The animals and the humans faced each other in a jungle that
neither “owned”.
How would they meet?
In violence or cooperation?
The men knew about animal diseases.
The animals knew where the fresh water was that the men
needed to survive.
Man and animal stood next to each other.
Do they flee?
Do they attack?
Do they cooperate?
Do they engage?
Phoenicia, New York, May 2, 1987
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Agent Orange Funds
May Bring Change
Whatever happened to Agent Orange? We all remember
the horror stories, the fears, and the immorality of poisoning
our own troops. Was it a classic story of big corporations profiting from war, an insensitive government abandoning those
it sent off to fight for America, and scientists pretending they
could prove or disprove what effect the chemical had? We all
know there was a lawsuit and the corporations paid a large sum
of money. But did they win on appeal after the press stopped
paying attention? Did anything good happen for the veterans
and their families?
I hear these questions and realize we can all use an update.
The facts of a very complicated case are relatively simple. The
morning that the Agent Orange case was to begin, an out-ofcourt settlement was arrived at. Without scientific evidence
that would hold up in court, the veterans were unlikely to win
the case. With dramatic evidence of injuries, an insensitive Veterans Administration, a general feeling that Vietnam veterans
were screwed, and widespread evidence of irresponsible corporate activity, the defendant companies would continue to lose in
the marketplace.
It would be hard to find a jury that would not be disposed
to support the veterans. The corporations would then appeal. If
the vets lost in the lower courts they would also appeal. Meanwhile the chemical companies would continue to take the heat
for all the problems of Vietnam veterans. That was affecting
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stock prices, public images, employee morale and above all
their credit ratings. Federal Judge Jack Weinstein approved an
out-of-court settlement in which the chemical companies paid
out $180 million. Distribution of the funds was delayed for four
years while a variety of related rulings were appealed. On June
30, of this year the US Supreme Court ruled on the final appeal
and cleared the way for the distribution of funds. The case was
resolved 10 years after it began. There is now $240 million in the
settlement fund.
The distribution plan has two components. There is a payment program available to the long-term estates of totally disabled Vietnam veterans or their survivors. The veteran must
have been exposed to Agent Orange while in Vietnam and the
disability or death must not be a result of traumatic, accidental or self-inflicted injury. The second component is an Agent
Orange Class Action Assistance Program. Members of the
“class” are those who served in the United States, New Zealand or Australian military during 1961 to 1972 and who were
injured by exposure to Agent Orange or other phenoxy herbicides while in or near Vietnam.
For the first component $170 million was set aside for payment to veterans and their families. Another $52 million was
allocated for the assistance program. The intent of this grant program is to bring broad-based benefits to the veterans and their
families. Grants will be made to those who can serve the families,
especially the children of the veterans. Innovative employment
and advocacy programs may be funded. This money may serve
as a catalyst for reform of the federal, state and local agencies
that serve themselves in the name of veterans.
Is this justice? I don’t know. The quote “justice delayed is
justice denied” rings in my head. At the same time, I see the
wisdom of Judge Weinstein in settling this case. I find it hard to
fault him. He crafted a settlement that moves the issue beyond
blame and enables some good to be done. He used his power to
do what the VA and congress has refused to do.
It is my hope that the Agent Orange money will reach those
who have been most hurt. The settlement tries to do that. It also
attempts to encourage programs that can help in more general
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ways and stimulate change within the larger service-delivery
system. That is a practical form of justice. The real responsibility
belongs to the government. The VA has been unwilling to serve
those who were hurt through the use of Agent Orange. Perhaps
this money will help veterans model a new system. Maybe the
federal, state and local veteran service organizations will read
the writing on the wall and adapt now in order to survive. Otherwise tomorrow they may not be needed.
Schenectady Gazette, March 1, 1988
Agent Orange was a powerful mixture of chemical defoliants used by U.S. military forces during the Vietnam War to
eliminate forest cover for North Vietnamese and Viet Cong
troops, as well as crops that might be used to feed them. The
U.S. program of defoliation, code-named Operation Ranch
Hand, sprayed more than 19 million gallons of herbicides over
4.5 million acres of land in Vietnam from 1961 to 1972. Agent
Orange, which contained the chemical dioxin, was the most
commonly used of the herbicide mixtures, and the most effective. It was later revealed to cause serious health issues–including tumors, birth defects, rashes, psychological symptoms and
cancer–among returning U.S. servicemen and their families as
well as among the Vietnamese population.

77

Vietnam Generation
Approaches Leadership
Twenty years ago I was in Vietnam learning some hard
lessons about this country and about myself. In many ways
Vietnam helped clarify my values. The war also taught me what
leadership is and what it is not. I reflect on that a lot these days.
It is 1988 and this country is choosing new leaders. My generation is moving closer to the time we will guide this country.
At the same time, America is in a period of realignment. Traditional political labels no longer apply. We have shifted our patterns of education, economics, communications, and the role of
government is different. Political parties are of less significance.
There are a variety of reasons for this. Dr. William F. Crandall has written about the realignment of the Republican Party
after World War II. He tells us that “each generation needs to
reorganize government to suit its own priorities.” As the Vietnam generation comes to power, we will do just that. We are
doing some of this today.
All across the country, the mantle of leadership is falling
on our shoulders. Fortunately, the Vietnam generation consists
of more than those of us who went to war. We need a broader
perspective. Yes, we stepped forward and took the risk, based
on conscience. We accepted the challenge of President Kennedy
to “Ask not what your country can do for you, but what you can
do for your country.”
Others heard the same call and stepped forward to serve in
the Peace Corps. They built irrigation ditches, taught in foreign
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lands, planted trees, provided health-care and served in whatever ways they were asked.
Others joined the anti-war movement, trying to end the
useless killing. Many organized for the Earth, for women, the
poor and for civil rights. A number of them are dead too.
We have responsibilities to them, to ourselves and to our
children to remember where we come from. I take pride in
those values that guided me through the years since Jack Kennedy was sworn into office. I still feel the pain of his murder and
those of the Rev. Martin Luther King Jr., Malcolm X., Bobby
Kennedy and Allard Lowenstein. I do not intend to vote for
someone who does not.
I look forward to the 1988 elections with greater realism, I
think, than earlier ones. I know that it will not solve the problems of this nation. I do not even expect it will keep us out of
war in Central America. What I hope it will do is move some of
the people from my generation closer to the point of leadership.
I look forward to the day when our leaders are more interested
in protecting our real national security and less worried about
communism taking a foothold in the Americas. I believe our
security comes from our integrity, from the opportunities available to Americans and to his sense of justice. The hypocrisy of
the Reagan administration attempting to destabilize Panama’s
Gen. Manuel Noriega is transparent. The author James Mills
documented Noriega’s drug connections years ago in “the
Underground Empire.” He outlined US government involvement in the drug trade in Latin America, the Far East and in the
United States.
I want to be led by men and women who share my sense
of patriotism; who believe there is much that is great in this
country but that we have lost our way. We did not listen to Gen.
Omar Bradley when he told us to navigate this nation by the
stars, not by the lights of passing ships. The fundamental values
embodied in the U.S. Constitution and the Bill of Rights should
be our guide. I want leaders who see politics as a vocation not
as a stepping stool to a consultant’s paycheck. I want leaders
who value entrepreneurs in the private sector and are willing
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to bring some of that spirit into government without selling off
our national heritage.
Most of all, they must have a history of leadership. They
must have taken uncomfortable positions, not just jumped in
front of the passing crowd. I want leaders who have been hurt
because of the risks they have taken. I have and it made me
stronger. Vietnam tested me and gave me the courage to speak
out. I want leaders who will not fold the first time they get their
feelings hurt. If they are going to stand up for me and my family,
they better be able to stand up for themselves. They do not have
to agree with me, but they should be able to argue. This country was built on competing values and interests. I want leaders
who know when it is time to stop fighting over issues and build
a consensus around pragmatic solutions. The work of government is difficult and does not make for simplistic approaches.
Many from my generation are preparing to assume leadership roles. The media were wrong when they wrote that the
movement is dead. We are building our families and strengthening our skills. Our hair may be shorter but we have not gone
away. We know we can be more effective if we make the decisions rather than protest those who made them for us.
Schenectady Gazette, April 23, 1988
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Hometown Memorial
Overcomes Differences
I had to go home again. It was as if a magnet was drawing
me back to Staten Island.
On May 7, Staten Islanders dedicated a memorial to our 84
men killed in the Vietnam War, and those of us who survived.
I had helped create this memorial but looked forward to the
dedication with some anxiety. I was known as the local founder
of Vietnam Veterans Against the War. How would I feel? How
would I be received by the parents of my friends who were
killed? I have been involved in numerous memorials – planning, consulting, speaking at dedications, researching and writing about them. This one was different. It was mine. I could have
been one of the 84 names. This one was personal. New York is
my city. Staten Island is my neighborhood.
When I first visited the memorial in Washington D.C, I
felt the costs of the Vietnam War again. But on this trip home
the feelings were different. I felt pride as I walked across the
Brooklyn Bridge in the New York City parade. On Staten Island,
I felt dignity and I felt sad. I left my politics upstate, the way a
gunfighter checks his tools at the door. I wish some others had
done the same. I have learned that politics can be a substitute
for feelings. I wanted to be respectful.
Staten Island had sent me to war. My enlistment let the local
draft board select one less Islander to fill its quota. Somehow I
did not mind being the one to go. My culture did not prepare
me to say no. In August of 1963, I did not take the full 10 days
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allowed prior to registering for the draft. It was more an opportunity than an obligation. A draft card turned a boy into a man. I
could join the other men at the bar. When I entered the military,
I felt that I completed the transition having left aside the ways
of a boy.
As I marched in the Staten Island Vietnam Veterans Parade
I felt the dignity of public service and the sadness of believing
that manhood is a uniform you can put on. I felt the pain of the
families who lost sons to the war. As my daughter watched from
the sidelines, I thought of those who did not have grandchildren. For some the family name died in Vietnam.
As we approach Memorial Day 1988, I want to reflect on
these feelings, inviting others to experience their own. I know
that mine are no better or worse than those of you who read
this. War is more than the extension of politics; it is the personal lives of those who fight and those who wait at home.
As I walked two miles to the memorial site, my emotions
played me like a piano. At first I was embarrassed to have bystanders applauding. It is not always easy to be appreciated. Sometimes
it is easier to stay in the rut of isolation and self-enhanced rejection. A lot of us have exaggerated characterizations of having
been spit upon. We may not have been treated as heroes but
some of us could’ve done more to engage a public that did not
know how relate to us. We still have an opportunity to open up
and share our feelings. Respect is a two way street.
At the memorial site, I found myself more comfortable out in
the sun with the veterans than in the VIP reception and then I ran
into old friends who were resentful of the role politicians were
playing in the dedication. I was amazed at the self-congratulatory
speeches. I was moved by the families of the dead. Their pain was
as present as if their son or brother or father had been killed yesterday. I was grateful for the opportunity to be supportive of the
mother of my friend Bert who was killed more than 20 years ago.
One gets quite a view from the dais looking out at a crowd
of thousands. The audience hardly heard what was said as they
stared transfixed at the speaker. It was more a spiritual act, meditating while the people at the microphone droned on the mantra.

