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AAAuuutttooobbbiiiooogggrrraaappphhhiiicccaaalll   SSStttaaattteeemmmeeennntttsss   
 

This chapter was typed in 1969 and appears to be a rough, unfinished work; a practice in 
self-reflection rather than intended for a prospective employer like the second section.  
 

To begin a story implies that there is a point at which you can measure to start. This 
story seems to have been going on forever. For the sake of understanding I will almost 
arbitrarily choose a point in time. The time is when Ann and I first met. 

She was a freshman and I a first-term sophomore at Michigan State. She was living 
in Williams girls' dorm. I was living at College House. College House was a large old 
home owned and operated by the local Y.M.C.A. The first floor and basement were used 
for social activities; the third for housing a few needy students. 

I really don't remember much about our first meeting except after bounding down 
the stairs I found myself in a sizable group of people. She was one of several girls. The 
first things I remember noticing were: she was quiet, pretty, a little ill-at-ease, and had a 
case of pimply face. Who knows the cause of the pimples, probably her period. 

I dated her a few times and felt that I had enjoyed myself. As to how much 
enjoyment it was I guess it was good. I really hadn't dated much in my life and don't 
know what it meant to feel at ease with a girl. With a girl hell. I didn't know what it meant 
to feel at ease with anyone. 

I dropped out of school half-way through fall term. I told people that the reason 
was money. Maybe it was. Maybe it was I didn't feel I could do the work. Maybe it was 
because I felt so alone in the group of people I lived with that I wanted to escape. 
Whatever it was, I told those who asked that it was money. My brother Bill had just 
returned from Korea and started to school on the G.I Bill. I joined the navy supposedly so 
that when I was discharged, my schooling could be paid for by the government. I wonder 
now what my reasons for joining were. Escape? Probably. I think the prospective of 
making an irreversible decision appealed to me. I remember how my parents took it. Mom 
was completely broken up, but this was nothing new. She seemed to completely break up 
over anything, no matter how trivial. This really didn't bother me. My father shook the 
hell out of me. Instead of ranting and raving as he usually did, he cried quietly. I knew it 
meant a lot to him that I go to college. He had wanted me to go to West Point very much. I 
had decided I was going to show my independence -- I got an appointment to Annapolis 
but during football season of my senior year in high school I dislocated my elbow. The 
way that it mended prohibited me from passing the physical exam. Here I was dropping 
out of school completely. Why was I disappointing him so? I didn't want to hurt him. I 
didn't want to hurt Mom either, but it didn't really bother me when I did because I 
couldn't tell if was real or not. I'm sure I really hurt her many times and for those times I 
even now feel bad, but she seemed to lie so often with the overt display of emotions, I 
couldn't believe her at all. I resented not knowing really how she felt. 
 Loneliness, Christ I thought I had been lonely before. It seemed now that I was 
alone in a sea of people. At least at the Y-House, and at home, people seemed to pretend 
to care. Here in boot camp not only didn't they care, they didn't pretend. Like the chief 



said, "We don't give a fuck how any of you guys feel. Just act like sailors." Things were 
bad. I tried to write a few letters to Mom, Dad and Bill and became discouraged of this 
when I received few or no replies. I got a card from Bill saying he had posted my letter on 
the bulletin board with a note, "He wants someone to write to him." The bastard. He hung 
my feeling of despair out for everyone to mock. During boot camp I was appointed chief 
peon or whatever the title. It was like Junior Assistant Scoutmaster. I guess they picked 
me because I had a year in college ROTC or some other stupid reason like that. This 
loneliness thing sure wasn't helped a bit by this role. As unsure as I was with people-- 
then I'm told to be responsible for the actions of others. I didn't feel very responsible even 
for my own actions. Actually, at the time they told me I was to be chief peon, I felt good. I 
think I believed that people would look to me for leadership-- be my friend and all that 
rot. Man, what a disappointment. They all hated me and I knew it. How did I know it? 
Little ways like taking my fart-sack off my pad before inspection and tromping it into the 
mud, like talking me into getting into the ring to represent them in a boxing tournament 
and cheering like hell when I was kicked on my ass. Great to be one of the chosen ones, 
eh? Anyhow, when I begged to be relieved of my position and the request was granted, I 
thought things would have to be better. I couldn't have been more wrong. Now I was a 
thing to be pitied, ridiculed and all that. I really felt like doing something to myself, 
anything, just to be removed from the scene. I used to report to sick bay just in hopes that 
they might find something wrong and confine me long enough to be transferred to 
another company. If only I could start over. 