84

H o m e tow n M e m o r i a l O v e r c o m e s D iff e r e n c e s

The real feelings came with the unveiling of the names.
Taps, then Amazing Grace on the bagpipes made the ritual
almost complete. Then there was the communion of touching
the names. One can almost feel the loved one’s spirit resting in
his name. It was hard to leave. I stayed there because I did not
know what to do. I still do not know what to do. I miss them
even those I never met.
I had to go home again. I did not know why. Staten Island
sent me to war and this year it brought me home. Without
politics as a weapon, I can feel again. I was with people whose
opinions about the war I do not share. They did not care what
mine was either. What we shared was a respect for each other’s
experience. Our spirits are stronger than our statements.
Politics is important to me. It is values in action, programs
being implemented. I know I will pick up my tools again. They
are an essential part of democracy. I will wait until after Memorial Day, however. I will be a little more careful how I you use
them. A warrior must know when to be in peace. I am glad I
went home again.
Schenectady Gazette, May 11, 1988
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Vietnamese Culture
Had Powerful Impact
I never intended to be a veteran. It came with civilian
clothes: I returned from the Army and people started referring
to me as Vietnam Veteran.
For the most part I wanted to put the military behind me.
I wanted to get on with my life. It was great to not need a pass
when I travelled more than 50 miles from my home. I liked
wearing whatever clothes I wanted and not getting a haircut.
But, I found that I was different from the other students in the
classes I took. My field jacket was issued to me, not purchased
at a local store. My attitude was different, too. I took classes that
helped me understand my own experiences: War and Society
since the Renaissance; The American Dream and Nightmare;
and Civil Rights and Liberties. I identified with America, without fully understanding what that meant. The war had been too
intense. It was only afterwards that I could try to understand
what I had experienced.
I have heard it over and over again. “Something happened.
He is not the same boy he was before the war.” The parents
wonder and the friends do not understand. Twenty years later, I
am not sure I know either. I know it is time to try to talk about
what happened. It was not just the violence, the fear, the courage, the hate, the hope, or the loneliness. It was Southeast Asia.
It was Vietnam.
Vietnam lives in my soul. If I had been a British soldier in
India, they would have said I went native. The Vietnamese and
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Montagnards affected me at least as much as the war did. I was
an intelligence agent and spoke Vietnamese. My war included
getting inside people’s heads. In the process they got into my
soul. Intuitively I began to understand what was not rational.
My beliefs were challenged. My explanations about why I was
there were subtly played with until I no longer believed the
words that came out of my own mouth.
My guide was a Montagnard named Uon. He had been
wounded during the Tet Offensive. I visited him in the hospital
each week, bringing him his salary and engaging in a Socratic
dialogue. He asked questions about America and we discussed
theology. My last stop before the military had been a Catholic seminary. I had been trained to discuss the meaning of life.
I had little understanding, however of living. Uon knew a lot
about living and dying. While the Vietnamese considered the
Montagnards as savages, I found a wisdom that was more than
intellectual.
The Vietnamese also taught me. Some thought they were
lazy and uncommitted; but the Vietnamese knew I was going
home in less than one year. They knew the Americans would
finally leave, the way the French did and the Japanese and the
Chinese. Their success came in survival, and who was I to discredit that? I was counting my days to DEROS (Date Eligible for
Return from Overseas). “What counts is making it back to the
world” We all enjoy getting on a roller coaster, but we know the
joy of getting off.
I remember the day my consciousness evolved into insight,
“the war is lost, and we just don’t know it yet”. It was not politics.
It was not the military victories and defeats. It was culture.
Vietnam was not just a country. It was not just a war. It
was an experience in another world, another consciousness. Its
imprint is indelible. In my Catholic orientation I believe it was
Sacramental. As an external event it has the power to give grace.
I touched life at its rawest. I stood at the boundary between life
and death. That is as close as a man comes to what a woman
experiences in childbirth; to be touched by the mystical. It can
drive you crazy or can make you whole. Whatever, it changed
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me. It helped me understand what I had only read about. The
war gave me experiences to wrap my words around.
Yes, the war changed me as it changed so many Americans.
Being a Vietnam veteran has also helped me. As a seminarian
and later as a politician, I wanted to fix the world. There is honor
in that. There is also arrogance. The isolation of the veterans
gave me an appreciation of what it is like to be an untouchable
in India. It helped me appreciate a story from my childhood.
The French priest Damien went out to the Hawaiian Island of
Molokai to serve the lepers. It was only after contracting leprosy
himself that he had humility that enabled him to truly serve.
It is not so bad for a white man to experience being an outcast. It brings a greater sensitivity to the experiences of racial
minorities, women and the disabled. I look forward to the day
when we reconcile with Vietnam. We have shared so much in
war. We can gain more in peace.
Schenectady Gazette, June 18, 1988
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Vets Need More than
Campaign Rhetoric
The curtain is about to go up on one of the greatest shows
in our democracy. Over the next few weeks Republicans and
Democrats will choose their candidates for “leader of the free
world”.
It will be theater at its best-not just choreography, but two
views of America dancing across the political stage. It is more
than a show, however. As Jackson Brown sings, there are lives
in the balance-issues like war and peace, the economy, civil and
women’s rights, the Supreme Court, jobs, the environment, and
the future that we will leave to our children.
With so much at stake, it might seem trivial to speak of
veterans. A closer look shows that we are representative of
many sectors of this society: aging, the disabled, homebuyers,
the unemployed, small business, mental health care consumers. Veterans suffer from alcoholism, drug abuse and AIDS. We
receive general medical care, education, tax exemptions, and a
variety of direct payments. The Veterans Administration runs a
comprehensive social welfare system. Veterans, however, prefer
to call them “earned benefits”. From whatever perspective one
looks, there is a separate system set aside for veterans with the
second-largest budget after the Pentagon. Two billion dollars
come into New York State for services, benefits and administration. We have 2 million veterans living here.
The question might then be asked, “Why are veterans but
a footnote on the political agenda?” I doubt we will hear much
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about veterans at the conventions. At best there will be melancholy statements about “those who gave so much for this
country”. That is unfortunate. There is a human side to veterans programs and it deserves more attention than mere rhetorical flourish. There is also an economic side that needs to
be addressed. How does all this money affect the communities
where the veterans live? Many communities receive millions of
dollars in direct payments to veterans, but begrudge them their
tax exemptions. At the same time, they would bend over backwards to provide tax relief to companies with a fraction of that
in payroll just for relocating there.
There is also an administrative side to veterans’ issues. Over
the years, veterans’ organizations have succeeded in creating
a massive bureaucracy to serve their interests. This was done
before we had general social service programs. Now, similar programs are available for a variety of constituencies. The
newer general programs have adapted more readily to changes
in service methods. But the Veterans Administration is still
institution-based in its orientation. It also has limited accountability to its constituency. With approximately 12% of veterans
belonging to veteran-related organizations, there is an incestuous relationship between the VA and service groups. This relationship and the conservative culture of the two entities make
adaptability more difficult.
A post-Civil War law prevents any attorney from being paid
more than $10 for services in helping the veteran with a claim
for disability. Only “accredited service officers” are eligible to
bring claims through the Veterans Administration system. For
the most part, these accredited representatives are part of the
monopoly of the 12% in veterans’ organizations. Further, no
claims decision made by the VA is reviewable by a court of law.
This is the only federal agency with such broad authority
I would like to see candidates facing the issues of veterans
head on. The size of the budget demands attention. The institution-based method of service has to change to a program- and
consumer-oriented model. The legal rights of veterans to appeal
decisions must be brought forward. The revolving door relationship between veterans’ organizations and VA jobs must be
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addressed. And last, we must face the need to prioritize services
for those who have been injured in service-related activities.
Otherwise, we are just providing a subsidy to the health-insurance industry by giving services to those who would normally
use private coverage.
One can only travel so far on melancholy, parades and rhetoric. Veterans need services. It is time to make real changes in
the system. We need leaders who are capable of facing issues
head on and who have the courage to say no when veterans’
organizations demand the continuation of a system that no
longer works.
It is time to create a Cabinet position of Veterans Affairs, as
President Reagan is doing. Perhaps other cabinet officials will
demand that the Veterans Administration become as accountable to its true constituency and to the rest of our society and
other agencies are.
It is my hope that the next administration will push for the
rights of veterans over the veterans’ organizations. Candidates
can begin by treating veterans as intelligent voters who care
about costs and who want services to be aimed at those with
real needs. I would like to see them pledge to support veterans’
right to judicial review. The size of the agency budget requires
that programs be reviewed for appropriateness. Justice demands
that veterans have a right to appeal.
Schenectady Gazette, July 16, 1988
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Stopping the Shooting
Did Not Bring Peace
“Peace is coming because the people of making the peace.”
It was during the planning stages for the May Day demonstrations against the war in Vietnam that I first saw this slogan. It
seemed absurd at first. How could the people of America do
what the government refused to do? Step-by-step, I began to
realize it was the only hope for bringing American soldiers
home alive.
When I came home from Vietnam, I was obsessed with the
need to end the war. It was clear that we could not win. I felt
obligated to those who were still there to work for peace. At that
time, however, I thought peace was the absence of war. Many of
us thought that the peace movement and ant-war movement
were one and the same. They are not. Peace is a deeper process
going beyond keeping the safety catch on our weapons. Peace
is a constructive resolution of conflict that dignifies all participants. Romantic? Yes! Visionary? Yes! Practical? Absolutely!
Without that dignity violence moves to a different arena. That is
what we have with Vietnam today; economic, social and political violence.
The United States and Vietnam are not at peace: we are
just not engaged in a shooting war. Peace must come between
these two countries, with these two cultures, if peace is to come
to the lives of Vietnam veterans. We are not just veterans, we
are Vietnam veterans. That means our psyches are imprinted
with the Vietnam experience. There is a relationship between
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attitudes toward Vietnam and toward Vietnam veterans. As
we deal with our experiences during the war, we find ourselves
dealing with those who lived, fought and died in Vietnam. We
wonder about those we knew, friends and foe. We reflect on the
land we walked upon, flew over and the rivers we navigated. We
remember the people and the food. Their culture is alive within
us. It is in our memories and in our dreams.
I’ve often heard it said that we should forget the war. “It was
a nightmare! It is over. There’s nothing more that can be done.”
Wrong. It isn’t that easy; nor is it healthy to pretend that something does not exist. True health comes from integrating our
experiences and moving forward. Ask the Jews who survived
the Holocaust. Ask the winners of awards. We all know someone who is stuck in the past like the tragedy of a high school
football star who dreams of “glory days”.
Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder comes from the numbing
process that we all use to survive a shocking experience. We
block out the pain long enough to take the appropriate action
which will get us to safety. The trouble comes when we do not
undergo re-sensitizing. The numbness needs to give way to the
feelings we blocked. Otherwise, they will sneak out in inappropriate times and ways. If we continue to behave as if we are still
in a dangerous situation, we will make our life worse than if
we deal with the pain and go beyond it. Some get scared of the
pain and embarrassed. They self-medicate through alcohol and
drugs; politics and bravado. It is a denial of pain that exacerbates the problem.
The same is true for our nation. In 1975, we went into a collective amnesia about the war in Vietnam. With Orwellian logic,
we declared Vietnam to be a non-country. The war became unhistory. But we all remember the days when Vietnam was a central part of our consciousness. We were intensely engaged with
the culture, the geography; the political and military leaders.
Careers were made and broken around the war. Families were
split apart. Relationships developed and/or were destroyed.
For 13 years, the United States has tried to isolate Vietnam
just as some vets have tried to deny their own painful memories. It hasn’t worked. But at long last, Vietnam is beginning to
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be dealt with. Peace is coming because the people are making
the peace. Americans are visiting, businessmen, veterans, academics; even tourists are going to Vietnam. Conservatives are
calling for diplomatic recognition. Vietnamese boat people are
calling for the opportunity to visit their families.
It’s time for reconciliation both on a diplomatic level and on
a cultural/psychological level. There are many reasons. A significant one is that it will help the healing process of Vietnam
veterans. Some of us will go back to Vietnam. Not to meet the
ghosts, but to meet that part of ourselves that was young, alive,
hopeful, despairing, afraid, lonely, confident and far from home.
We will know that even we could not destroy a culture. Losing
was not the worst thing to do to us. Winning would not have
been for the best either. Then we will know that it was one of
many experiences and we will focus on the adventures to come.
Schenectady Gazette, August 13, 1988
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Veterans Bureaucracy
Fosters Dependency
It is time to overhaul the entire system for veteran services
in this country.
The current antiquated bureaucracy does not work to the
benefit or veterans, does not serve the country well, and costs
more than anyone in their right mind would spend.
The main obstacle to the needed changes is the leadership
of veterans’ organizations. Actually, it is the lack of leadership.
They pretend to be leaders when they really are following the
lowest common denominator. Members become “Commanders” by repeating the same demands and worn-out solutions
from 30 years ago. They stifle creativity within their ranks and
emerge as protectors of the faith. The best comparison would
be to a Soviet commissar ensuring that the economy is guided
by Leninist ideology as articulated 50 years ago. We know the
effect that has had on the Russians.
As a new generation of leaders emerges from the Vietnam
generation, we can only hope they will apply some common
sense, and refocus programs. Otherwise, they too will be guilty
of “theft of opportunity.”
The Veterans Administration is a $27 billion monopolistic industry dependent on a supply of disabled clientele, and
survivors-in-need-a supply it controls with eligibility criteria. It
eliminates competition through an incestuous relationship with
veteran organizations and friendly Congressmen who might
have challenged its actions.
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The Veterans Administration is expert in providing veterans organizations with an effective monopoly over the benefits
money. Under federal law, no attorney can receive more than
$10 for helping a veteran pursue a claim for disability benefits.
Furthermore, not even the US Supreme Court can review a
benefits decision. The VA decides who may represent veterans in these claims, and has turned that monopoly over to the
veterans’ organizations. Congressmen who might otherwise
consider changing these laws see veterans organizations as a
patriotic constituency that will help them get re-elected. The
service organizations certify the patriotism of the incumbents
against insurgents. In return, the congressmen deny new federal charters to alternative veteran organizations. This enables
the traditional groups to continue their part of the monopolistic
triangle. The VA and is free to do what it wants with no challenges.
What the VA mostly does is maintain a hospital-based program decades after similar welfare programs have been deinstitutionalized. It pays the veteran to be disabled and encourages
them to seek higher and higher percentages of disability, the
ultimate being unemployable. A higher percentage of disability,
the higher the monthly stipend. While the rest of our society
is moving toward taking people off welfare through employment programs, the VA maintains the status quo. This creates
an increasing dependency on the VA, further depressing once
healthy and active warriors. It promotes a downward spiral of
self-medication through alcohol and drugs, a loss of self-worth
and an obsession with memories of glory days. When they get
paid for behaving like victims, we should not be surprised that
so many veterans find themselves this way.
In order to change the system, we need intelligent articulate leaders who are more interested in serving veterans than
becoming commanders. They will need to go beyond the organizations to organizing. The Reagan Administration speaks of
privatizing public services. We need entrepreneurs who will
sort out what can be done better and cheaper through contracting out. It is time to turn the VA hospitals over to the community, as the U.S. Public Health Service has. We need to integrate
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veterans’ programs with other social service programs. In doing
so, VA administrators may learn new methods from other service providers. As it is now, the VA hospitals are a major training ground for medical schools. We veterans deserve better.
The best veteran leaders of tomorrow will be active in their
community today. They will help veterans see that community
needs are as important as the veteran needs; that we all move
forward together. They will change the call from “give me” to
“let’s share.” They will be willing to take risks to challenge their
own beliefs, to be less defensive about what is “owed them.” They
will give up the concept of earned benefits. As if veterans are
better than the poor, homeless, single parents or the mentally
disabled. When we veterans begin to use our caste privilege to
serve others, then others will be more willing to help us. Then
we will be living what we joined the military to defend. Then
maybe the 88 percent of veterans who do not join the service
organizations will come forth. There will be something worth
participating in. Until then, veteran leaders can take a 12%
membership over the cliff by themselves. The rest of us want to
make this country a better place to live for all of us.
Schenectady Gazette, August 13, 1988
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Ed with Blaine Baisley outside Pleiku.
(1968-69)

4th Infantry Division Base Camp at Dragon Mountain
near Pleiku. For much of my time in Vietnam
I dressed in civilian clothes.
(1968-69)

Presidential candidate George McGovern and Ed.
Two veterans visit the Statue of Liberty. I was elected a
McGovern delegate to the 1972 Democratic National Convention.
Copyright © Diana Mara Henry
www.dianamarahenry.com
(July 1972)

Lin and I were married in Oak Ridge, N.J., at the Paulist Novitiate. In
1965-66, I had spent ten months living there mostly in silence. For the
summer of 1972, my classmate Fr. Ed Guinan hosted a peace camp. We
married on August 6, 1972, my birthday, the same day the
Atom Bomb dropped on Hiroshima.
Copyright © Diana Mara Henry
www.dianamarahenry.com

Starting at sunrise, to symbolize a new day, I walked 17 miles across
Staten Island to declare my candidacy for Borough President.
Copyright © Diana Mara Henry
www.dianamarahenry.com
(Spring 1973)

Staten Island Borough President campaign photo.
Copyright © Diana Mara Henry
www.dianamarahenry.com
(Spring 1973)

I was arrested at the Staten Island St Patrick’s Day parade for
protesting English occupation of Northern Ireland.
Later, I was tried and acquitted.
Credit: Staten Island Advance.
(March 1974)

For two years, Lin and I drove our van around the country.
We went from California to New York, to Key West, across Canada to
San Diego; south through 1100 miles of Baja desert to Cabo San Lucas.
The engine blew coming home.
Credit: Lin Murphy (1973-75)

With my daughter Zoeann reflecting on the balance
of personal and political life.
Credit Howard Nelson, Sierra Atlantic Magazine
(Spring 1982)

In response to floods I was invited to lead a humanitarian mission to
Northwest Vietnam and got to visit Dien Bien Phu, where the French
lost their war. America missed this road sign and lost
58,000 men along the way. I paid attention.
Credit: Ed Murphy (1993)

Lin and I are happy at a Buddhist retreat in Ireland
(2005)

Our family in Saratoga Spa State Park
(Christmas 2015)

Remembering the War
and Facing Mistakes
Vietnam is back and it is not just Dan Quayle. The real
issue is what does Vietnam mean to us in the late 1980s? That
is both a personal question and one that our society must face
at some point.
Many of us have chosen to face that question from the position of strength. I am glad I went to Vietnam; in an odd way it
has made me a stronger person. I appreciate that I remember the
day I received my orders and the eight months of Vietnamese
language school, wondering what it would be like. I devoured all
the information that I could about the war, hoping that it would
prepare me and increase my survival odds. It didn’t. It would be
arrogant to say that somehow I was able to determine my own
survival. I can only be grateful that I did make it home alive and
feel pain over those who did not.
Vietnam taught me a great deal about myself and my country. I found much to be proud of and enough to be ashamed of.
In many ways, I participated in my generation’s coming of age
at the same time that America faced its own adolescence. We
were clumsy and overbearing; out of touch with the effect we
had on the rest of the world. It is hard for many veterans admit,
but while we were there, many of us knew it was wrong. We
knew that we were not supporting a democratic government.
But we needed to survive. We did what we needed to do. We
didn’t know how to stop and neither did America.
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The tragedy is how many forgot what they knew once they
made it home. Even after the majority of this country turned
against the war, our government leaders could not admit that it
was a mistake. Today, I know better. I have had to admit a few
mistakes and change direction. I have watched quite a few Vietnam veterans do the same, lately. Whether they are confronting
alcohol and drug problems, bad marriages, counterproductive
work habits, or looking to material possessions as if they give us
a secure world, Vietnam veterans are one by one turning themselves around and bringing themselves home.
l often wonder if this country isn’t doing the same. I would
like to think so. The environmental movement is teaching us
about some of our mistakes. Homeless activists are teaching us
about the mistakes of shutting down the federal housing programs; and asking us to open our hearts to each other. Central
American activists are teaching us that we can make the same
adolescent mistakes closer to home. The nuclear freeze movement taught us and we must develop some sort of arms treaty
with the Russians. So what if our actor/president claims credit.
What matters here is that progress is made.
I believe this country could be stronger, however, if the leaders were able to admit that we make mistakes. A little humility
would go a long way to increasing our credibility in the world.
We Vietnam veterans have seen where our arrogance has gotten
us; isolated.
The American century is almost over. We are no longer
an independent power, with all the privileges that come with
unique economic and military power. We are part of a global
community with more responsibilities than prerogatives. Vietnam has taught me the limits of my own power, to appreciate
that my perspective is one of many. I feel confident in expressing
it and encourage others to come forth with their own. I would
like to believe that it has taught America the same lesson. Our
survival may depend on it.
Vietnam gave my generation a passion for justice and for
truth, even when the consequences made us uncomfortable.
America has benefited from that passion. We are all stronger.
The world will be safer. Now we need to move forward again.
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So we made a mistake. Now what are we going to do? We can
keep trying to prove that we were right and get another 58,000
killed in some “adventure” for young boys to grow up in. Or
we can turn around and choose a healthier and more productive direction. Build housing for the homeless, reform welfare,
make peace based on individual and national dignity, protect
the environment, and create jobs that give families an opportunity to share in American prosperity. If we go in that direction,
then we will have won the war against ourselves. Vietnam will
have served some purpose after all.
Schenectady Gazette, October 8, 1988
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A Voter Defines the
Meaning of his Choice
“My vote is personal. I don’t have to tell you who I am
going to vote for.” I have heard this so many times I have come
to believe it myself. At the same time I watch the television
news and see exit polls telling us who is going to win before
many Americans have had a chance to vote. Then I read all the
analyses that tell me who everyone voted for and why. I get a
little tired of exercising one of the greatest privileges of democracy and having someone else decide what I really meant when I
cast my vote. In order to preserve my own integrity over instant
analyses and exit polls, I’m going to share my vote ahead of time.
I am voting for my family, my friends, my country, the environment and especially for the future my children will inherit.
Who I choose to sit in a political office is my own business. That
person is only the symbol of my vote. He or she is the personification of what I am saying. I am primarily interested in articulating values and promoting programs.
My vote means more to me than who gets elected. It means
that we have another opportunity to bring the best of America
forward. We do not always get the best leaders, but as a veteran,
I know what it is like to dream of better times. It is that dream
that has kept so many trying to make life better. It brought my
parents through the Depression and World War II. It put me
through Vietnam and a few other situations. I remember my
vote in 1968 sitting at an infantry base in the Central Highlands of Vietnam, preparing an absentee ballot. Bobby Kennedy
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had been killed. Martin Luther King had been killed. Chicago,
Mexico City, Paris and many other cities were in the middle of
their own battles. Voting was important to me then and it is
now. In 20 more years, my daughter will be 27 and my son 22.
I will be eligible for Social Security. It matters to me what the
world will be like in 21st century. God willing, my wife and I will
be enjoying an active life of our own, living in a healthy environment, a vibrant economy, in a country we are proud of with
opportunities for our children and grandchildren. The trends
that are active now will not be significantly altered by who gets
elected. The issues are large. Technology is changing the way
we communicate. We are a diverse nation and we will be even
more diverse in the future. Various cultures have brought us the
strengths of many societies. Most new workers will be minorities, women and immigrants. I want us to be ready.
The Statue of Liberty is an old friend. She will be watching
me when I vote, the way I watched her as I rode the Staten Island
ferry to work in Manhattan. I’ll be voting for her because I will
be voting for the Spirit of America, where I can believe what I
want and so can anyone else. I won’t be afraid of “New Age” or
“fundamentalists” and liberals or conservatives, Moslems, Jews;
Christians or Communists. My vote is one of hope.
As a veteran, I have been at the cutting edge of democracy.
I’ve been to war. Now I am at the cutting-edge of peace, building a new America. They both require risks, creativity, commitment and truth. You cannot win a war by lying to your own
people. Peace requires the same level of honesty.
The Cold War is over. We now need weapons to protect the
environment. We need troops to rebuild the infrastructure of
the nation. We need taxes to pay for the debt we’ve gotten ourselves into. I don’t want a tax cut while we have an epidemic of
homelessness and the threat of layoffs and unemployment. It
would be immoral and unpatriotic.
Likewise, on the international level. My family recently had
a student from Spain living with us. I am voting for his future
and that of his community. I want cooperation with different
environments, isolated cultures; other communication sys-
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tems. We are one world. John Lennon may be dead but I can
still “Imagine”.
I’m voting for reconciliation with Vietnam. Private veterans
groups are returning and proposing reconstruction projects.
Southeast Asia has a lot of cheap labor, so the corporations will
be looking that way. It may not be for the best reasons but it
can bring some benefits. Vietnamese refugees would like some
relationship with their families “at home.” As the United States
and Soviets come to terms on other issues, Southeast Asia will
come to the table.
The trends are there. My vote is intended to help guide those
forces; to expedite some and retard others. It is also intended to
keep the candle of hope lit while we rebuild the tradition of participatory democracy. It’s an expression of faith in America that
I want to share with my neighbors and transmit to my children.
We are trustees of a heritage and must pass it on. It is worth
more than any money. I will be able to leave my children. I also
want to share our heritage with some new Americans. They will
look different than us. They will speak another language. I want
the door to be open to them. It was not that long ago that my
grandparents read signs that said “No Irish need apply”. They
chose to see another sign that said “Welcome”. I am voting for
the Statue of Liberty, we have a personal relationship.
Schenectady Gazette, November 5, 1988
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Holidays are Time
for Peace amid Conflict
It was the best Christmas and it was the worst. Few of us
will ever forget how we celebrated that year. We had been prepared by television, movies, books, songs and family stories to
spend Christmas in a combat zone. A great American “hero”,
Bob Hope, set the standard. It was a time of conflicting, ambiguous impressions.
I look back 20 years to Dragon Mountain, outside Pleiku. I
celebrated the birth of Jesus with warm champagne, scrambled
eggs, Vietnamese bread and a cigar. We had a two–foot-high
plastic Christmas tree perched on sandbags overlooking the
bunker. Oddly enough, I remember Christmas of 1968 with a
sense of peace. It is a still point. While we carried weapons, I
do not remember any noises louder than the Christmas carols
we sang. We never ran into the bunker to avoid “incoming”. We
were at peace, a peace heightened by the proximity of violence
Winston Churchill is reputed to have said “there is no
greater feeling than to be shot at and missed”. The men I ate
with knew that feeling. We were alive and we didn’t take that for
granted. We appreciated each other. We were grateful.
I know it is trite but it seems like yesterday; and it was. It is
also today. The feelings are still there. As we approach 1989, I
want to keep that gratitude. I draw lessons from those experiences that make my present more meaningful. I feel a peace that
is heightened by the proximity of violence. I celebrate by eating
a fine meal in my own home. Meanwhile, thousands go hungry
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and have no shelter. The ambiguity challenges me to find the
good that is present and to enjoy it while working to decrease
the violence. I can’t control the violence but there are some
ways to decrease its effect. Spirituality comes in exploring the
ambiguity and taking action.
Another aspect of that Christmas in Vietnam was the deep
feeling for those I was with. This year, I celebrated with a wife
and two children, surrounded by friends and co-workers I care
for. The ghost of Christmas in the combat zone reminds me
how much we need each other. It helps me to see how much I
need my family and friends today.
But Christmas is more than gratitude, peace and friends.
We celebrate the birth of Jesus. For Christians it is the celebration of Hope. On that day 20 years ago, without being overtly
religious, we celebrated a hope that we would make it home
alive and that peace would come to Vietnam. We knew that
peace was more than the absence of war. Yes, we wanted the war
to be over. We wanted more however. We saw children whose
lives were destroyed; villages that used to exist. We saw the
opposite of hope and we saw hope despite “reality.” I remember
Vietnamese with a willingness to go on, and still draw strength
from them. My wish for this New Year is that we will open the
door to reconciliation with Vietnam.
The births of my children have made me appreciate the
meaning of this season. They are a statement of hope in a personal way. In the middle of nuclear threats and terrorism, we
believe it is safe to bring children into the world. I do not know
that I would like to argue that point on an intellectual level, but
having seen devastation, I still believe that we can make a better
life. Perhaps that is the miracle of the season.
War teaches us so many lessons about life, but it is predominantly a male experience. One has to be careful about
drawing too many lessons from the events of war. Again, there
is an ambiguity. I don’t encourage others to get ready for their
Christmas in the combat zone. There are many opportunities to
learn from daily life. Intimacy, commitment, risk, interdependence, hope and spirituality can be highlighted in other ways
than killing.
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The past 20 years have given me a broader perspective.
I will advise my children that there is some value to crucible
experiences and they are available each day. Most recently the
opportunity presented itself in Armenia. What I experienced
in Vietnam may be drawn from disaster relief. Then there is
the mundane work many of us do. Each of us can put greater
value into our daily labor, be it changing diapers or changing
the world. Our society could be better for the manner in which
we interact at work, in the community and with our families.
We can put down the little weapons we use to defend ourselves
against our insecurities and lack of hope.
I enter 1989 with the memory of my Christmas in a combat
zone, but it is next year that interests me the most. I learned
some lessons, but what am I to do with them? I would like to see
1989 be a still point. “Next year in Jerusalem”, let’s hope so. Less
homelessness, let’s hope so.US aid for Armenian relief and an
end to the war in Central America! “Let it be!” A safe environment! But peace begins with me. Less reliance on lessons from
a combat zone and more music in my life. Reconciliation with
Vietnam! Let Bob Hope broadcast from the inner cities.
Schenectady Gazette, December 31, 1988
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Memo to the President
To: George H. W. Bush
From: Ed Murphy
Re: Reconciliation

Congratulations, Mr. President. After many years of standing in someone else’s shadow you have reached the top. President George Bush! It must feel good to hear yourself addressed
as Mr. President. On a human level and especially as a veteran, I
am glad for you. I hope you enjoy your accomplishment. I know
it won’t be easy, and that I won’t always agree with you. But you
are my president as much as you are America’s. I reflect on that
and what it means to me. No, I didn’t vote for you and I resent
your selection of Dan Quayle, but I don’t begrudge you. I wish
you well!
Your election is important to me, and I would like to tell
you why. Perhaps we will discover some common ground. Your
election represents to me the value of winning and losing. It is
my presidency, even when it is held by someone I didn’t vote for.
It is also my flag and I expect you to treat it with more respect
than the man who played the role for eight years.
Every Election Day, I celebrate another year in which we
Americans were able to fight it out without killing. I do not take
for granted the transition from one administration to another.
In 1968, I experienced a war over such things in Southeast Asia.
In 1969, I served in intelligence in Washington DC during the
peace marches. I remember that Richard Nixon had armed
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troops in the Justice Building during the peaceful marches. Two
wars in two continents in two years were enough to make me
appreciate a peaceful transition.
Earlier I walked with 50,000 people carrying candles from
the Washington Monument around the White House and back
to the monument. It was a statement of hope, a desire for peace.
On October 15th of this year it will be 20 years since we blessed
that house with our hope. You will be living there and you didn’t
have to shoot your way in. Some take that for granted. Those of
us who experienced Washington DC in the late 1960s were not
sure that 20 years later we would have elections. It may seem
like paranoia, but one have to be there.
I respect your persistence and look forward to seeing what
you have to offer. Your cabinet choices are not so bad. Jack Kemp
was never one of my favorite congressmen but he should make
a good Secretary of Housing and Urban Development. A radical Republican who was willing to challenge economic bylaws
might be willing to challenge the immorality of homelessness
and federal siege of the inner cities. Mrs. Dole might find commonality with women workers once she becomes Secretary of
Labor and an environmentalist to head the Environmental Protection Agency. Well done!
You chose people who come from inside the Beltway to lead
agencies. That says something for competence over ideology.
Next time, we Democrats may have to be more careful what
issues we raise. Well, there are excellent younger Democrats
moving up in the state legislatures, in Congress, in business, in
labor unions, and in government bureaucracies. Many of us are
veterans too. We are learning our trade; we are part of realignment in America. We know that management and labor can
cooperate. We know that services for those in need shouldn’t
be wasteful. A good heart does not mean throwing money away.
I hope that Jack Kemp is able to break the stranglehold that
keeps funds away from those who need housing. At the same
time I hope you break the stranglehold defense contractors
have on our taxes. We can retrain workers at defense plants and
redeploy them to build a better society. It will even cost less.
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The same engineer can deal with solid waste. GE has retrained
their engineers before. They can do it again.
Perhaps your best choice was one you made 40-odd years
ago. Barbara Bush is an asset for America. I believe in symbols
and the power of an individual’s statements, made just through
living their life. Common sense and a warm heart will be a welcome addition to the White House. I know that she and Susan
Baker have helped support the Community for Creative Nonviolence’s work with the homeless. Just say yes!
As a veteran I know how important it is to find peace. We
find it by making it in our own lives. You won. I lost. It’s over. So
is the Vietnam War. So is World War II. If you can go to Emperor
Hirohito’s funeral after being shot down by the Japanese, maybe
some of us will come closer to reconciling with Vietnam. It’s a
good example I salute you. Best of luck Mr. President!
Schenectady Gazette, January 28, 1989
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Thoughts on the Death
of a Young Neighbor
A young man died in front of my house this week in a one
car accident. He was 18 years old and his life had hardly begun.
The absurdity of his death is everywhere, not just in wars. It
does not end when we stop shooting at each other. As a veteran, it would be nice to believe that when we leave the war, the
war leaves us. That is not true. War stays with us, helping us
interpret our past, present and future experiences. In that way,
it guides our search for meaning, much as other intense experiences do for those who missed the “opportunity” to fight.
I say this not in sadness, but to claim the dignity that
belongs to veterans. We bring something to our society that is
very important, a raw sensitivity to the issues of life and death.
We also bring a feeling of vulnerability and an ability to continue in the midst of tragedy. It is worth mentioning that this
survivability has costs and benefits.
The death outside my door makes these issues personal, as
do the final word from the movie “Platoon”; “Those of us who
did make it have an obligation to build again, to teach others
what we know and to try with what’s left of our lives to find
goodness and a meaning to this life.” We veterans belong in a
dialogue, not on a pedestal or as untouchables.
My experiences in Vietnam helped me put some perspective
on the death outside my door. Depending on where one lives,
the 18 year old boy might have been some neighbor who was
killed in a war. Politics might give that death more legitimacy.
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As a parent that would not help me. In some ways it might make
it more difficult to grieve. My heart goes out to the parents and
my prayer is that I will not have to experience such a loss. There
is a finality to some mistakes that seems so unfair. My neighbor’s death brings back memories of a time when many 18 and
19-year-olds were being buried. They too were not old enough
to drink. Their lives had just begun. Their deaths were equally
absurd. I know it happens and its proximity makes me feel vulnerable. I had a similar feeling when Pan Am Flight 103 went
down over Scotland; others did also. Too many parents burying
their children!
We are all at a loss about what to do. These deaths occur
and similar ones surround us. We can shut down our feelings
of vulnerability or we can celebrate them. It could be a starting
point in a recommitment to peace, to minimizing the number
of absurd deaths. We can find ways to survive and to transcend.
Veterans are big on reality. We tend to want to know the
harsh realities and then try to make our way through. Sometimes we look for simple definitions - one side is right and one
side is wrong. Then we can choose sides and move full speed
ahead. Life is not that simple, however. We cannot muscle a way
out of a world at the mercy of terrorists and/or reckless drivers
speeding through the neighborhoods. I often wish we could.
Starting from our vulnerability, we will find our hope. It is
unconscious at first. It is not rational. Perhaps we have relied
too much on the logical. In visualizing a world where we can
safely travel on airplanes through the Middle East and walk in
the inner cities at night, we articulate an expectation for our
governments and for ourselves. Then we behave as if our dream
is possible. We do not support leaders who blame others. We
hold them to a standard that says, “You asked us to vote for you,
we gave you the authority; this is what we want done.”
Ask a veteran how he survived. It was a combination of
believing it was possible, self-responsibility and taking care of
each other. Those who do not feel their vulnerability took careless chances and were not there for those who needed them. In
return, they did not always get the help they needed.
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I visualize a world where we rethink much of what guides us
now, that we stop tolerating activities that are self-destructive.
We need to rekindle our dreams and take decisive action. The
logic that guides us now is not bringing us to safety. It terrifies
me to think of the number of drunk-driving deaths we tolerate. I am afraid to be out after midnight with bars serving teens
and adults who recklessly drive high-speed weapons along the
highways and through my neighborhood. In western movies
we saw gunslingers check their weapons at the door. Today, we
might have patrons check their car keys at the door and retrieve
them only if they pass a breathalyzer test. I see a world that
realigns for mutual safety rather than territorial imperative,
where nations acknowledge that we share the same environment and protect it. This may require some sharing of what
we call national sovereignty in order to protect ourselves. We
will need church leaders who have the courage to grow, as well.
They will need to give up some of their sovereignty. We will not
be safe from terrorists until we all stop using God as an excuse
to exercise our hatred.
In times of vulnerability, we need to be inspired by the possibility of attaining our dreams. We need faith in something
beyond ourselves in order to find the strength to move on. Let
us recommit to our dreams. They will help us navigate our lives
individually and as a community. Believing makes it possible.
Schenectady Gazette, February 1989
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VIETNAM LIVES
IN MY SOUL!
Vietnam Lives in my Soul! It is an indelible mark imprinted
by experience. Those of us who were raised Catholic remember: “a sacrament is an outward sign instituted by God to give
grace.” The Vietnam War is such an external event. For me, for
my generation, for my country, Vietnam is a soul wound that
can become a sacrament. It is a door through which we may
walk and taste life in its fullest. It provides for a spiritual crisis/
opportunity. Vietnam is not just a war; however, it is a nation of
66,000,000 people, isolated by an embargo and American denial
that is equivalent to that of alcoholics.
I write this article on Veterans Day, 1991. The war is personal for me. I invite you to see how personal it is for you. I
write, guided by the law of self-responsibility. I have been a participant in the war, the anti-war, the development and administration of veterans programs. I am now engaged in a process of
reconciliation between two countries, two cultures, lots of individuals and various aspects within my own soul. To the extent
that my story and perspective calls forth challenges and opportunities for you, please use them as a catalyst for your own spiritual development. I invite you to re-experience the war, our own
denial of the pain, our strengths and our sense of immobility
and to search for healing opportunities.
My war began when I left a Catholic seminary in July of 1966
after three years of preparation for the Priesthood. My final year
was spent in the woods without radio, television, newspapers,
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classes and/or communication with “the world.” I left a draft
deferment in those woods. I was over 18 and physically fit. The
military was in my future. Within months, I enlisted in the
Army. I was on my way to becoming a Special Agent in military
intelligence. Basic training taught me two lessons. First, I would
do what I had to get through. The second came during bayonet
practice.
Sergeant: What is the spirit of the Bayonet?
Ed Murphy: To Kill!!
Sergeant: What does that make you?
Ed Murphy: A Killer!!
It is true that trainees have repeated those words for
decades. It is also true that I said them. I chose to do what I
had to do to get through. I also discovered the killer within me.
This later enabled me to recognize it in others; feminists who
would be outraged by the comparison, men who disavow violence, social workers and educators, as well as “red neck’ cops
and small town bandits running corporations, governments,
within churches and in New Age communities. A leader needs
to understand his/her dark side. That training exercise has given
me many opportunities for spiritual growth over the years. I
trust that it will offer me more.
Vietnam and I were on a collision/integrating path. Intelligence school was followed by eight months of Vietnamese language school and a 1968-69 assignment to an infantry division
in the Central Highlands. The day Bobby Kennedy was killed, I
wrote home. “Vietnam is one of our mistakes and our generation will unfortunately be linked with this mistake, unless we
use the means available to rectify this situation.”
I still believe this. Many of us walked the streets, organized
for peace and had our lives re-arranged by that war. Many
of us came away feeling powerless as the war continued. We
celebrated when the troops left. Then we went on to live our
lives as best we could. We picked up the threads of professional
development, formed families, became part of newer communities and sorted out ways to live. There seemed little we could
do related to Vietnam. New concerns drew our attention. Then
America learned about Vietnam Veterans and Post-Traumatic
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Stress Disorder (PTSD).Meanwhile an embargo continued.
The Vietnamese became further ostracized for interrupting the
genocidal activities of the Khmer Rouge. Our second rationale
concerned Prisoners of War and Missing in Action (POWMIA). THEY ARE DEAD! Their spirits wander through a devastated land while Ramboesque extortionists draw monies from
the families of the missing, offering hopes of rescues. It is time
for all of us to honor these souls, Vietnamese, Cambodian and
American, offering them rituals of passage, rather than selfishly
demanding that they be alive. It is for us to grieve. It is for them
to move on.
Spiritually there is fertile ground. The Irish in me calls to
come forth. One of my turning points in Vietnam was when I
realized that I was the equivalent of a British soldier in Ireland.
The parallel was striking. I became accountable to my ancestors
the way the Vietnamese are accountable to their own. I started
listening with an open heart. The rest of my tour was spent
doing what the American government and the Roman Catholic
Church taught me to do. I used my intelligence skills to analyze
what my language skills enabled me to learn and my seminary
training taught me to understand. Vietnamese and Montagnards met my open heart with theirs. The spirit of Vietnam
entered my soul. As a colonial soldier, “He went native!” My last
act in Vietnam was baptismal. My flight home to America was
scheduled for midnight on May 9, 1969. I spent that day on the
beach at Cam Ranh Bay. Finding an old pair of fatigues, I tore
the legs off and created my own bathing suit. The Indochinese
sun burned me as I swam toward America. Beyond my physical
capabilities? Insanity? Suicide? Hope? Drama? Joy! I swam back
toward shore. With patience, I was going to make it home alive.
I took off that “bathing suit” and let the South China Sea wash
me naked, face down to the beach. I lay there as the waves lovingly lashed me and drew the poison from my body and soul.
Southeast Asian sunburn marked my ritual, helping me sustain
the beauty of God’s love and forgiveness. It told me there would
be consequences. There was more poison and it was my responsibility to continue the cleansing. I understood that my survival
was not mine alone. I had responsibilities! Like many of you,
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I exercised these responsibilities. They did not end when the
shooting stopped, however. I am being called on again.
It does not degrade the Vietnamese nor American dead to
admit that we were transformed by that war.
Many of us benefited from the war in ways we might be
reluctant to admit. Some became student leaders. Others
found opportunities for creative and/or traumatic experiences
of autonomy. We developed skills and relationships that supported our growth. It may have been careers that were made
or friendships, support systems, new insights into spiritual
and political life. I was catapulted by my anti-war passion to
prominence. I found and developed my leadership skills. My
further education, jobs, marriage and personal growth all have
something to do with the war. My best friends came out of that
period. The values that I share with my children while rooted in
earlier experiences, found confident expression in that cauldron
of conflict.
Yet, my heart has been broken by an inability to engage with
Vietnam. It is less guilt than moral pain. The distinction being
that guilt tends to immobilize while moral pain moves one into
action. Now I have opportunities. So do you! Feel the pain and
see where it guides you.
Last December, I spoke in a class, Conscience and Authority, at American University. The next day I attended a seminar
run by international consultants interested in doing business in
Vietnam. I learned from the U.S. State Department that normal
relations were less than two years away. I began searching for
ways to be involved. Three months later I left for Southeast
Asia. I participated in a UNIDO (United Nations Industrial
Development Organization) investor’s forum. I wanted to see,
taste and smell for myself.
This was to be my first time back. I knew enough to take my
time. I started in Hawaii. I asked Professor Christine White to
be my first guide. Christine is a Vietnam expert. She grew up
in the business. Her father ran Yale’s Southeast Asia program.
She did her doctorate at Cornell and has written extensively on
women, agriculture and politics related to Vietnam. She is also
focusing attention on the Wandering Spirits, seeking respite for
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those who were killed in the war. Her work is praised in Vietnam. Christine knows Vietnam today as much as she knows the
war. Her advice was straightforward. “Ed, when you get there
you will want to deal with the war. They do not want to talk
about it. They are interested in today and tomorrow. Yesterday is over. They are hungry. They need everything. They want
reconciliation and do not understand why America is stuck in
its tragedy.” I did want to talk about the war. I was looking to
exorcise some ghosts. I was warned not to use the Vietnamese as my confessional and then go home again. Her next step
was to introduce me to Le Trong Cuc, Deputy Director, Centre
for Natural Resource Management and Environmental Studies,
University of Hanoi. Cuc was on loan to the East-West Center in
Honolulu. We spoke of my interest in environmental conservation. I told him of my concern that massive investment would
bring significant environmental degradation. We agreed that
a window of opportunity existed. Economic development is
imperative. Environmental management technologies need to
be introduced at the same time. We discussed the need for technical assistance in developing nature reserves and Cuc spoke
of his pet project. Chua Huong is a majestic site 65 kilometers
southwest of Hanoi. A Buddhist pilgrimage leads the way there
once a year. He told me it would be underway when I got there.
I had my first assignment. My second was to carry letters to
his family. Vietnamese cannot afford postage. They also do not
trust the mails. Christine also handed me letters and an airplane
ticket for a women ethnic minority graduate student, scheduled
to lecture in Hawaii on The Appropriation of Folk Medicine by
Modern Medical Researchers in Vietnam or the Integration of
Western and Eastern Medicine.
I flew into Ho Chi Minh City from Bangkok with a Vietnamese who teaches at Harvard. We spent the next ten days
together. As we landed, I asked Tai when he had last been in
Vietnam. “Five days before the fall of Saigon, I fled across the
tarmac to a helicopter.” This man had fled the North in 1954,
obtained a Vietnamese law degree, fled the South in 1975, and
obtained a PhD in Political Science at the University of Virginia
and a Law degree at Harvard. Tai carries a lot of weight in the
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expatriate Vietnamese community. This journey by his side
expanded my horizons.
Two hundred and fifty of us were expected at the forum.
Seven hundred showed up from around the world. I thought of
St. Louis before the Homestead Act. Among the population of
Vietnam there is a 90% literacy rate and 20% unemployment.
There is oil off the coast and they are industrious workers. Vietnam lies at a crossroad. There is emerging stability. Mathilda
Genovese, Director of the U.S. Chamber of Commerce in Hong
Kong states, “Vietnam is going to be a bigger tiger than Korea
and Taiwan. It has a work ethic the likes of which I have not
seen in Asia.”
What Vietnam does not have is a public infrastructure that
can integrate an invasion of capital. Its environment has been
protected in a perverse way; it has been isolated. Now, that is all
about to change.
One of my experiences in Saigon will surprise many. I was
interviewed by Agence France-Presse. In the course of that conversation I was advised to eat at Le Mekong, a renowned French
restaurant. I did, and agreed with the reporter. So did the New
York Times. One month later I read their review in a three page
story in their travel section. “The game is afoot,” as Sherlock
Holmes would say.
Our flight to Hanoi was another adventure. Air Vietnam
flies antiquated planes with seats that fold up enabling conversion from a passenger to a cargo plane. Our embargo precludes
the sale of any planes that might include an American part. I
participated in a four man delegation to meet with leaders of
government and business in Hanoi. Again, Tai was going home.
He had not been to Hanoi since 1954. A member of the foreign
Ministry met us at the airport. It was Saturday afternoon. We
had a long schedule of meetings starting on Monday morning,
so having a little time to kill, I asked to make the pilgrimage to
Chua Huong. Our host was startled but pleased.
As we drove from the airport, I felt the pain in the earth. I
imagined the bombs of all seasons, especially Christmas. My
soul ached with vulnerability. I stayed with the pain, privately,
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knowing healing requires that one not use words as a defense
against feelings.
At sunrise the next day we headed for the pilgrimage in a
four wheel drive vehicle donated by the U.S. government to help
in the search for the remains of downed fliers. I discovered that
while politicians used the POW-MIA issue for their own purposes, both sides were dealing with it directly. However, they
were careful of how they talked of it. I later ate in the same restaurant with one of the U.S. search teams
The pilgrimage took us up a river in a small boat paddled
by women in the front and the back. Thousands of Vietnamese
quietly made their way upriver and then climbed a mountain
toward a cave. 5-10,000 strong, we each made our way up and
down the precipitous path in the rain without anyone falling off
the cliffs. My reconciliation came on that mountain. There was
none of the politics that guided my life. There wasn’t an issue of
who was right or wrong in the war. We were souls on a journey
together, climbing up and down, keeping each other from falling off the mountain. At last, the war was over for me!
Two days later I met Vo Quy, Vietnam’s most prominent
environmentalist and Le Trong Cuc’s boss. He knew I had gone
to Chua Huong and his trust was evident. “You kept your word.”
I asked how I could help further. He was specific. I was handed a
stack of academic papers to carry back to the states, buy postage
for, and mail. These tasks were relatively simple, but extremely
meaningful. I remembered the book, Chop Wood/Carry Water.
I did what I was asked to do. It may not seem heroic but it was
what they needed. Communication for them with the outside
world is very difficult. I have learned again and again how much
they need an information exchange.
They also need skills that many of us take for granted. The
Vietnamese economy is moving from a command to a marketbased one. They want us to see them as powerful human beings
in need, not as romantic heroes defending their land against
the onslaught of western military might, nor helpless peasants
dominated by Communism. They want us to engage them as
partners and are proud enough to ask us to teach them what
we know and they are happy to share what they have in return.
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Small business skills are needed. They want to know about
political parties. They ask for journals in every field in order to
bring them up to date in medicine, forestry, government, telecommunications, manufacture of paper, clothing, agriculture,
film, transportation, etc. In return they offer insight into our
shared experiences and more.
I brought back 180 profiles of priority development projects,
investment laws, a list of 100 environmentally fragile areas they
want to protect, sorted out by longitude and latitude, describing
the rationale for protection.
I felt challenged and invited by this experience. I stopped
feeling helpless, in relation to Vietnam. I rediscovered my love
of Vietnam and a deeper sense of commitment and responsibility, and thus continued a clarifying process within my soul.
My personal struggle decreased. My spiritual discipline, the
Pathwork teaches that struggle occurs when we take responsibility for that which is not our responsibility, in order to avoid
that which is our responsibility. I believe that many of us have
responsibilities related to Vietnam. Little by little I began to find
the place where I could help. I have extensive knowledge about
Vietnam and the war. I also have skills in organizing, politics,
public infrastructure, the environment and business. I have
faith!
In July I sent a letter to 400 people expressing my commitment to serve within the reconciliation process. I invited others
to serve as well. Through Pathfinders Institute, a ten year old
nonprofit, tax exempt corporation, we are developing a Southeast Asia Service and Conservation Corps (SASCC). SASCC is
analyzing economic development plans for the area, integrating conservation strategies, identifying skill deficits, locating
individuals willing to consult or train Vietnamese and offering
to help American businesses that want to participate in this
market. The intent here is to provide guidance to those who
want to engage with Vietnam. The challenge is to balance economic development and conservation.
We are being given opportunities to do something good.
The United States and Vietnam are on the threshold of a new
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relationship. The challenge is to balance economic development
and conservation.
Those who fought in the war and those who fought against it
are being provided opportunities to heal wounds through service.
Ten years ago I attended an Omega Institute workshop,
The Spiritual Destiny of America, led by David Spangler and
Willis Harman. They led us in discovery work, finding the best
in ourselves, our culture and in the nation. I also learned of the
Phoenicia Pathwork Center during that workshop. Through the
Pathwork process I saw that I, we, and our nation have a Higher
Self, a Lower Self and a Mask. I learned how to work on transforming distortions that keep me from God, rather than rejecting them outright. The Vietnam War is just such a distortion for
me. My work is about facing personal experiences in the war, in
politics, discovering the creative life force energy, even if it is in
distortion, and working to transform it.
Vietnam is coming back into our lives. We are offered the
opportunity to come out of our intoxicated denial, to feel the
pain, to find the creative life force that brought us to war, to
anti-war and to face the consequences of those experiences.
There are spiritual opportunities available.
Connections to a New Age Magazine served the
Capital Region of New York State, December 1991
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An External Meditation
It is 1992 and I feel challenged by my own rhetoric! Yes,