When the time came to be interviewed as to the type of assignment I wanted I 
didn't know what the hell I wanted. They told me I could go to any school the navy had. 
Then they told me about 50 zillion different things I could do or places I could go. I 
remember one thing in particular that I had heard somewhere, "Sub duty is for people 
who must be able to work closely together." I didn't feel very able but I wanted to work 
closely so bad that I didn't give a shit about it being on the bottom of the sea. I was sent to 
New London to train for submarine duty. Scared? Oh man. 

I arrived at the base in a blinding snowstorm. I had flown from Great Lakes to 
Providence in a transport with a bunch of other guys who also seemed scared. Funny, at 
the time I felt a kind of camaraderie with them, maybe realizing the common denominator 
-- fear. When I took the bus from Providence to New London, I was all alone. Getting off 
that bus at the gate, seabag on my shoulder, alone in this fantastic storm, created a feeling 
in me I will always remember. I was the only man on earth condemned to -- to God only 
knows. 

Life at sub school was bearable, whatever that means. I studied and did reasonably 
well. Occasionally, I went into town with the guys. I still never felt any real bond between 
me and anyone else. The part that always seemed to bother me was how people would 
talk about their many and true friends. How were they able to find them? How true were 
they? How did they know they were true? 

I was assigned to the U.S.S. Trout at New London. It was one of the last 
conventional boats built before the atomic era. A crew of 85 officers and men. Officers and 



men? What did that mean? I'm a man, at least they kept telling me so. If I'm a man, what 
were the officers? 

My first assignment was to the sea-gang. This meant I had to chip paint, stand 
watches, paint, clean whatever got dirty, stand coolie duty in the galley, and anything else 
someone who wasn't a man dreamed up. Really, I didn't do all those things at once, and I 
had time to spend as I saw fit. The work assignments were simple and I didn't resent them 
-- sometimes. I was supposed to work at qualifying -- earning my Dolphins. This meant I 
was to learn as much as the non-men determined I was supposed to about the various 
systems on the boat. I was supposed to be able to operate any piece of equipment on the 
boat. Many things I was supposed to be able to repair in case of emergency. I learned 
many of the things I was supposed to with great difficulty. Some things I was credited for 
knowing I really didn't understanding. I believe the name of the game is, Learn What You 
Can and Bullshit What You Don't. There was one system I couldn't seem to either learn or 
bullshit my way through, so what did I do? I signed my own card. I got my Dolphins and 
was proud of them. I showed them off for all the hard work they represented. It was easy 
to put all the bullshit and lies out of my mind, but sometimes -- . 

For the first two years in the navy I guess I was relatively happy. WHATever the 
hell that means. I met Jack. Jack was a goer. He seemed to want many of the same things 
that I wanted. He was devoutly Catholic, and showed it. He not only wanted many of the 
things that I wanted, he seemed to have the drive that I lacked to get them. He earned his 
Dolphins in a minimum amount of time. He earned the rate of first class electrician's mate 
in the three and a half years he was in the navy. Jack came from a very meager 
background financially speaking. His father was a drunk and his mother was very ill. He 
dropped out of high school in the ninth grade to work in a bakery to support his mother. 
When his mother died, he joined the navy on a kitty-cruise. It seemed to me that he felt he 
had to prove his worth to the world. He held himself to what to me to be very high and 
very good standards, but because of this very few people appeared to be close to him. I 
spent many liberties with Jack and enjoyed his presence as I had never with any other 
person. We drank together, worked together, ate together. I believe he felt for me some of 
what I felt for him, even though there were many times when his humor was at my 
expense. He use to make little digs as to my weight, my ability to do various things, that 
hurt. I would try and reciprocate with like humor but failed, probably because my heart 
was not in it. He was giving me too much for me to want to hurt him. I taught him how to 
play chess and before he was playing a year was beating the hell out of me. I minded this 
and I didn't. I thought I played a pretty good game, but not against him. If anybody had 
to beat me consistently I was glad it was Jack. Jack was my friend. What did he do? He 
seemed to care about the things I cared about and, more importantly, he seemed to care 
about me. 