rhetoric! “The art of using words effectively in speaking and
writing.” I believe in words. They are powerful tools. Words
should be utilized consciously. It is a blessing to be able to read
and write; one that liberates and empowers. Words represent
so much of what we think, what we feel, what we believe. The
challenge is to live according to our words and to use words
reflective of our lives. When we live according to our “word”,
there is a spiritual integrity that many find missing in daily life.
The conscious use of words is mindfulness. In and of itself there
is a spiritual practice here. The issue is personal responsibility.
Will we take responsibility for what we say? Will we hold ourselves accountable for what we agree to? Can family, friends,
co-workers and our community rely on us to follow through on
what we agree to?
This article is an external meditation. I am looking at the
year ahead, visualizing positive engagement, committing to a
leadership role rather than one of reaction; at the same time,
trying to be responsive to evolving circumstances.
It is not a clean slate, however. I have put “words” forth and
they come back to me. If my perspective is different now, I have
some responsibility to let others know. I invite you into this
meditation, offering opportunities for you to engage yourself
in the coming months. It is going to be fascinating, filled with
congruence, realignment, challenges and choices.
I shall articulate some external activities, forecasting events
that will have social, political and personal and interpersonal
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implications. I’ll discuss why 1992 is significant in my life. Perhaps you will be taking a similar journey this year. I would love
to hear any thoughts you have about what is written.
I am writing as much for myself as anyone else. I believe
that by speaking and writing I clarify my own thoughts, hold
myself accountable to live by what I say, and invite the “gift”
of support/criticism from which I can grow. It is my hope that
in expressing defined views the reader is afforded a reference
point, an opportunity to discover what he/she believes. We
both have our consciousness raised. Read on at your own risk. I
am writing aware of mine.
Why is this year different? Sounds like a question to be asked
at a Seder. I am experiencing a form of Pass Over. This is my first
year independent of a progression of structures. From an Irish
Catholic family of origin, through a seminary, the military, war
& peace, school, politics, government and more; I am feeling
autonomous within the structure of marriage, family, employment and community. I am making choices, guided by the principle of taking responsibility for that which is mine; not taking
responsibility for that which is not. Too often one finds extrinsic
responsibilities in order to avoid the intrinsic ones. It has been
true in my life. The question is sorting it all out. That is a personal
task. My life has been built around external activities. Politics and
Ed Murphy go together. We have had a long relationship. Addiction is not too strong a word. This is going to be one rock and roll
political year. The elections will be only one act in the political
drama. Where do I fit in? Will I use politics as an inebriate? Will
you? What if we avoid it? Perhaps then we will just be “dry alcoholics”. It is with this consciousness that I begin.
Ten years ago I wrote words that come back to me. It was
1982 and I wrote an article, Balancing the Political with the Personal, for a Sierra Club magazine. The accompanying photograph
showed me rocking our seven month old daughter, Zoe. There is
something powerful about speaking in the presence of your child.
I reflected on a generation that came of age in the 1960s:
“Millions of us stepped forward to act on our beliefs. Based
on values, we made a commitment to what we believed was in
the best interests of our society. Some of us went to war while
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others went to jail. Some organized for the earth, others for their
disenfranchised group. Some traveled to foreign countries to
build irrigation ditches. Whatever the choice, there was a willingness to risk. We learned a lot about ourselves and we made a
difference. For many of us the struggle ended in the mid-1970s
and we picked up the pieces of our personal lives. The mass
media said “the movement is over’. It isn’t true! While we began
our careers, married and involved ourselves in communities, we
didn’t forget who we are. We began to balance the political with
the personal. It is a new decade and we have changed. Our hair
is shorter and our skills are stronger. Our commitment is still
there. We just show it differently. Our personal strengths make
us more effective. 1982 is our year. We committed ourselves to
this society years ago. We have balanced that commitment with
personal support systems, family, education and professions.
The call now is deeper. The potential is greater. It is time to act.”
My words have been effective. I have led myself and others
into a variety of campaigns. Would I say these words again? I
know more now. Will I follow someone who uses my words? I
still believe: “Leadership positions belong to those who are willing to make a commitment and take a risk.” I do believe what I
wrote then! I believe that the call today is even deeper than it
was then. We are experiencing a generational realignment more
profound than what I expected then. It is akin to a “harmonic
convergence”. For this reason and based on ten extra years of
experience in government, I would look deeper into the personal side of the equation. No, not ethics as it is promoted in
government circles. That is just modified Mc McCarthyism,
guilty until proven innocent. Corruption is deeper. It is theft
of opportunity that should be declared a crime. I am less likely
to speak of good and bad politicians. I would see their Higher
Self, their Masks and their Lower Self. I demand less now from
others and ask more of myself. I have less interest in putting
down the other side. I have a greater interest in putting forward
a vision and creating the means to attain those dreams. Blame
is less meaningful to me. Leadership is what is needed now.
Personal leadership based on self-responsibility; where words
used mean something. You do not learn that in a text book. My
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fear is that those who stood on the sidelines during the greatest
challenges of our formative years will wind up with their hands
on the reins. In a perverse way that is also my hope. More about
that later.

CONGRUENCES:
1. Remember the Soviet Union. What about Yugoslavia?
How would you like to be a map-maker? We are going to need
an atlas with replaceable pages. This year we will see changes in
that region progress exponentially.
2. Meanwhile, the economic borders of Europe are scheduled to come down. But what is Europe? The Germanys are no
longer in the East. It is one country in the middle. How can we
have a European Community with only half the members present? More than the Berlin Wall came down. The divider in our
consciousness disintegrated. Expect to hear more from Eastern
European-Americans this year. What will we do now that the
Communist leaders are gone? How many will go back?
3. Speaking of Europe, that is where Columbus sailed from
500 years ago. One half of a millennia. How will we deal with
that? All Americans have to face this one. Each of us is being
challenged to discover what America means to us. I remember
an old Flip Wilson routine where Columbus meets the “Indians”. “Hi, my name is Christopher Columbus and I am here to
discover America.” Response: “You better discover your ass out
of here!” At the same time it is hard to deny our personal histories. We benefited from Europeans taking charge in the “New
Land”. Most of us come from families that fled oppression in
Europe, starvation, pogroms, military draft and a rigid caste
system. Immigrants came and found freedom and opportunity
as well as frustration and dashed expectations. Can we deal
with the best of our history along with the worst? We are not
responsible for the negative aspects of earlier immigration. We
have some responsibility for what is going on today. Perhaps
we might look at this issue in 1992. The new immigrants are
more likely Hispanic, African and Asian. Will those of us who
are white facilitate the progress of minorities or defend against
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the change. It is not as simple as getting out of the way. We can
all benefit from a dialogue. This will require a greater degree of
truth on both sides.
4. America has not had an easy time in Asia lately. We will be
hearing more about this region in 1992. Japan is back! An economic power whose influence and control is spreading through
the Pacific. How do we deal with this without Japan-Bashing?
Indochina is back. The embargo against Cambodia has been
lifted and the one against Vietnam is rising step by step. We are
reading more each day about Southeast Asia. The POW-MIA
myth is being defused in Time magazine, the Atlantic and The
New York Times. Be prepared for the pain. It is part of the healing. Be prepared for the confusion. America won World War
Two, but Japan seems stronger than we are. We lost in Vietnam but they would rather have us there than the Japanese or
Chinese. A number of smaller Asian countries are looking to
America to balance Japanese influence. What does it mean to
win and lose? Perhaps Bre’r Rabbit knew best: “Whatever you
do, don’t throw me in the briar patch!”
5. Then there is an Earth Summit, sponsored by the United
Nations. Governments are coming together to deal with the
environment. This looks like more than speech-making. How
will the North/South nations come to agreements that balance
economic development and environmental conservation? How
do we see this issue? Are we willing to give up some of our environmental expectations so that others may raise their standard
of living? Are we willing to change our expectations for ourselves and offspring?
6. Recession/Depression. No matter what you call it, people
are scared. Many of us want to shift away from commercialism.
Now we are faced with less value to our money and disappearing jobs.
7. Elections. It is time to make choices. Are we selecting for
1992 between off the shelf products and/or facilitating a continuing realignment?
8. Mid-life Personal issues. Fill in the blanks of your own
experiences. How do we balance work, play, family, money
and spirit?
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There is a great deal of movement, transformation and
realignment, crisis and opportunity. There is spiritual meaning
to crisis. It clears the air the way a thunderstorm does; it tells
us that the old structures are worn out. The more conscious we
become, the deeper our choices. We can defend against change,
intensifying the crisis, calling forth the old paradigm structures
as a defense against our fears of the unknown. We can also take
the New Age seriously. The earth is shaking and we are feeling it
the way animals do before an eruption. We are in the middle of
several paradigm shifts. They are taking a toll. First, we will be
forced to find our true priorities. I do not mean this as an intellectual exercise. How will we spend our time, our money, our
thinking and our conversations? The external events will not be
shut out. They are part of our internal geography. Where do we
stand in relation to women’s rights, abortion, affirmative action,
the environment, money and security? Will we make the same
reflexive choices this year? Can we rethink our “positions”? Will
we discuss the undiscussable?
Where do I stand? What are the values that guide me and
how do I implement them in a world different than my parents;
different from my formative years; different from when I first
entered the work force, married made friends and assumed an
identity. It is too early for me to answer these questions. I have
just emptied the vessels of my soul and am inviting God’s love
in to guide me. I am living in that Zen space of creative emptiness, not sure of every aspect. In government we called it Zero
Based Budgeting. Nothing was to be taken for granted as the
new budget was formed. It is difficult, however, to even temporarily suspend all judgments and priorities. What is going on
is an attempt to review at mid-life what I believe, how I earn
my living and what I will do. Some call it “being”. A dear friend
in one of my Men’s Groups calls it “free fall”. He says it scares
him just to be near me. I do not mean to frighten; at least my
conscious mind tells me that. I have had that reaction before,
however. As a veteran’s activist, I speak for peace. As an early
organizer of Vietnam Veterans Against The War, I experienced
the intense energy brought against us. I neglected to see how
shocking it was to have veterans oppose an ongoing war. There
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was a form of cultural terrorism in those moments, akin to the
thunderstorm mentioned before. I experienced the same as a
leader of Vietnam Veterans of America, when we spoke out
for reconciliation with Vietnam, restructuring the Veterans
Administration toward healing and reorienting Veterans organizations toward service rather than parades, medals and support for the Pentagon. I did not often see that veteran organizations provided a needed forum where the experience of war
could be openly discussed. They came about before we knew
of Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder. They are support groups as
much as any others are. I found ways to blame my “opponents”
in order to strengthen my case. It was not that I was wrong, but
I enjoyed the conflicts, taking pleasure in outfoxing the “traditionals”. I enjoyed their frustration at finding me, a “Heretic”,
being appointed to high level positions in the NYS Division of
Veterans’ Affairs. There were other situations where I did significant work, keeping an attachment to the negative intent. There
is the mask! I am choosing to disarm myself. It will not be easy.
It will not happen just because I say it either. I will continue to
advocate. Others may interpret that as attack. I will not take
responsibility for their fear. I will try not to make fostering it as
part of my intent. I may need to surrender at times.
Fortunately there are words that can guide and encourage
me. I am expressing an intent. There are great leaders who have
expressed similar intents. I am less critical of their shortcomings
now. I see their hopes and dreams. I see that they kept trying.
Let me share a few thoughts from two of my early teachers. Twenty-five years ago, I lived mostly in silence for eleven
months as part of seminary training. The written word was
greatly valued then. It filled my void at times when I especially
needed it. Markings, by Dag Hammarskjold touched me deeply
that year. It was through this book that I first learned of the
mystic Meister Eckhart. His words stay with me: “ONLY THE
HAND THAT ERASES CAN WRITE THE TRUE THING”!
It is this commitment to truth that stands out for me. I may
have to erase and re-write in order to be in truth in a period
of transformation. That is easier said than done. Hammarskjold
offered another phase that I had also learned in childhood, “The
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devils enter uninvited when the house stands empty. For other
guests, you have to first open the door”. A third piece is equally
as strong, “You cannot play with the animal in you without
becoming wholly animal, play with falsehood without forfeiting
your right to truth, play with cruelty without losing your sensitivity of mind. He who wants to keep his garden tidy does not
reserve a plot for weeds.”
These are not intended as summations of my life but a few
words that had powerful impact. In looking back to the 1960’s I
see how I was affected by what I read, heard and spoke. I invite
you to consider what words have guided you, consciously and
unknowingly.
The phrases above have much to do with one’s interior
life. I have also been a public person. As a leader, I have been
guided by other words, as well. Some I learned through experience, others in the academic study of leadership. I wanted to
be effective. I sometimes wonder if I learned too much. I find
myself confronted by concepts from a book I have treasured
for years. Paulo Freire wrote Pedagogy of the Oppressed. He
taught me the distinction between two forms of education,
“banking” and “Dialogue”. “In the banking concept of education, knowledge is a gift bestowed by those who consider
themselves knowledgeable upon those whom they consider
to know nothing.” Instead of communicating, the teacher
issues communiqués and makes deposits which the students
patiently receive, memorize, and repeat... Dialogue is the
encounter between men, mediated by the world, in order to
name the world... At the point of encounter there are neither
utter ignoramuses nor perfect sages; there are only men who
are attempting, together, to learn more than they now know...
Even if the people’s thinking is superstitious or naive, it is
only as they rethink their assumptions in action that they can
change. Producing and acting on their own ideas-not consuming those of others-must constitute that process”.
Eugene V Debs, the turn of the century Socialist labor
leader and Presidential candidate taught me: “I will not lead you
out of the desert. If I can lead you out, someone else can lead
you back in”.
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Gandhi’s 1929 passage from Young India taught me not to
focus too much energy on efficiency: “Good government is no
substitution for self-government”.
Van Zwisohn passed on to me the “Basic law of Plumbing:
water flows downhill on its own. If you want it to go in any other
direction, you have to pump it”.
Kenneth Patchen: “Gentle and loving, all else is treason.”
An organizational transformation mentor of mine, Anne
Dosher, taught me that organizations take on the personality of
their leaders.
These insights, combined, bring me to looking at myself. I
wanted to know how things work, believing that I could control
my environment through knowledge. I became adept at government, how to move organizations and propelled myself into
leadership roles. I forgot something though. It is not tangible. It
is not theoretical. It is hard to see. Ironically, the lesson comes
from Che Guevara: “The true revolutionary is guided by great
feelings of love!” The operative words here are feelings and love!
In trying to control the external world, I was denying my feelings. It was pain that moved me into the anti-war movement. It
was love and dignity that made me take risks. My intellect has
served me well. Somehow I put too much emphasis on it, however. Rhetoric is a powerful tool. It is thrilling to participate in
and wonderful to hear. Leaders need connection, though. You
cannot lead those you do not love. That is especially true of oneself. I am in favor of vulnerability in leaders. When queried, I
want to hear “I do not know and when I do know, I will tell you”.
It is not enough to be smart. When attacked unfairly, I would
like to hear “That hurt!”
Not that long ago, I put myself on the disabled list. I pulled
myself out of some “games” I was in. I did not know what should
be done in certain organizations. I did not feel that I could have
much effect in government. I began a process that was later
“validated” by reading Sam Keen’s book Fire in the Belly. SEE,
I AM AN UNRECONSTRUCTED ADDICT, DEPENDING
ON FAMOUS AUTHORS TO VERIFY MY OWN FEELINGS.
Anyway, Keen reminded me of my earlier Boy Scout training. He suggests: “You may be certain that if you want to be
151

BECOMING A LEADER

a pilgrim, you are going to get lost. The old Boy Scout manual
offered some practical wisdom for those who are lost on any
quest. First, don’t panic. Second, stop doing what you were
doing. Third, sit down and calm yourself. Fourth, look for familiar landmarks. Fifth, follow trails or streams that lead downhill
or toward open space. A mountain man was once asked if he
often got lost. “No,” he replied. “I’ve never been lost. But sometimes for a month or two I didn’t know how to get where I was
going”. Explorers need to know how to get lost comfortably. The
adventure of the spirit begins when we stop pretending and performing and accept our confusion and insecurity.”
I commit to ending my pretensions and performing. I do
not know what you should do. I am going to live within my own
confusion this year, looking for familiar landmarks and following trails toward open spaces. I will trust my internal navigational instruments. I will teach and learn. I participate in a
men’s group in New York City and one in Saratoga. I will be
leading workshops on men’s lives focused on balancing what we
do for money, for pleasure, with family, what we spend money
on and our spirit.
I commit to healing the wounds between men and women.
One of my greatest challenges came from my wife, Lin, in a
strange way. Lin created a ritual for her 41st birthday, a full
moon. The day before, Lin told me of a chant she intended to
use. Sage Walker, Lin’s Pathwork Helper, leads both Goddess
and Divine Sexuality workshops. Sage offered the chant in a
workshop and Lin shared it privately with me:
I’m lifting the curse!
I’m lifting the curse!
I’m lifting the curse upon men!
I’m lifting the curse!
I’m lifting the curse upon men!
I’m calling the men back to earth!
Let down the wall.
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Let down the wall.
Let down the wall of grief.
I’m birthing a new belief.
Let down the wall of shame.
I’m stopping all the blame.
Let down the wall of pride
Allowing love to abide.
Let down the wall of hate.
I’m calling back to my mate.
I’m calling back to my mate.
I’m birthing a new belief.
I was stunned! I immediately recognized “the curse”. Before
it was unspoken. It was a great feeling the next day, as Lin celebrated with our friends. We men felt relief. Some women went
from denial, through vulnerability to alignment with her. Later
on I felt anger. I discovered my attachment to “the curse”. As
long as I was blamed, I could blame. There was a comfort in the
war between men and women, similar to the struggles among
veterans, in politics, race and economics. I was disarmed by
Lin’s disarming.
I commit to creating a healthy relationship to politics. Yes,
I have a perverse investment in seeing those who stood on the
sidelines get their hands on the reins of government. Perhaps
if they are focused on elections they will not see and be able
to stop the real realignment that is happening in disconnected
cities, counties and villages across America. We will continue
to move forward creating a transformed America, based on
decentralized supportive communities, living in harmony with
the environment. The perversity is that I geared my life toward
government and the electoral process. I am experiencing a crisis
of faith. Born a liberal Democrat, I grew up believing government was the engine of progress. I saw the Federal government
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support civil rights, help the cities, build roads that took immigrants out of squalor, support public education and more. Then
I got too close to the light, violating Winston Churchill’s maxim,
“The two things people should never see made are sausages and
laws.” For me it wasn’t the laws, it was seeing people become
sausage. It was how government service is dispiriting so many
good human beings. It is no longer the laws that matter. It is
the implementation process at the agency level. Our human
resource infrastructure is disabled. I put myself on the disabled
list. I commit to discovering what that means. I will continue to
explore the balance of personal and political.
One familiar landmark for me is Vietnam. This year I am
working toward reconciliation and the balance of economic
development within Indochina and environmental conservation. I am choosing to work where I can have some effect.
1992 is a significant year for me. I have stepped outside my
economic support system. I am exploring my economic value,
presenting myself as a management consultant, workshop
leader, expert in issues related to Southeast Asia, believing I
can “Do What You Love and the Money Will Follow’. For all my
reliance on other people’s words, I am trying to educate/transform myself according to Paulo Freire’s guidelines. Whether my
“thinking is superstitious or naive, it is only as they rethink their
assumptions in action that they can change. Producing and
acting on their own ideas-not consuming those of others-must
constitute that process”. I am creating my own words and ideas.
In reading this article, you are part of the dialogue.
I would appreciate hearing what you have to say. Connections can become a vital source of communication for our network. I would love to see the paper focus on 1992, taking advantage of the congruencies; using them as consciousness raising
opportunities. We do not need more organizations. We do need
organizing and re-focusing. What do you think?
Connections to a New Age Magazine, February 1992
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REFLECTIONS ON WORK
SETTING THE STAGE
“Hi! My name is Ed, I’m....”
“Hi! Ed my name is Jane, I’m....”
“Ed and Jane, I want you to meet Henry, he is...”
“Ed’s a... and Jane is a ...”
“Oh! Where did you go to school?”
We now know each other’s name, rank and serial numbers.
How would you fill in the blanks? Most of us would use our
work identities. Check your business cards anytime you want to
know who you are, what you are worth and where you fit into
the pecking order. Doctor, Lawyer, Indian Chief. Who am I?
“Who Am I?” I read a book with that title once. It was at a
point when I sat in silence contemplating whether I had a vocation to the Catholic Priesthood. I don’t remember too many of
the details, but a theme stands out. I am more than what I do to
earn money
This article is not a sermon on spiritual worth. I take for
granted that anyone who picks up this newspaper values their
inner core. I am writing about work. I believe in work. It is not
just what I do for money. I do not maintain a split between my
work and my life. I do not go to work in order to gain the money
to do what I really want to do. The money is important. It is a
barometer.
Money is one of many measurements I use to navigate
through life. This article is about navigation; about living a balanced life, grounded in the realities of the 1990s in America.
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A true navigator uses instruments to measure his/her location,
not because the location is so important, but it helps him/her
make course corrections. It is true for an individual as it is for a
country. One of Al Gore’s best contributions to the 1988 presidential campaign was to quote General Omar Bradley: “One
must navigate by the stars, not the lights of passing ships”. Each
of us has internalized stars, Christianity, Judaism, Buddhism, A
Course in Miracles, Pathwork, Creation Spirituality, Feminism,
Transcendental Meditation etc. Work is a navigational instrument that helps us measure where we are on our journey. I am
writing to help us become more familiar with this instrument.
It is a sextant that may enable you to pinpoint your place on the
sea of life. It will not tell you where you should go or where you
came from. You will have to remember where you started from
and where you wanted to go. The sextant will tell you where you
are now. If you draw a line behind you to the point of origin and
one forward to your destination, there may be a crooked line.
A good navigator does not expect a straight line. He/she plots
the deviation and makes a course correction. The best navigators make regular checks. A good sailor yields to the forces of
nature, accepting that he/she will be blown off course. A bad
sailor holds the course and sinks the ship. The best sailors often
change their destination, as they develop better information.
The sextant is a neutral tool. It is most useful when combined
with maps, a compass, intuition, a fuel gauge and other senses.
Some of us learned everything we needed to know about
employment from Maynard G. Krebs. “WOORRRK!” Others
could not wait for their first job. Most of us are somewhere in
the middle. Our work has some meaning, but it is not exactly
what we want to be doing. Let’s look at a few aspects of our
work life. It is commonly understood that work is what you get
paid for. We also have avocations, volunteer activities, church
groups, sports, literature and more. How much are you worth?
What is your salary? How public is this information? Do you
talk openly about how much money you make or is it easier
to discuss your sex life, politics and spiritual orientation? Why
not? Is it because you are ashamed or are you too arrogant? If
you really believe it is not that significant in determining value,
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why not talk about it? Sometimes it is our arrogance that causes
us to feign humility.
An anecdote might help. I was at a dinner with some academics in Hawaii. An apparently renowned Anthropologist in
the group contributed wonderfully to the conversation. There
was no pretension visible. She was old enough to have met Margaret Mead and worked in some of the same areas of the world.
I asked her where she went to school. Her answer was that she
did her graduate work in Boston. We had become close enough
that some teasing was acceptable. I responded, “You must have
gone to Harvard, otherwise you would have told me the name of
the school.” She admitted that I was right and asked how I knew.
I said that many Harvard people do not want to sound superior
so they do not “brag”. I added, however, that those who have
internalized the sense of superiority hesitate to say it out loud.
They keep the superiority to themselves rather than openly discuss their background as equal to others. I saw this same trait in
myself. We laughed about ourselves, our arrogance and vulnerabilities and found a deeper intimacy based on truth.
Do you believe that men and women are equal in their
work? Forget about sexual harassment. That is too easy. What
about taking care of children, cooking, cleaning, fixing the car,
carpentry, shopping etc. Did you say yes immediately? Now try
thinking about the question. I am less interested in what we
say we believe than whether we implement our stated beliefs. I
know the correct line and use it regularly. What about Affirmative Action? Fill in all the blanks on these questions and you will
have a true reading on one aspect of the journey. Where did
you come from? What did you expect to happen along the way?
Yes, we wanted Civil Rights. We did not want police dogs biting
people who sat down at lunch counters. Most of us wanted
Affirmative Action. We wanted equality between the sexes.
What did we get? It is similar to a marriage. You make a commitment to each other and begin the experiment. The consequences unfold as the years go by. Workplace equality between
the sexes and races is not theoretical. It means that jobs that
some of us may have unconsciously believed we “owned” are
given to someone else. It is one thing to have that happen in
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Selma or in the society at large. It is another to experience it
within your own career path, when you are one of the finalists.
What about the minority or woman who obtains such a job?
Where is the dignity? Who wants a job that they are not sure
they earned. It is difficult to live day to day with a sense of counterfeit accomplishments even if no one says it out loud. Dignity
is an essential aspect of employment.
Leaders need consensus in order to have legitimacy. Legitimacy is also needed in the workplace. It is conferred by our
peers, as much as our superiors. Mostly it is an internal calibration. “Do I deserve this job? Am I good at it?” There will always
be jealousy and other negative energies surrounding us. We
can operate with those. The difficult point comes when there
is a subtle shift from individual resistance to a collective sense
jobs are being given to inappropriate candidates. “Are you the
right person, in the right position at the right time?” There is no
simple answer.
When was the last time you had a promotion? Did you hit
the glass ceiling or just plateau? The glass ceiling is the invisible
point where you can see the top but just cannot get there. It
is an externally imposed, undiscussed and generally accepted
discriminative limit on one’s potential within a career path. A
plateau is a more natural limit on one’s progression up the hierarchy. We have gone as far as we can go, based on our skills or
the inherent characteristics of the job. One who has plateaued
might accept this or choose to move horizontally. If dissatisfied,
He/she can move to a similar position in a different company or
agency. One can also choose to switch careers. Plateauing is not
just based on progression. It might be based on new interests.
A dentist after twenty years decides to become a therapist or
carpenter.
Work is service. One trades his/her labor for money, fulfillment and opportunities to use our skills. We are happiest when
all is present. In order to assess our position here we need a
better appreciation of our:
1. Knowledge: Organized body of information, factual or
procedural that one must have in order to perform the job.
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2. Skill: Proficient manual, verbal or mental manipulation
of data, techniques or things needed to complete specific tasks.
3. Abilities: Demonstrated power or natural talent to perform a task at the present time.
These personnel definitions are helpful. They are incomplete, of course. One can have the appropriate knowledge, skills
and abilities and still not be right for the job. The job may not be
right for you. Attitude is very important. Here we move into the
arena of total compensation. For most human resource managers, this would mean salary and benefits. I am using it to mean
purpose, as well. We want to work for more than salary and
health-care. Dignity is a critical factor. This is not about ranking along some economic scale. It is knowing that our work is
congruent with who we are. Only the individual can answer that
question.
I teach personal navigation skills. They require consciousness. One should not return to port in order to correct the
course. Standing in the middle of a journey, perhaps halfway
across the ocean, one “imagines” the points of origin and destination. I find that most people can remember their hopes and
dreams. It takes a little work. Oftentimes I find a broken heart.
The individual dreamed of a profession that had clarity, challenge, dignity, purpose and rewards. Somewhere along the line
they were disappointed. It is important to get that person to
remember the dream, to experience the moment when their
heart was broken and grieve. It is impacted grief that immobilizes. Once we feel the pain of dashed hopes, we can move
through with a closer sense of reality. One must go through his/
her first storm, discovering vulnerability and the limits of technology, before they can chart the true course.
Connections to a New Age Magazine, March 1992

159

REACHING CAREER
EXPECTATIONS
Nineteenth century naturalist Henry David Thoreau once
observed that “the mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.”
Thoreau’s words may overstate the case, but when it comes to what
we do for a living, most of us aren’t as satisfied as we could be.
For whatever reason, our careers aren’t living up to our
expectations. We may feel stuck, unfocused, overscheduled,
underpaid, or simply believe that we could experience greater
success if we knew how to be more organized. Even people who
appear wildly successful may find fault with their careers, especially in the area of balancing family and work responsibilities.
For many the road to improved career satisfaction begins with
an executive coach. An executive coach is a lot like a personal
trainer. Instead of improving body fitness, the coach improves
your career fitness. And just as there are many ways for your
body to be out of shape there are many ways your career can
use strengthening. It’s the job of the executive coach to help
you understand your strengths and weaknesses, set goals and
determine a strategy for reaching the goals and help you follow
through. Why can’t you do this yourself? Some people can and
some people do. The advantage to working with an executive
coach is the objectivity we bring to your situation. The coach
brings a fresh perspective to the organizational dynamics that
you live in. Moreover, the coach is someone who “spots” for
you, so you don’t hurt yourself if you try to lift too much too
soon. Whether you are the leader of a Fortune 500 company, a
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manager in a government agency, or an independent business
person, you can gain valuable control over your career by working with an executive coach.
Each person presents a different set of challenges. A person
may seek a coach to help them start their own firm. Others, like
CEOs of successful companies want to hone their leadership
skills and to learn how to move their organizations forward.
Because motivations differ, the coach spends a lot of time at the
outset working to understand their client. To be truly useful an
executive coach must listen and assess. In my own practice, I
focus on four steps:
I start all executive coaching engagements by asking my
client to describe both their vision for their personal life and
their career. I’ll ask them “where do you want to be in five
years?” Once we understand what we want for ourselves we can
begin to align career and organizational goals. If the personal
goals and career path are 180 degrees apart, it’s safe to say it is
time for a huge change.
Getting a person to state what he/she wants may seem like
a simple exercise, but it can be surprisingly challenging. However, it is impossible to move forward until solid direction is
established. Indeed, in some instances, the lack of clarity on this
point alone can form the root cause career malaise.
A client, the head of a statewide business association, came
to me ostensibly to focus on organizational issues. However it
soon became apparent that we were dealing with her dawning
realization that it was time to move on in her career. Working
together we drew up plans for her next step, which was to form
her own company and consult in her area of expertise.
In every career, what I call external and internal forces shape
what is possible. Our experiences, desires, values, principles and
beliefs constitute internal forces. External forces include factors
such as the kind of organization you work for (public, private,
the military), the state of the local economy (booming, busting or middling), and the presence of opportunity in the area of
knowledge. Identifying these forces helps you to assess what is
possible and the degree to which it is likely to be attained.
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I met the head of a new government program by chance on
a train ride to New York City. He was having trouble moving
the program ahead largely because he didn’t know what he did
not know-an entirely common occurrence for a new program.
We ended up working together to chart a path that included
gathering information from similar programs in other states,
deciding what was doable here, and creating a strategic plan.
The program has grown in leaps and bounds each of the past
few years and stands out as an exemplar of superior government service to a special group of healthcare consumers. It has
also kept more than $20 million in Medicaid funds from leaving
the state. In this particular case, the coaching relationship continued over years, as I was able to help implement the strategic
plan we had worked to create.
I recommend that all clients take a hard look at how their
internal forces line up with their external forces. For instance,
valuing family life while trying to get ahead in a position that
requires an 80-hour work week is a recipe for failure in at least
one of these areas. As a recent Wall Street Journal article notes,
people are succeeding in high powered executive position while
maintaining a healthy and loving family relationship. But it takes
planning and wisdom. If your internal forces and external forces
are at odds, change or adjustment will be needed-something an
executive coach will be able to help with.
Once you understand the forces that shape your career you
can begin to create a strategic career plan based on what you
can affect and what you can’t. Knowing the difference will not
only keep you from banging your head against a wall, it makes
for an easier journey. I like to compare navigating on a career
path with sailing. The successful sailor pays attention to what
direction the wind is blowing, shortening and lengthening the
sail to make the most of the current conditions. Sometimes the
sails have to be dropped entirely to save the vessel.
Many people try to move ahead in their careers or move
their entire organization ahead as if they were in motorboats.
They power ahead in all conditions until the time they meet
a wave too big to handle. Understanding your role, whether it
is leadership, negotiation or support, is essential to success. It
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is also invaluable in times of crisis or profound change. A good
executive coach will help you understand what you do well, how
to remain flexible in the face of change and how to have confidence in your skills.
Once you have defined what you want, grasped the forces
influencing your ability to succeed, and understood your unique
role and skills, you can begin to implement your plan of action. The
next issue is to instill discipline to follow the plan developed with
your coach. A personal trainer can judge the success of your fitness
regimen by the size and shape of your muscles. An executive coach
looks for a combination of personal satisfaction and career growth.
One of my clients, a highly successful developer, has exquisite technical skills but was earning a reputation for being hard to work
with. In addition to issues of personal control we saw he had to be
more selective about the clients and projects he accepted. Indeed,
he ended up dropping a major client, but has regained the focus of
his business and his satisfaction with his work.
Just a few years ago you might have had trouble finding an
executive coach. Today however, we seem to be a burgeoning
breed. Before selecting who you will work with, schedule a meeting to get to know the person you might be seeking help from.
You will want to find someone with a compatible philosophy and
personal chemistry. For the most part, the best coaches come
from a background in management.
You’ll also want to get a sense of what that executive coach
brings to the table. If you are leading organizational change, you
probably want someone who’s been down that road him/herself.
In baseball, the best hitting coaches are former players. They may
not have been great hitters during their careers but they know
what it is like to face a 95 mph fastball. Look for someone who has
a good idea of what it is like to stand in your shoes.
Everyone doesn’t need an executive coach, just as everyone
doesn’t need a personal fitness trainer. But if you’re serious about
creating career fitness you will benefit from the objective and
purposeful guidance a coach can offer.
Saratoga Business Journal,
Vol. 3 No. 5 July 1998
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EFFECTIVE COMMUNITY
PLANNING REQUIRES
COMMUNITY CONFIDENCE
Name your goals, map a path to them, commit deeply,