I had been in the navy about a year when I took leave to go home. I was anxious to 
go home to visit my parents and to visit Bill at College House. I really don't know why I 
was anxious to unless I had conjured up an unreal fantasy of what the old homestead was 
like. I certainly have a facility for focusing with nostalgia only on the good aspects. When I 
got home it was the same old shit; Mom and Dad fighting like hell and maneuvering me 



right into the middle of whatever it was. I called Bill and asked him to get me a ticket for 
the Notre Dame game. When I got up to school, he had not only done this but had 
arranged for me to take Ann with me. Oh man, I was in my glory! I hadn't earned my 
Dolphins yet, but who the hell would know if I wore them. "You're a submarine sailor?" 
people would ask. What a fantastic feeling, tinged with something way in the back of my 
mind saying, "There you go again claiming glory with bullshit." I would go into long 
speals recounting all that might look good, and stretching that sometimes almost to the 
breaking point. How I wished for those things to be true as I was relating them. 
 I liked Ann. She didn't come on strong, but she seemed to like me. I lied to her 
many times in our courtship. I wanted so much for her to want me, and how could she 
want me if I told her only the truth. I enjoyed my leave very much, I guess, because she 
seemed to enjoy me. I returned to East Lansing quite a few times on weekend passes, 
hitch-hiking both ways in 72 hours. They were good weekends. I guess I was being fed the 
things I thought I wanted, including feeling that she was too. I thought I was in love. Who 
knows, maybe I was. One thing is certain, I had never felt toward anyone the way I felt 
toward her. I made "improper" advances. She never let me go very far. I liked this, 
whatever the reasons, I liked this. Maybe it convinced me that she was a girl of high 
morals, whatever that means. 

Ann invited me to spend Christmas vacation with her at her home in Bound Brook, 
New Jersey. She was bringing a girlfriend with her, and I brought Jack with me. 

When I met Ann's family, I felt what more could anyone want than to come from a 
family like the Woldins. Her mother was vivacious, smooth-talking, and seemed to run 
the all-American home. Her father was quiet, enjoyed sports, and seemed very much 
engrossed in his work. 

The Christmas week I spent at the Woldins was for me a very good one. There were 
a couple of occasions when things got tight. I really can't remember the whys. I know Jack 
and Ann's girlfriend started off well, but very quickly degenerated into a real bad thing. 
All I know about the details is that they hardly spoke to each other after the first day. 
 
 



 
 This chapter, typed in early 1968, was part the author's application for a teaching job in 
East Africa. He was not hired. Editorial changes and spelling corrections in the handwriting of 
Ann Rue are incorporated into this text. The present manuscript appears to be a working copy from 
which a final draft was prepared.  -TSR  
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 When asked to write an autobiography, I must of necessity think back to the years I 
had once hoped to leave behind -- forgotten. 
 My early years in many ways were not particularly pleasant ones, although I'm 
sure they left a significant mark on the make-up of the man. 
 I was born in Detroit, Mich. in 1934 in the heart of the depression to a family of 
lower class socio-economic status. My father was deaf since early manhood and I have 
always felt this was an overwhelming handicap in his life. He had valued education but 
was unable to overcome this hardship and complete his schooling. He dropped out of 
college after his second year of college. Because of these factors he has supported his 
family almost totally by assembly line work. Of course his love of books, his respect for 
learning, and his desire for his children to do better certainly affected my outlook on life. 

My mother had a poverty background in every sense of the word. All of the 
memories I have of my youth are colored by being poorly clothed, or poorly fed, or 
unclean. 

I was the middle boy of three sons. My older brother is four years my senior and 
my younger brother 1 1/2 years my junior. When I was 14, another son was born, but 
Jimmy never seemed to be part of our shared miseries. (It was unfortunate, perhaps, for 
him to have no one with whom to share his miseries.) 

My parents built a home in 1940 in Livonia, Mich. outside a solidly middle class 
neighborhood. Everything we did or had was different from those with whom we went to 
school. Even while we walked a mile and a half to school in winter months, we were 
envious of our classmates. They walked no more than a half mile in clothes which enabled 
them to enjoy the childhood pleasures of winter. By the time we reached school our hands 
and feet were numb, our clothes stiff, and our hair frozen solid. 

By the time I was in high school, I had had many part-time jobs, and was then able 
to buy my own clothes, do my own laundry, and pay for my own dental costs. If I had 
not, these things would have been left unattended. 
 During my high school summers, I worked in a small church camp in various 
capacities from nature instructor to waterfront director. When I was 18, I served as 
business manager -- an unprecedented position for one my age. I was deeply impressed at 
the responsibility and trust that had been placed in me. The five summers I spent in Clear 
Lake Camp will always represent something special to me. I believe it was this experience 
which most affected my decision to spend my life in education. 

Unlike my brothers, I did reasonably well in the public schools. High school was an 
escape for me. I enjoyed all it stood for and was active in many aspects of school life. I 



played football and basketball and ran track. I was involved in student council and 
participated in two class plays. As I look back to my high school days, I view them with 
fondness, although by my senior year it was unavoidable that I face a new anxiety. It was 
doubtful that I would have the financial ability to realize the dream I shared with my 
father -- to attend college. 