launch your plans and celebrate success. I use this guidance in
my business consulting.
Communities however must add three more phrases when
engaged in strategic planning: consensus vision, dialogue, and
discipline. Our community is struggling to identify its soul as
we step into the 21st century
I often hear Saratoga Springs described as a “City in the
Country”. It sounds nice, but empty. There is no consensus as to
what the phrase means. The battles over Exit 15, Home Depot,
casino gambling, SPAHA, youth on Broadway and open space
point to a divided community filled with tension. That is the
good news. Why? The spiritual meaning of crisis is opportunity.
Out of conflict we can create consensus.
Our community lacks a “consensus vision” for the future,
and in political science terms our governance lacks legitimacy.
Yes it is legal and is democratic, but when an ever-increasing
portion of the electorate displays a recurring lack of confidence
in the normal processes, there is a growing sense of betrayal
and elections lose their power to renew and stabilize society.
Those who are elected are then deprived of the “legitimacy”
that comes from a viable election based on a two-party system.
The winners hold office without the community’s sense of confidence. Our conflicts provide us with opportunities, however,
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if we adhere to the rules of a fair fight. To establish those rules
we need to first explore the basic nature of political power, the
processes of government and effective community activism.
We might begin with the sources of political power: authority, human resources, knowledge, skills and abilities, intangible
factors, material resources and sanctions. We must then look at
why people obey: habit, fear of sanctions, moral obligation, selfinterest, psychological identification with leaders, indifference
and the absence of self-confidence.
Then we need to look at why people resist authority and
the decisions of government. It usually comes down to a lack
of confidence in those who lead and a belief that true authority
comes up from the people and is expressed by confidence in the
process by which we choose leaders to represent us and confidence in their appointees.
When enough people believe that elections and existing
decision-making processes will not represent them, they choose
alternatives.
Several processes are currently underway that will test our
confidence. The Saratogian reported on September 30 that
Mayor O’Connell will “request that the Planning Board utilize
the results of the October 17 workshop as an “integral element
of the Home Depot project.” But can and will the Planning
Board do this under existing procedures and will community
activists have confidence in the process and outcome?
The Saratogian,
October 13, 1998
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MASTER PLAN ADVICE:
ASK QUESTIONS NOW
This is how to evaluate the draft of the comprehensive
plan. Take it to a bank. Remember a time when you borrowed
money to buy a car, purchase a house; start a business or go to
college. The loan officer asked for specifics.
Now, imagine coming into a bank and saying: “I want an
open ended loan to fund a brilliant idea. It is not my known area
of expertise. I do not know how much it will cost or how, when
or by whom it will be implemented. Also, the bank can pay for
cost overruns and take the blame if the project fails.
As an entrepreneur, I know the difference between fantasy
and a business plan one can take to the bank. It includes a financial analysis. No one funds a proposal without an estimate of
costs and benefits. It is a sign of incompetence even to write a
plan without numbers.
The comprehensive plan committee is presenting such an
esoteric proposal to the Mayor. Our City Council is the banker
and we citizens own the bank. Community comments and support will be crucial.
Evaluate the plan for yourself. On March 10, 1999, I sent this
formula to committee chairman Bill Dake and each member of
the City Council. There are four basic components to government services: policies, programs budgets and personnel.
The committee’s plan lacks credibility since it only addresses
the easiest aspects: policies and programs. It does not tell us
how much it will cost and who will implement it.
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State government and smart cities require a financial impact
statement for new initiatives. The following questions must be
asked for each recommendation:
Why do we need to do this? How can this be accomplished?
Who needs to do the work? What do we need individuals/units
to do? How much staff time will be needed? How much will it
cost? Who will pay for this? When will this be accomplished? Is
the city Council committed to implementation?
A plan without a strategy for implementation abuses
the public trust by manipulating us into believing something
positive will be done. The fraud will be that the committee has
diverted our attention, sapped our energy and submitted a fantasy report to the City Council.
The committee will then be off the hook. The Council can
save its skin by saying “we will study the report and consider it
in next year’s budget.”
If the comprehensive plan committee members submit a
report without a dollar cost for each recommendation, we will
know that they did not intend for it to be implemented. If the
City Council does not ask for numbers they too will be guilty of
theft of opportunity. My recommendation: ask questions now.
The Saratogian,
March 31, 1999
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NEW YEAR IS TIME FOR
REDEDICATION TO HOPE
Some memories last forever. I know where I was when JFK
was shot; I was a Catholic seminarian working in the inner city
of Baltimore. That memory has been given to my children. They
also remember that it happened on their mom’s 13th birthday.
I still recall the mountains of Vietnam the day Bobby Kennedy was killed. I reflect on my childhood, cherished memories
of our wedding, remember when a man landed on the moon,
my children’s births, experiences with friends and countless
special events.
I’ve already begun to build my Y2K memories. While some
bring fears of computer crashes, I am focused on hope. I want
to be able to tell the next generation, “We focused on peace. We
spent our time celebrating community and diverse cultures of
the world.”
I will probably wear my First Night pin and enjoy Saratoga. I will celebrate democracy by honoring each elected official, those coming and going, as a 21st-century City Council
is sworn in. I will also surround these moments with broader
and deeper experiences. Starting on Thursday, December 30,
I will participate in a community vigil. Still Point, an ecumenical retreat center is hosting a series of millennium activities.
The December 30th opening ritual will include prayers from
world religious traditions. Friday’s schedule will include yoga
and Buddhist meditation, chanting, a labyrinth walk, lighting
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of a sacred fire, bidding farewell to the year, drumming and a
welcome to the New Year
Saturday will see the dedication of a peace pole, children’s
activities, and a ritual walking of that 15 billion-year story of the
universe, the Mourners’ Kaddish (for all who have died at the
hands of violence), a potluck supper and peace concert.
On Sunday, we will have universal dances of peace, a Native
American peace pipe ceremony, Catholic Eucharistic liturgy
for peace, a communal supper, the movie Gandhi-Prophet for
Peace and a closing ritual.
I will return to Still Point on Saturday of Martin Luther
King weekend to teach about making peace through nonviolence.
I am imprinting these memories in my mind, the way photographers set up a picture. My grandchildren may ask “grandpa
what did you do at the millennium?” I want to be able to say,
“Yes, many people did wait in fear, but I stood up in hope that
you would be born into a time of peace. We celebrated with our
neighbors. We honored our leaders and expressed confidence
in our community.”
They might ask “Did it make a difference” My answer will
be it did to me.
The Saratogian,
December 9, 1999
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HOW TO HIRE
A CONSULTANT
“Have gun will travel” read the business card of the man
who rode into town on a black horse. No one knew exactly
where he came from, how he was found and who invited him.
What was known was that there was a problem and it was not
being resolved by the residents of that community. Within 30
minutes, on television each week, we watched Paladin show
up, identify the trouble makers, engage the crisis, resolve it and
head out of town. If only it was that easy? If only success was
guaranteed?
In a world where the structures of our society and the environment of business, government and nonprofits are in constant flux, success often requires different skills and innovation.
Technology is bringing new challenges and opportunities. At
the same time downsizing and early retirements are draining companies of experience and experts who can mentor the
organization’s next generation. New managers are facing an
old question: “Do I make or buy?” This time the question is not
just about physical components. It is about people. When new
skills are required to face today’s challenges; “Do I need a long
term employee or just a short term intervention?” The permanent employee means a recruitment process, orientation and
training, a process through which he/she will be developed, a
long term commitment of financial and physical resources in
support of that employee. The alternative is to go for the “hired
gun”. Increasingly, companies are choosing to contract out. A
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consultant or contract employee is brought in while the manager watches to see whether the company needs are short term
or permanent. Every manager knows how much work it is to
hire a new employee. What is often scarier is bringing in the
hired gun. My job is to make it safer.
Let’s look at the consultant. “Have skills, will travel!” is our
new business card. We carry cell phones instead of guns and
are mostly found through an underground network of referrals.
We often select our clients, as much as they select us. The best
of us interview while we are being considered. Our advantage
is that we know more about the process of contracting for skills
than most of those who pay us and often help our clients learn
how to select other contractors. This article is intended to help
you make better choices, thus enabling both sides to have more
effective business relationships. To succeed, you need to answer
four questions:
1. What skills are missing within my organization?
2. Who is the consultant and do they have the skills I need?
3. Is he/she appropriate for my needs?
4. Is the contract clear?
1. What skills are missing within my organization?
First you need to know that something is missing. That
insight usually comes from a breakdown or fear of a breakdown
within the company. You know something is going wrong, but
may not be sure what it is. It is better when you notice that
the business environment is changing before there are consequences and decide to adapt. The first question is sometimes
addressed before, but definitely must be while you interview
consultants. The initial meeting is pivotal and several issues are
quietly addressed. No consultant can help a company that does
not believe something is missing and/or is not willing to consider change. The potential consultant must satisfy himself that
the company can and will use his skills. The manager can also
use the interview to help clarify what skills are missing from
the organization and how he can supply those skills. If the consultant cannot address that question he should not be able to
convince you to hire him.
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2. Who is the consultant and do they have the skills I need?
You need to know who we consultants are and how we got
into this business. There are two basic varieties. The first is in the
market because the rug was pulled out from under them. They
were downsized, reorganized and/or refused to develop the
skills or attitudes appropriate to a transforming marketplace.
This group is usually consulting while they wait for another job
to come along. Consulting is their way of job hunting. If a client
likes their work and personality a new job may be created. Many
companies find good employees by “driving the car before they
make the purchase.” The nightmare of hiring new staff is finding
the right skills and then discovering you have the wrong person.
A company is a community and the wrong neighbor is hard to
live and work with.
My company focuses on a second category, consultants who
are in this business on purpose, although we also help companies identify the new skills they need and guide them while
they test drive. There is an opportunity cost in hiring a consultant. The time spent with the wrong consultant wastes your
window of opportunity. Ask the potential consultant how and
why he/she got into this business. My answer, for example, is
that I founded and have run organizations and agencies, come
out of an intelligence/futurist background and in the late 1970s
began monitoring business and employment trends. As an
internal change agent, I analyzed and often facilitated organizational transformations. You may remember the phrase, “Nature
abhors a vacuum”. Well, organizations despise instability. I kept
working myself out of a job. My successes came in guiding each
organization through a crisis, then helping it identify a manager
whose cultural commitment and expertise was toward consolidation and stability. My stability is on a personal level and,
from that position I created a company that thrives on change.
Murphy Associates was established in the late 1980s when I
identified a niche in the marketplace. Individuals and organizations need navigators. There are plenty of entrepreneurs and
business leaders but they are often too busy reacting to spend
enough time thinking and implementing. We help them map
their organizations goals, determine the resources needed to
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achieve them and identify obstacles to success. Working with
groups and individuals, we help to clarify roles, build passion for
the organization’s goals and improve effectiveness. We advise
each leader to name your goals, map a path to them, commit
deeply, launch your plans and celebrate success. Ask the consultant to put himself on the line, in front of you, before you
let them take your time as well as money. It is your company’s
future that is at stake.
3. Is he/she appropriate for my needs?
The individual or consulting company may have the
appropriate skills but not the ability to translate them into
accomplishments. Is the chemistry right? Can and will they
maintain confidentiality? Their skills may be too sophisticated
for your organization or their mental models may or may not
fit into your kind of business. It is not a matter of degrees or
the size of their previous contracts; it is a matter of their ability to serve you.
4. Is the contract clear?
No agreement will guarantee success, but it can avoid failures. There are two aspects to the contract. The first focuses
on deliverable products and services. The second is more vague
and based on trust. As the contracting relationship progresses
new information will come to the surface. Within the overall
scope of the contract, the actual work may need to be adapted
to meet newly realized demands of the organization. Skills we
thought were missing are discovered in an employee who is
ready to grow into a new position. The market environment
changed due to some unforeseen circumstance. The consultant
discovers a more pressing need than that which he was hired
for and brings this to the client’s attention. We often wind up in
these intelligence roles, alerting the manager to the significance
of new information. The contract has to allow for modifications,
as long as they are mutually acceptable. Lastly, we have ethical responsibilities to not walk away from trouble just because
the money ended. The best contracts include a follow up visit
several months down the road. The key to success is implementation rather than creating an interesting event. Make sure the
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consultant is willing to stand by his work and show up again to
review the consequences of his work.
Hawthorne Effect. Hiring a consultant is more than buying
a set of skills. It is a way to revitalize an organization. An outsider brings in a fresh perspective, which is often their greatest
value. There is a classic story from management school where
employee productivity and motivation increased temporarily
each time management paid some attention to their working
conditions. The right consultant can bring hope and strengthen
your company’s capacity. The wrong one will bring temporary
thrills that can be a permanent distraction.
Connections Magazine, 1999
Connections to a New Age Magazine served the
Capital Region of New York State.
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BAJA ROD AND GUN CLUB
A Pilgrimage Through North America

One thousand miles south of San Diego, we were stranded
in the desert. I dreamed of adventure traveling across continents. I saw three options. The first took me from England to
Afghanistan in a Land Rover. The second brought me up the
Malay Peninsula to Burma. In the third I drove from Staten
Island, New York, down the Pan American highway winding up
on Staten Island, in the Tierra del Fuego, off South America.
In the summer of 1973, however, I was still struggling to
verbalize my attitude toward America. The south Jersey sand
was white and domesticated. The red lake was tame, as I read of
bloody and nonviolent revolutions. The combination made me
blue, a challenge to move beyond the confining comfort of my
mother in law’s lakes. Lin and I had been married less than one
year, in an anarchist’s ritual, and here we were sitting by a calm
lake with old folks and young parents. Meanwhile, the Vietnam
War continued and the War Resisters League (WRL) was preparing to celebrate 50 years of resistance in California. I closed
The Politics of Nonviolent Action and asked Lin if she would
like to go west. Five minutes later we were on our way. Our VW
bug made two stops. The first got us out from under my mother
in law’s “care”. The second brought us home to Staten Island,
where we packed and bought camping gear.
The road game had just begun. The decision to go west
brought graduate school for Lin, a new career for me; time and
space to discover what a relationship is. Our first cross-country
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trip brought us through Denver, where I introduced Lin to my
sister Kathy; a story of her own. Like pioneers we crossed the
Rocky Mountains and moved on to Monterrey Bay. There we
joined pacifists from World War 1 and 2, those who fought
McCarthyism, against nuclear terror, protested the Vietnam
War and met advocates for a whole earth, racial justice, women’s, and farm worker rights. We had come home! We joined
Cesar Chavez, from the United Farm Workers and Dorothy Day,
of the Catholic Worker, on a farm worker picket line in Fresno
and investigated graduate schools, in San Francisco, LA and
San Diego. There Lin introduced me to the people’s liberated
zone of Ocean Beach, where she had earlier found freedom.
Back in Monterrey, we found ourselves on Cannery Row.
Our dinner consisted of sourdough bread, salami and beer,
served on beach rocks below a luxury restaurant. Inside, patrons
sat by the windows watching the sun set. We tasted salt spray
in our food, felt the wind in our faces and enjoyed the same
view. An hour later we entered their sanctuary, climbed to the
second floor to watch Marlon Brando star in Steinbeck’s movie
Viva Zapata. The contrast was significant. Monterrey has two
sources of fame. The first came from nature’s panoramas. Then,
depression era author John Steinbeck gave America insight into
the dark side of capitalism. He introduced us to the poverty and
harsh working conditions of earlier immigrants packing seafood for shipment across the country. I was reminded of my
first visit to our ancestral home in Ireland. My brother Tom
was overwhelmed by the beauty of Glandore Harbor and asked
“how could the Irish leave such beauty?” My father’s response
was simple, “They wanted to eat!” Monterrey strengthened our
commitment to social justice and gave us a Volkswagen bus.
Three thousand miles in a beetle was enough. We headed east,
knowing this was not going to be our last journey.
The 1973 oil crisis and gasoline rationing kept most people
home for Christmas. We “took the road less traveled by and
that has made all the difference.” Through the cold and snow, we
made it below Washington DC our first night. The second night
found us entering Florida, around midnight, lucky to find an
open gas station. The next evening fumes took us into a Florida
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Keys campground. We fell asleep unsure if we were adventurers
or fools. In the middle of the night we heard what sounded like
a train coming our way. Through the van’s side window I saw
a recreational vehicle parking. Next to us it was the size of a
railroad car, equipped with all the modern conveniences. Our
conservation guilt evaporated by morning, as they walked their
dog, took out the coffee grinds and established their homestead.
When the sun rose, we hunted for fuel. It is amazing how far
a VW goes on good will. We ate lunch in Key West, thinking of
Ernest Hemingway as we stood by the sign that said “The End”.
We had reached the southernmost part of our country.
Ninety miles more and we could celebrate Christmas in
Havana, with Cuban revolutionaries. Instead, we explored the
Everglades, discovering the majesty of God’s creative voice. The
contrast and congruence of social justice, nature and spirituality found us before we became conscious of its deeper meaning. We stopped in West Palm Beach to visit my Uncle Ray
and family. Godfather and godson, our bond was strong. Two
combat veterans, both with deep spiritual callings, with an
inability to communicate and numerous opportunities missed.
The next year we returned to San Diego through Canada.
Lin had been accepted into graduate school. I was ready to
move on. Seminary, war and anti-war had worn me out. This
time the simple idea came from Lin, “let’s drive across Canada”
and we were off on another adventure. From Niagara Falls we
exited our country on a July 4th weekend. Hoping for peace and
quiet we took our camping gear on a small boat out to an island
in the Georgian Bay. We forgot that teenagers could transport
cases of beer and boom box music to the same campgrounds on
high speed racing boats. We lasted one night.
On the road again, we faced thousands of miles on a twolane road, with the grand title Trans-Canada Highway. We had
the east-west lane, yielding to tractor trailers and animals, as
needed. I had modified the van for just this kind of travel. The
back seat came down to form a bed. I covered this with a double
mattress. The middle seat had been replaced by a supply cabinet. An ice chest, propane stove, Coleman lantern and camping
gear made us autonomous. Plastic screening with metal bars
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in the sleeves rested on the sun-roof at night. Gravity held the
screens tight and protected us from bugs while we slept. All
we needed was a daily allotment of ice to keep food and drinks
cold, a bathroom at the gas stations and a place to park at night.
We slept where we wanted and ate by rivers. A campground
now and then provided showers.
Adventure found us. One quiet morning we watched an
animal loping down a hill in the distance. It might have been
a large deer, but something crawled out of the recesses on my
memory. Ten years earlier I had been in seminary with Canadians and they told of Americans challenging moose with their
cars. The moral was that the car always lost. Here we were driving a van with no protection in the front. I watched this animal
get larger and increase speed at an angle toward our road in the
distance. I pointed it out to Lin and monitored our speed. “Do
I go faster, slower or stop?” It was clear this animal had never
watched Sesame Street. S/he didn’t look both ways when crossing the highway. We got a great side view as the moose passed
30 feet in front of us, heading for the United States. A little more
speed on our part or a slow down on its and the moose would
have entered our side door, could have eaten anything out of the
supply cabinet and taken a nap on our bed. I have no illusion
who would have won. Humility saved us.
Our reward was majestic. At Lake Katherine we skinnydipped, Lin picked wild strawberries and made great pancakes.
We toured the Columbia Ice fields, rode out onto Athabasca
Glacier and learned what terminal moraine is. Our travels took
us through the Canadian Rockies toward wild buffalo, Banff
and Jasper. At Lake Louise we climbed a mountain to discover
a tea-house where supplies are brought up by mule. The Fraser
River guided us into Vancouver, where we located a classmate
from seminary.
A decade later, separate countries, and a continent apart,
all I had was a name, some knowledge that his father was a psychiatrist and the vague memory of a street named Angus. One
phone call made me feel at home. An Irish woman answered.
I said I was trying to locate a Bob Walsh, who had been in the
Paulist seminary and said I was from Staten Island. Bob’s mom
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responded “Ed Murphy?” I was known and welcome. It did not
matter that I had gone to war, broke faith with my government,
been arrested, did not trust the church and married a protestant.
I was loved and appreciated. When I met Bob again it was as if
we were still walking through the woods at our Oak Ridge, New
Jersey novitiate. We now had wives and a broader story to tell. Ed
and Linda, Bob and Barbara; the women must have wondered.
From the World Expo in Spokane we followed the Columbia River to the sea and then the Pacific coast road into the Redwood Forest. By now I had begun to get the picture. Life was not
just war and anti-war. I was not just what I had done. I was one
humble human being standing next to trees that had seen many
struggles like my own. Our passage through Canada was pilgrimage. The Walsh family’s love was an oasis. The skyscraping
trees gave me security and protected me from my own gremlins. Beside nature’s cathedral, the sea offered salmon and we
took the sacrament of knowledge. In the privacy of a Redwood
camp-site, on a cliff above the ocean, we roasted our meal on
an open fire. Unlike Parsifal, who was wounded by premature
insight, the elements healed and grounded me. I was happy.
In our first California year we traveled less than 100 miles
into the Mexican dessert. Just below Ensenada we had discovered La Bufadora, at the end of Punta Banda peninsula. A blow
hole, the waves crash into rocks and create a salt water geyser.
This site had become one of our favorites. It could be a day trip
along the Mexican coast or a weekend of camping. Seals swam
up to the rocks. We sat outside a small cafe, ate Huevos Rancheros, spicy eggs, and drank Mexican beer. Their veranda was a
concrete slab with two card tables and folding chairs. We had as
much fun eating at this restaurant as the tourists we saw along
Monterrey Bay.
It was August 1975 and Lin had a month break from school.
I was an Executive Director, leading Ocean Beach Community
Services through the process of transformation toward stability.
I took two weeks off to explore the Baja dessert. We decided to
go to the end, again. Baja California was an 1100 mile untamed
peninsula. We hoped catch a ferry to the mainland and come
up the east coast of the Sea of Cortez. We had all we needed in
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the VW van. The road south had just been paved but we were
warned to be careful. The Baja was akin the old west. Lucio
Cabañas, Mexico’s leading rebel had recently been killed. Drug
traffic was common and the water was not good to drink. We
decided to take our chances, however. When my staff asked
how they could find me in case of a crisis. Little did I know we
might need to find them?
The road south took us past familiar territory. As we moved
south of Punta Banda, I had a real sense of confidence and adventure. This van had taken us from California back to New York, to
the end of America’s urbanized East Coast, across Canada, down
the west coast and we were now going to explore more than 1,000
miles of desert. I did not think about how tired it might be.
As we moved from day to day, I learned the subtle differences among deserts. We hiked among the cactus and slept in
an oasis. We ate in a town that looked like old western movie
sets, with wooden sidewalks and swinging doors leading into
saloons. We parked beneath buzzards waiting for dinner. We
cooked on cliffs watching the sun go down. The moon’s reflection off the Sea of Cortez invited us to walk on up and say hello.
We passed the bay where California Grey whales migrate to
give birth. In La Paz, capital of Baja South, we realized we did
not have time to cross the sea and travel north. We stayed the
course south toward Cabo San Lucas, where the Pacific Ocean
and Sea of Cortez join to create what Lin called a power spot.
Here the earth hosted a vortex of energy. The waves were enormous. We walked along the beach at a 45 degree angle, with sea
foam reaching to our knees. It was impossible to swim there.
There was clearly an undertow stronger than anything I had
ever experienced. We were definitely at the end, but in a vastly
different place than Key West.
No Cuban refugees came to this shore. One could travel
thousands of miles west before finding land. Our restaurant was
a grass hut where the clams we ordered were large and fresh
enough to walk down our throats. We rested a few days before
heading north.
Our sense of accomplishment blinded us to how fragile our
transportation was. Awed by the power of the sea, we hadn’t
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thought much about the August heat, dust and age of the VW
engine. We took a dirt road north back to the capital, deciding to do a little more exploring. The road was rougher than
expected and we quickly realized it would be best to stay on
paved roads. We felt we had won and all that was left was to
pace ourselves home on schedule. One hundred miles north of
La Paz, there was a thump in the engine and we moved to the
side of the road.
The next morning we caught a ride into the village of Ciudad
Constitution. There we found a Volkswagen mechanic. His
lean-to boasted a painted white circle within which we saw the
letters VW. With minimal Spanish and our mechanic’s halting
English we communicated that we had a problem. We bought
the gas and he brought a pick up and tow chain. There was no
lift to put the car on so he dropped the engine on the ground.
Then we all saw the hole where a rod broke through the engine
block. Until then, I hardly knew what a rod was. He told us we
could get a new engine in approximately one month.
My first reaction was to seek American help. We called
Ocean Beach and friends tried to rent a car, come get us and
tow the VW home. Then they wired money to a bank that did
not exist. Meanwhile we waited and worried. Lin started feeling the vulnerability of blonde gringa. At one point she could
only see home and insisted on hitch hiking. We left the van and
caught a ride into the desert night. Fifty miles later she agreed
this was not our best option. Hitchhiking across 1,000 miles of
Mexican desert in August may not be our safest is bet.
The San Diego phone calls continued until our Dutch friend,
Wim, found the answer. Years earlier he had traveled these roads,
staying with a family in La Paz. His musician friend, however,
was performing on the mainland, but a younger brother came
to our rescue. Saul Tuchmann rode a hundred miles north, by
bus to find us. His English was perfect and he had an aunt who
lived in the village. They opened their arms to us. We visited the
aunt at her appliance store and were sitting there when a truck
driver stopped by. He was heading north with an empty truck
to pick up refrigerators for the store and quickly agreed to take
our van with him. We certainly had no use for it where we were.
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Our challenge, however, was how to get it onto his truck. There
was no heavy equipment nearby to lift it. Again, there was a
simple way and one hour later half of our problem was solved.
The trucker pulled our van out of the village and left it on the
edge of a ravine. He brought his vehicle into the ditch and we
pushed the VW on its flat bed. With inches to spare he tied it
down, collected our address and phone number and was on the
road again.
The second half of our problem was how to get us home.
Saul took us to his aunt house, where we had our first shower
in days, a real meal and a bed to sleep in. In the morning, Saul
took the first bus back to La Paz. We followed that afternoon.
Our next evening was spent at his house, where his mom threw
a party. She and her brother competed over who would lend us
money to fly home. It was finally agreed that the uncle would
pay. He was coming to the US in a few weeks. We would meet
to pay him back.
The next morning we discovered there were two flights
from La Paz to San Diego’s border city of Tijuana. Unfortunately, there was only one seat available on each and two
women held standby tickets ahead of us. The good news was
that they did not want to be separated. We agreed that Lin
would take the first flight and wait for me. If, for some reason,
I was not on the next flight she was to take a taxi to the border.
I made the second flight an hour later and we hugged. We were
almost home. Tijuana was in our neighborhood and any of our
friends could come get us. Instead, we decided to walk across
the border. It was time to get back on the horse. A short cab
ride to the border brought us face to face with a customs agent.
His question was direct “Do you have anything to declare?” Our
answer was equally straightforward. “Yes! We are glad to come
home!” We stepped across the line with more respect for language, the balance of nature, culture and technology. The bus
to Ocean Beach gave us an hour to calm down. It was hard to
believe all that had happened.
A week later we got a call from Tecate, a Mexican border
town 30 miles east of San Diego. Our trucker friend was waiting
for us to guide him across the border. A small bribe to the Mexi184
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can border police and my proof of ownership for the Americans
facilitated the crossing and taught us another lesson in international economics. I learned more lessons when Saul’s uncle
showed up, the following week. My friend, Fred Cook, and I
traveled to Tijuana with my checkbook. We were treated to
another banquet. It turned out the uncle was a former “Federal”,
national policeman, and would appreciate it if I would buy an
American 38 caliber pistol for him, to show my gratitude. I was
south of the border again getting drunk with a generous man
who knew what he wanted. I was grateful. I was drunk, but I
was not stupid. While I had given up the intelligence business, I
knew it had not given up on me. We had traveled across North
America in a horseshoe direction from Key West to Cabo San
Lucas. I was being invited into a new club. Our VW had thrown
a rod and a former cop wanted me to buy him a gun. It was time
to leave. I wrote a check for the airfare and decided not to pay
the entrance fee for membership in the Baja Rod and Gun Club.
I had read Camus’ L’Etranger. I had experienced the heat of
the sun and knew each act had its unintended consequences.
Even through an alcoholic haze and overwhelmed with gratitude, I knew it was probable that gun would be used in ways I
would not want to know about. Since then, each time a Mayor
of Tijuana, a presidential candidate and several American DEA
(Drug Enforcement Agency) agents have been murdered, I
thank God I failed my membership exam.
Written for my daughter Zoeann, Christmas Day 2000
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EMPLOYERS CAN KEEP
EMPLOYEES FROM GOING
TO THE COMPETITION
Employment security once meant keeping your job. Today,

it may mean keeping your workers. Without a skilled staff you
will lose clients, your business and therefore your job. Skilled
employees have become mobile resources and there is a significant cost to their recruitment, training and retention. Some are
becoming entrepreneurs, selling their skills on the open market
Employees are offered signing bonuses; they negotiate staff
development plans upfront and evaluate offers based on the
technology they will be working with. It is a challenge to retain
the best employees. Let’s explore some reasons why employees
leave and what businesses can do.
The most obvious reason to leave your job is for a better
one. It could mean more interesting work, better security, and a
raise in salary, improved benefits; an unexpected career opportunity, more time with the family, a midlife shift and personal
priorities or the need to get away from a stressful unhealthful
work environment. The departing worker may not even know
for sure. He just knows it is time to go, and you wonder what
might have been done to keep him.
First, look beyond individual cases, to recognize that the
world of work is not what it used to be. Being a boss does not
mean you have control. Many workers have lost confidence in
their employers. For too many years companies took the broad
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supply of labor for granted. It is now a tight labor market and
companies must compete to purchase the skills available.
With major corporations exporting jobs overseas, downsizing, outsourcing, economic development agencies engaged
in a tax break bidding war to bring new factories to the area,
individuals no longer expect companies to be loyal to them. In
response, the most skilled employees have learned how to sell
their services, ask for a good paycheck and benefits, but most of
all make sure this job prepares you to be in a better negotiating
position when it is time to move on.
The culture of work has changed. Fredrick Taylor introduced scientific management in the early days of the 20th century. Generations of managers then designed factories where
little thinking was required. World War II trained a generation
of men in military management hierarchy. They brought that
mental model into civilian male-dominated businesses building
centralized corporations.
Then an expanded national highway system brought mobility; after the 1960s came free spirit, inclusion of more women
in the workplace and portable pensions. General access to telecommunications technology created decentralized organizations and transferred more power to the individual.
A second step is to view your employees as internal customers. Everyone knows it is cheaper to retain current customers
and more expensive to find new ones. You need to learn what
is going on with employees, what they want their lives to be
like and integrate their needs with your own. This is not just a
“be nice” philosophy. It makes economic sense. Individuals are
making increasingly informed purchasing decisions, choosing
between a wide variety of cars, lifestyles, communications systems and clothing.
When employees realized they no longer had the option of
job security, many learned how to design personal economic
security plans. Jobs became a component of the individualized
“business plans”, the way workers were once a component of the
corporation’s scientific management business strategy.
Learn how your employees “purchase” employment, make
their career choices and why. Then design a strategy for their
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skill development and retention. If you don’t, your competitor
will. The competition wouldn’t have to steal your employeethey will volunteer to change jobs.
Third, develop a business strategy based on nature rather
than the mechanics. Darwin emphasized survival through
adaptation, not just fitness, People learned about work from
their parents. The challenge may be to decide what people are
willing to unlearn, as much as what they need to learn.
Workers should no longer be seen as parts of the mechanical
process. Businesses can’t buy employees the way one purchases
commodities. The key is to design an overall business strategy
that encourages employees to align themselves and their personal strategies with your business. You need to become their
preferred employer.
Learn more about alternative leadership models. Think
beyond control issues and embrace change. Otherwise you will
remain a way station while employees continue their search for
good work. The best retention strategy may be to enroll your
staff as active partners in redesigning your business for the 21st
century demands.
Fourth, learn from your “competitors” and consider building strategic alliances within your industry. Collaborate to
create industry wide staff development and retention programs.
Otherwise you could all lose employees to emerging industries.
It has happened before.
Edward Murphy is president of Saratoga Springs-based
Murphy Associates, a firm providing management, planning,
and communications consulting services to businesses.
Capital District Business Review,
July 2000
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ON BECOMING A LEADER
“I would not be a Moses to lead you into the Promised Land,
because if I could lead you into it, someone else could lead you
out of it.”—Eugene V. Debs