In December of my senior year I went to work for General Motors on the midnight 
shift in hopes of making enough money for my first years expenses at Michigan State. I 
received a tuition scholarship from Michigan State University and $300 from the local 
PTA to apply to my first two years of school. I felt I was well set. However over the 
summer my parents used my savings for a number of things, and I went to college with 
$100 in my pocket and $300 in the bank. 

That first year at Michigan State was no picnic. I waited tables, swept floors, 
washed windows, cut asparagus, shoveled snow, and sold magazines while I studied on 
the side. It was not an easy life, but I managed to keep my head above water both 
academically and financially. 

My older brother Bill was discharged from the marines in time to enroll in school 
second semester. He received the generous benefits from the GI Bill and his lot looked 
increasingly attractive to me. I finally decided to enlist in the navy while the educational 
benefits were still available. 

The next four years I view with mixed emotions. I spent most of these four years as 
an electrician on a submarine. It often seemed like an eternity til discharge day, but I 
gained many valuable experiences working with people which I shall never forget. 

In 1958, I married a campus co-ed. My wife transferred to Connecticut College for 
Women in New London. The next two years we daily commuted our different directions -
- she to school and I to the sub. 

Our first child, a son, Thomas, was born in October 1958. I had been discharged 
early from the navy to return to school. My wife stayed with her parents until the baby 
arrived. My new family joined me at MSU soon afterward. We spent the next two unusual 
years in a 30-foot mobile home. The GI Bill did not seem quite so lush when I had to 
provide for a family, but with a part-time job we managed to make ends meet. The arrival 
of our second son, David, in January 1960, made the situation a bit more difficult. 
However, I graduated soon after that in December 1960, and we went east to accept my 
first teaching position. I taught a sixth grade self-contained class for a year and a half. I 
was then reassigned in the same district to teach 7th and 8th grade math. 

In 1962, I changed districts and again took a position teaching a self-contained 6th 
grade class. This class was organized primarily around reading disabilities. My colleagues 
and superiors seemed pleased with the work I did that year. However, I never felt the 
teaching of reading to be one of my strengths, even though some of the children made 
noteworthy gains that year. I felt I could make a more significant contribution in teaching 
math. The next year I was reassigned, upon request, to teach math and have been doing so 
since. 

For the last four years I have served as math department group leader. In this 
capacity I have been primarily responsible for: 



1. Major curriculum revision in the mathematics department; 
2. Representing the department on a general curriculum planning committee; 
3. Orientation and assistance to new math teachers;  
4. Development of a mathematics library for student and teacher use; and 
5. Organizing and running the math club. 
Extracurricular student activities for which I am presently responsible include the 

student council advisorship, 7th and 8th grade dance committee advisor, and math club 
sponsor. 

I belong to the local, county, state, and national educational associations, the New 
Jersey Outdoor Education Association, and the National Council of Teachers of 
Mathematics. I have been actively involved in our local association for three years. I have 
served on the executive board, as chairman of the Teacher Educational Practice and 
Standards Committee, and am presently serving as salary chairman. We are now deeply 
involved in negotiations with our board of education concerning next year's salary 
agreement. 

I presently am serving on a citizen's committee in support of a bond referendum in 
the town in which I reside [Piscataway, New Jersey]. We are attempting to sell the 
township on the need for the construction of several new schools. The election is to be 
held in December. 

My summers since I began teaching have varied widely in activity. I earned my 
masters degree in school administration, taught summer school, attended a National 
Science Foundation institute in math, and also held some "odd" jobs to make ends meet. 

Presently I am tutoring two boys on a voluntary basis. One is a neighbor who is 
foreign-born and having serious academic problems. The other is a relative who hopes to 
enter college in January. I have in the past done considerable tutoring in math for 
supplementary income. 
 We have had two more children in the last four years. Our third was another boy, 
and finally came Ella, now age two. My wife has been a great support to me in almost all 
that I have attempted. I shall be eternally grateful to her encouraging support in the areas 
in which she saw merit, her intelligent criticism in areas in which she had doubts, and her 
never ending readiness to attempt the unorthodox, the unusual, or often the outlandish. 
 We have indeed been a very fortunate family. Both my wife and I, as well as the 
children, have enjoyed good health. In light of this, we attempted a cross-country, 
summer-long family camping trip last summer which was, to say the least, a unique 
experience. It was our first real opportunity to discover America. Perhaps it was this that 
awakened our pioneering spirit. 

And so-- I apply to teach in East Africa. Many friends and colleagues have raised 
an eyebrow and questioned why. I believe it is because we feel there are many exciting 
things to do in this world, many ways in which to contribute one's assets to mankind, 
many challenges to meet, and many aspects of life to discover. I believe I have much to 
offer such a program, and I believe my family has much to gain. My wife and I have 
discussed this prospect at length and hope to have this opportunity of becoming true 
citizens of the world. 