I am a reflective practitioner. I learn from reading, experience,
effort, success, and failure. Adaptation strengthens my capacity to
lead. Writing this essay is part of an external meditation.
I am a leader, focused on economic and social justice,
ethics, and organizational effectiveness. How do I know?
Because I stepped forward, articulated a vision, gathered support, listened, practiced, studied, experimented, made mistakes,
learned from them, found coaches, applied for executive jobs,
was hired, succeeded, and gained confidence. One day, I knew
I was in the guild.
Authentic leadership is not just a title. You earn it every
day and can lose the privilege. Someday my slot will be taken
or handed over. It may hurt, but I won’t complain. I’ve had a
good run. I hope these reflections encourage younger labor
leaders. That’s one reason I’m writing here. Another is to help
me understand what I have done and to focus on the next
phase of my life.
I came to the New York State American Federation of
Labor and Congress of Industrial Organizations (NYS AFLCIO) in 1999, with diverse experiences and a reputation as an
innovator and implementer. I was given opportunities, as well
as financial and institutional support. A year later, I founded
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and became Executive Director of the Workforce Development
Institute (WDI).
Leaders improvise. Sometimes they even make history.
Gandhi did not have a blueprint. He titled his memoir Gandhi,
An Autobiography; The Story of My Experiments with Truth.
Life has no clear path. Leaders interpret trends, lean forward,
point the way, seize the moment, take a risk, and encourage
others to join them on a journey. There are no leaders without a
constituency lending them authority. You have to respect those
who invest, who give you power. Your role must be renewed,
with humility, often at awkward moments. Think of a rubber
band. You can only stretch a relationship so far. One end moves
forward while the other holds you back. Push too far, too fast,
and the band will break, and that is the end of your leadership.
The best leaders stretch, introduce tension, educate, and inspire
their constituency. Then the group follows and takes ownership
of new ideas and relationships.
WDI was birthed by many, but my story is the one I know
best. With a mixture of pride and humility, I share how I was
prepared for my role. I ask you, the readers, to reflect on your
own experiences and leadership; to accept credit for what each
of you has contributed to your family, community, and country.
I am proud of my leadership, and hope that you are of yours.
`
I wasn’t born to lead. I am the baby of my family, number
six. Even the cats and dogs didn’t follow me. This may have been
a stimulus to find some way to become visible. Ask any musician or athlete, and they will tell you that one has to find a niche,
practice, seize the moment, practice, draw attention, practice,
find models, show discipline, practice, learn from good coaches
and find better ones who will push you beyond your limited
dreams, adapt, practice, and develop a personal vision of victory. Success cannot be prescribed. We improvise, make our own
luck, take advantage of trends, and exploit leadership vacuums.
I grew up Irish, with the clarity of the Roman Catholic
Church and the confusion of my mother’s death in 1952, before
I was seven. My family was filled with grief. We focused on what
was lost and how to survive. Pop took care of the basics. We
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kids became a team, with more autonomy than our peers. Our
family offered love and support, and still does. This is one reason
I have confidence, and value organization, teams, cooperation,
and reliability. Religion gave me hope that someday I might see
my mom again and that there is more to life than living. Public
school gave me intellectual discipline.
I learned from three strong leaders. My father was the
prime authority, provider, and unifying force. Our pastor,
Father McCormick, ruled on Sundays and was an ever-present
spiritual guide. Mrs. Cerreta, principal of Public School 11, was
my secular authority. The family gave me a sense of organization and coherence. The church offered hope and inspiration.
Grammar school trained my mind, demanded discipline, and
provided skills. My leaders were confident and inspiring, fallible, and practical. I’ve met few better. Leadership is local and
personal. One needs to understand and care about those who
follow. As Che Guevara said, “The true revolutionary is guided
by great feelings of love.” There must be shared values and trust.
My yearning for, and focus on transformative social change
started when I was a wounded child. I wanted my life to be
better. I found I wasn’t the only one who needed help. Faith
and education moved me beyond my family’s impacted grief.
Public school teachers showed me a world beyond religion.
President Kennedy became my significant leader. I developed
a relationship with him. He was Irish, Catholic, a Democrat, a
war hero, and articulate. He challenged me: “Ask not what your
country can do for you; ask what you can do for your country.”
The priesthood was my response. Paulist Father Kelly, another
articulate and inspiring Irishman, spoke to my parish and
pointed me toward his American religious community. In 1963,
I left Staten Island for their seminary in Baltimore. I learned
how to learn. My eyes and mind opened wider. Working among
the inner-city poor showed me that many had it worse than
me. We visited prisons. I walked along death row and through
mental health wards. I spoke with drug addicts, and each
night returned to a safe, white, quiet school; warm food and
clean sheets; to priest-professors who committed their lives to
service. We were privileged. I learned of worker-priests who
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shared the life of those they served. After three years, I realized that faith was a personal asset. My primary interest was
in social and economic justice. I saw how religion could be a
barrier. A comfortable clerical life protected me from having
to take responsibility for my own survival. I remain grateful to
the Paulist community for spiritual and academic education,
training, support, and inspiration. In 1966, I decided it was
time to move on and take responsibility for myself, to grow so
I would be able to serve others. I had expanded my perspective. I trusted that God had work for me to do. But first I had
to take off my training wheels.
Much happened in the following years that contributed to
my understanding. Leaving the Paulists, I gave up my draft
exemption. The military waited outside the novitiate. I engaged
my fate, enlisted, became an intelligence agent, learned to
speak Vietnamese, and went to war; a dramatic change.
I came home with a combat veteran’s caste privilege. I was
a Vietnam expert, and became an anti-war activist. I stood up
for peace, organized with Vietnam Veterans Against the War
(VVAW), and drew media attention. The press ordained me a
leader. I accepted the role and title; helping other vets, talking
to community groups, being on the radio and TV, getting my
message out. Action was practical, comforting, and therapeutic.
I risked my life in Vietnam and survived; I have never
taken that for granted. My new life began on May 9, 1969,
when I came home from the war. I did not want anyone else
to die. I risked my identity, security, and future when speaking out against the war, motivating some and antagonizing
others. I got hate mail: “Your mother must be a Jew.” Some
said I was a traitor to my Irish race. “What did you expect?”
my supportive father asked. He encouraged me to let this roll
off my back. Instead, it showed me the connection between
war, racism, poverty, and social and economic injustice. Many
saw my standing up as an act of courage, yet it was more about
integrity and responsibility.
I was a former combat intelligence agent, fluent in Vietnamese. I had frontline experience and solid information relevant to
the public debate about our war. I didn’t have a right to remain
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silent. Leadership requires personal integrity, vision, action,
and humility. One needs to risk rejection and accept credit with
humility. Vietnam drew me out. I had to either speak up, or be
ashamed and live with my conscience. My expertise, caste privilege, and voice made me a leader. Standing up in my home community was a risk. I invited support and criticism from those who
knew and loved me. I lost some friends and gained some more.
A few family members were embarrassed. I sought help dealing
with the emotional consequences of this. I came to understand
how important it is for leaders to know themselves, to explore
their personal feelings and motivations, and to respect the psychological dynamics inherent in conflict. Mental health is an
asset, and asking for help is a start. I began to study all aspects of
transformative social change. I sought further opportunities to
serve, to learn, and to become more effective.
In 1970, I returned home to Staten Island. I’d been inspired
by Gandhi, JFK, RFK, Dorothy Day, Martin Luther King, Jr.,
and Saul Alinsky, the great community organizer and author of
Rules for Radicals: A Pragmatic Primer for Realistic Radicals.
Alinsky spoke at a Paulist seminarians’ conference, and encouraged young people to organize within their home communities,
where we had shared history, experiences, and credibility.
When I left the army in Washington, D.C., I could have
gone anywhere. I wanted to go home. I’d spent three years in
seminary and three more in the military. Coming home from
war, I was lost and needed to get grounded. I was angry and had
a score to settle. Staten Island sent me to war. I’d enlisted and
filled a draft slot in my community’s quota. I wanted to have
a community conversation about what that meant, and what I
learned, reporting back to those I represented in Vietnam.
I also needed to complete my education. Most of my intelligence peers had undergraduate degrees; some, even law degrees.
I had only two years of college and a weak academic record. I
was hungry to learn, and wanted another chance. Richmond College (CUNY) gave this to me. I chose to live, study, and organize
on Staten Island. I stood out, and was elected president of the
student government. I helped focus the student body, and represented us to faculty, administrators, and our local community
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during turbulent times. I engaged in civil disobedience to protest
the war. I was arrested at the White House with Linda Geary and
other friends. Nine months later, Lin and I were married. Lin’s
feminism opened my eyes further: male leaders must listen to
and respect women, disarm our sexist perspectives, learn from
women, and advocate for their concerns as much as our own.
Two years later, I defeated our congressman to become a
delegate to the 1972 Democratic Convention. In that process,
I tested myself against a neighbor, a distinguished West Point
graduate, Korean War hero, and experienced elected leader. I
learned two important lessons. Every leader is vulnerable, and a
well-organized insurgent with a good cause and field operation
can win against traditional complacent leaders who behave as if
elected office is their right.
At the Miami convention, I had a rude awakening with the
media. My prior experiences with journalists had been positive.
Reporters asked good questions, took notes, and fairly represented what I said. I was an interesting interviewee: a former
combat intelligence agent who spoke Vietnamese, who had served
in an infantry division, and who had exposed the CIA’s Phoenix
Program as a reckless assassination initiative. At the Miami convention, it was different. The national media had already framed
their story: another Chicago. They had less interest in who I was
and what I knew. CBS national correspondent John Hart saw me
as another anti-war veteran inside the convention, while a contingent from VVAW demonstrated outside. He asked about my
commitment to George McGovern and what we would do if the
Democrats didn’t nominate him. I didn’t plan on losing that fight,
so I did not give an answer. He pushed, and I said, “We will do
what we have to if we face that situation.” Hart became intense,
and asked, “Are you threatening violence?” His story was about
crazy Vietnam veterans rather than me, a combat veteran who
rejected violence and was working inside the system to make
change. I looked at him like he was crazy, but he was serious. My
values were clear, but they conflicted with his storyline.
The day Bobby Kennedy was killed, I was at war, and had
shared my perspective in a letter to my brother: “Vietnam is one
of our mistakes…. In our country there are many ways to make
196

On Becoming A Leader

ourselves heard. I hope the legitimate means afforded us through
the democratic process will be used. If the swifter and more
dramatic means of violence are used, then history will have that
much more reason to condemn us.”
If Hart had been interested, I would have explained that I had
committed myself to nonviolent direct action. I was insulted by
his assumption that veterans were dangerous. He taught me to
be careful with my answers; to understand who I was talking to,
and to be clear about my messages and what reporters wanted
out of each conversation. Hart had his story and he just needed
a comment from me to justify his assumptions. He had seen the
1968 Chicago convention, expected a replay, and was ready for a
scoop. I learned again that if I wanted to communicate messages,
I needed to be clear, concise, and prepared for smart, stupid, and
insulting questions. I also had to get better at presenting my perspective.
At home, my interests expanded. Freedom for Northern
Ireland, environmental advocacy, and interracial justice became
concerns. I made connections between an immoral, wasteful
war and the destruction of the environment; between a foreign
policy that supported dictators in Vietnam, Chile and British
colonialism; between racism at home and abroad and our preference for killing instead of providing jobs and healthcare.
In 1973, I ran as the progressive candidate for Borough
President of Staten Island in a Democratic primary. I advocated
for veterans, peace, healthcare, the environment, civil rights,
fair housing, and to close Willowbrook State School, but I did
not understand public finance. Had I won, I would have faced
New York City’s fiscal crisis and yielded to more conservative
technocrats to make the trains run on time.
I chose to develop executive skills, and did my apprenticeship in San Diego. Lin was accepted to graduate school in
Psychology, so we moved west. I became director of an agency
serving the poor and the homeless. Our staff was made up of
young counterculture activists. Six weeks after I was hired, 120
businesses petitioned to have the agency defunded. They saw
us as a magnet for the homeless, and objected to our clients
walking their streets, sleeping on the beaches, and disrupting
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the tourist trade. My mission impossible was to reorganize the
agency, rebuild community support, and convince county government to continue funding us. I used skills I didn’t know I
had and found an organizational mentor. Anne Dosher taught
organizational development at Lin’s graduate school, and was
a neighbor and founder of my agency. She said, “It’s a good
thing that you are sane and not looking to make a career out of
this job.” Anne saw that I was an East Coast guy, and believed
I would return east after Lin graduated. She explained that
an organization reflects the psychological profile of its leader.
Previous directors had wanted to run a club: to be friends with
their staff and clients rather than lead an effective organization
that helps people. I prioritized services, success, and survival
of the agency. I was willing to direct, compromise, and develop
partnerships with the business community, rather than lead a
cultural conflict. We all won. And Anne was right. Lin graduated and we moved to Saratoga Springs, New York.
Richard Nelson Bolle’s What Color is Your Parachute
helped me prioritize where and how I wanted to live as much
as it helped me with finding work. Lin and I had grown up on
Staten Island. I’d left for seminary before the bridge to Brooklyn
brought urban life and “paved paradise and put up a parking
lot.” I liked being near the City but separate too. We chose to
live in Upstate New York so I could work in state government.
We arrived without jobs. My first one there was in a state park
inside Saratoga Springs, a small city north of Albany, with an
easy commute to the state capital. In 1977, having found work, I
started graduate school in Public Administration. I studied government while practicing it.
My career path has been varied and full. I’ve learned from
all I’ve done. Every four years, more or less, my jobs changed. By
1981, I had a Master’s degree and a new baby, and had lost my
job, so Lin and I founded Pathfinders Institute, a non-profit. We
led initiatives related to PTSD: veterans, rape crisis, and domestic violence. We built an agency from scratch.
In 1983, I went back into government, joining Governor Mario M. Cuomo’s administration to develop programs
for Vietnam veterans, while Lin ran Pathfinders. I learned to
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integrate policy, programs, budgets, and personnel. In 1987, I
moved from the Division of Veterans Affairs to the Civil Service
Department, and was invited to lead development of the state’s
first workforce plan. In 1991, I returned to Vietnam for a United
Nations Industrial Development Organization (UNIDO) investors’ forum to explore economic development opportunities.
I had hurt Vietnam; I wanted to help heal her and rebuild
America’s relationship with her. This was deeply personal, and
an opportunity for me to use my intelligence and language, my
political and organizational skills. It was a unique and timelimited opportunity, so I returned home and got myself out of
government. Lin supported my decision.
I left steady State employment to start another business,
Murphy Associates, a small consulting group. With a mortgage
and two children, we took another risk, not wanting to miss the
historic opportunity to work on reconciliation between America and Vietnam. I did business consulting, environmental, and
humanitarian work. I wrote about Vietnam, spoke at colleges,
produced three photography exhibits, and produced a book with
our daughter, Zoeann: Vietnam: Our Father Daughter Journey.
These experiences prepared me for a 1999 invitation I
received from our friend Denis Hughes when he was elected
President of the NYS AFL-CIO. Denis invited me to become
part of his team. I stood at a crossroads. Lin and I had considered moving to Vietnam, where I would have more opportunities as a business consultant. We decided it was not in the best
interests of the family, especially for our children. Vietnam had
been isolated by an embargo for decades after our war, and their
schools were not very good. Four years earlier, I had run for
mayor of Saratoga Springs, and almost won. I was planning a
second campaign. I was confident I could win, but victory came
with a $14,000-a-year salary. Denis’s offer was not fully defined,
but there were many pluses: working for a man I respected,
staying in our community, our children attending good schools,
an opportunity to serve working families, strengthening organized labor, a real salary and benefits. I had organized veterans,
developed services, and contributed toward reconciliation with
Vietnam. I’d done my share and needed economic stability. I
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chose organized labor. A colleague ran for mayor in my place
and he won. We both won.
Authentic leadership emerges from personal experience.
It balances personal and constituency needs, and engages in
a dynamic relationship with those we lead and learn from. I
did not emerge through traditional union ranks, so I had to
earn my right to lead. I listened, learning what was important
to union members and labor leaders, and I found a niche. WDI
became where I could add value. Denis hired me to participate
in his renewal of organized labor. I partnered with his Secretary-Treasurer, Paul Cole; legislative director, Ed Donnelly; and
Joe McDermott, the director of the Consortium for Worker
Education (CWE).
Together we incubated WDI as a vehicle to assist the statewide labor movement. I am a non-profit entrepreneur. We
recruited a strong board of directors and founded WDI, and
I became its director. My first priority was to listen and learn.
I visited regional labor leaders and heard their priorities. We
decided to expand the mission: to serve working families; provide incumbent worker education and training services; and
strengthen relationships with businesses, minorities, women,
immigrants, and community groups.
Through graduate education in public administration, work
inside government, and running non-profits and a small consulting group, I learned the New York State procurement process. My first accomplishment at WDI was to show how New
York State Education Department funding for union training
could be realigned to give organized labor more influence over
state training resources. Unions were approaching schools with
a tin cup, begging for funds for training. I designed an initiative that enabled statewide education funds to be contracted
through CWE to WDI and distributed to unions. This let local
unions design their own courses and gave WDI operating
resources. I demonstrated my value and earned the confidence
of labor leaders. The legislature increased our funding, and we
grew beyond union training to provide child care, business and
economic development, and cultural and community services.
We strengthened our regional operations. Local advocates
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communicated their satisfaction to legislators. They saw how
effective we were and they renewed and enlarged our appropriations. We built strategic partnerships with organized labor,
legislators, the business community, educators, and community
organizations.
Self-responsibility and credibility are twin aspects of good
leadership. Fiscal impropriety breaks faith and trumps the best
intentions. I see myself and WDI as trustees of public funds.
We built WDI with strong and transparent fiscal controls. In
the murky and practical world of government, our reputation
for fiscal integrity became an asset. Denis brought me into
organized labor. My behavior had to reflect his ethics and good
judgment. I needed to not shame him. Many more have since
invested in my leadership, provided financing and organizational support, and accepted my guidance.
I must be proactive, responsive, and fiscally responsible in
order to remain credible. WDI documents programs and processes, requires double signatures on all checks, has annual
external audits, and promotes transparency. I managed inside
government, ran non-profits and a small business. I’d put my
family’s security on the line. I understand cash-flow management and how vulnerable a labor group could be to allegations
of fiscal impropriety. As Anne Dosher pointed out to me, an
agency reflects the personality and integrity of its leader.
So, what now? I believe in succession planning. I am getting
older. Someone needs to take my job, and I am not qualified
to decide who that will be. Like most leaders, my perspective
is constrained by my own experience. My goal is to help the
next generation of leaders, not choose one. There are no blueprints—only examples, hope, principles, and experiments. I am
a reflective practitioner, so I recommend that emerging leaders step forward and start with an environmental scan: study
yourself, your organization, your society, and then design your
own strategy. I was born in 1945 and defined a leader in 1970.
I grew up during the Cold War, studied in a seminary, became
an intelligence agent, went to war, and came home on a mission to build a nonviolent, peaceful, and just society. My generation’s social environment included an economic resurgence,
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war, racism, sexism, homophobia, a concentration camp for the
“mentally retarded” (Willowbrook), activists, inspiring leaders,
and what President Eisenhower called the military-industrial
complex, which partnered with Congress and universities.
We have made progress: ended the Vietnam War, built an
environmental movement, and improved the lives and rights
of women and gays. We closed Willowbrook and integrated
developmentally disabled citizens into society. We finally have
national healthcare. We still have war, racism, and the militaryindustrial-congressional complex. Workers, unions, and immigrants are under siege.
The next generation of leaders has plenty to do. They will
push their own priorities, using newer and more appropriate
technologies. I did not grow up with computers, cell phones,
the Internet, Facebook, or even seat belts. Younger leaders have
intuitive knowledge I am missing. But I am a futurist and an
optimist. I have great confidence in the next generation, and
write, offering to help. I share the path I took as a contribution,
a reference, but not a map. I believe the most important skill an
emerging leader needs is an internal guidance system, a combination of values and ethics, and a personal GPS and gyroscope.
In 2014, I signed a five-year non-renewable contract with
WDI. My primary purpose is to lead the agency and strengthen
its capacity to operate without me. There is a body of literature about what happens to an organization when the founder
leaves. The best founders prepare their organization, surrender
willingly, encourage change, and don’t try to manage from the
grave. We each have our role and our personhood. It is best to
understand the distinction. I am no longer building an organization. We won. I am writing more and mentoring. The
best thing I have done for WDI lately is to hire strong leaders,
capable of managing independently. I don’t agree with all of
their decisions, but they can’t lead if they only obey. I won’t let
go in years to come if I don’t practice now. I am also engaging
my board more in wide--ranging discussions related to mission, services, and direction. Boards get comfortable with, and
support, a strong and skilled executive. I need to continually
examine that balance and partnership. We have an informed
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and strong board, skilled leadership, and regional and administrative teams. We have built a leader-full organization. My role
is to clearly state a vision, encourage everyone’s strengths, guide
the agency, and develop younger leaders who will refocus WDI
to address emerging trends.
I feel responsibility to the field of leadership. I invite comments and discussion. I write because I must—in order to stay
clear and discuss what I believe. I respond to those who ask
questions, listen, challenge, corroborate, and help me learn.
Working Stories,
Essays by Reflective Practitioners, 2016
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