 



The promotion of a deviant community: 
Innisfree -- An experience in deviance 

 

 
- A PERSONAL ACCOUNT BY CLYDE B. RUE –   

 
The following, dated December 16, 1976, was written in a partial fulfillment of a graduate 

seminar in education at Trenton State College.  
 
During the school year of 1969-70, I was working at Montclair High School. At that 

time, I was teaching mathematics and having a great deal of trouble feeling that I was 
doing justice to most of my students. At that time I had taught 12 years and really felt that 
the issues of "relevance" and "value-imposition" were of paramount importance. I felt that 
these issues were not honestly being faced by the public schools. I was not alone in this 
belief. Several of my colleagues and I made several attempts to approach the 
administration with a formal proposal to organize an alternate program within the school 
that did attempt to deal with these issues. The first attempt was met with a three-month 
delay, after which the principal explained to me that our proposal had been lost. The 
second attempt was met with another three-month delay before getting a response 
indicating the administration didn't feel the "time was right." It was due to this kind of 
frustrating experience that two of my colleagues and I turned to the private community to 
seek support for our proposal.  

On February 22, 1970, the three of us and our spouses announced ourselves to our 
students, to the high school staff, and to the rest of the community. We were looking for 
support from any quarter. What we had in mind was a program that was to be designed 
and implemented by its participants. There was to be input from all involved, where 
decisions would be made not just by the adult initiators but by the whole group of those 
people who would participate.  

We found support first among young people, many of whom knew they could not 
actually participate in the program but wanted to help in any way they could. We 
attracted other staff members, a total of 12. The staff included a nurse, a psychologist, a 
professional artist, a couple involved in theater and others of interesting and reputable 
backgrounds.  

The group decided what we wanted to do was raise the money to purchase 
property that could become our school. We located an old summer boarding house in 
Milanville, Pa. that really seemed appropriate to our needs. It came completely furnished 
and was only $61,000. (Only $61,000! For all practical purposes we had no money.)  



 We decided that if we promoted a summer program as a camp experience and 
charged tuition on a sliding scale, so that money did not exclude anyone who otherwise 
could go, we might be able to raise the capital to purchase the site.  

Two high school bands local to Montclair donated their services to provide fund-
raising concerts. A total of six concerts were held in different locations around the 
community, each of which raised several hundred dollars. These concerts, combined with 
a number of bake sales, rummage sales, and a benefit local play only raised a couple 
thousand dollars. More important than the money these activities raised was the attention 
they attracted. It was our intention that they would do so, and we tried to capitalize on 
this attention with the local media. Several of the students involved knew personally or 
had access to people who owned or controlled small foundations. At every opportunity I 
went by invitation with some of the youngsters to make an appeal for support.  
 To make a long story somewhat shorter, we found enough support to purchase the 
land. The site in Milanville, Pa. was christened Innisfree after the poem by Yeats.  

Our basic argument was that there were many kids who wanted and deserved a 
chance at really developing their own program. We used A.S. Neill's  

Visit A.S. Neill's Summerhill School to see a model "free school." 
 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

By the time school closed in June (four months), we had recruited 45 youngsters 
who paid anywhere from nothing to $650 for an eight-week experience. By this time we 
had raised $40,000 and recruited 12 staff members who were ready to donate their 
services for the summer with no expectation of financial remuneration. We had the land 
purchased with an 11-year mortgage and enough funds to hopefully get us through the 
first year. We had books and other supplies donated from individuals and companies to 
the extent of what we estimated our needs to be.  

As I have mentioned, the main thrust of our program was that it be self-directed. 
That the community as a whole accept responsibility for the program and that all 
individual members be accountable to assist in the resolution of the community's 
problems. By definition, the problems of the community included the problems of each of 
its members. It was this issue, that the greatest difference in where the line was drawn, 
that we had parted ways with Montclair High School. Many of us really believed the 
public school was not functioning in any realistic way to help its people to resolve their 
problems. It seemed the more energy we put into MHS the harder the "official" attitude 
was toward us and our efforts.  

In our Innisfree program there was only one regularly scheduled community-wide 
meeting per week, and as many more "general" meetings as were called by individual 
members of the community. We probably averaged three or four a weekend. These 
meetings dealt mostly with organizational problems; how to fairly distribute whatever 
work needed to be done; how to organize the various instructional and or recreational 
activities, who would teach them (many of them were taught by youngsters), how to deal 



with community-wide problems like theft, drugs, neighbor problems, animals, 
cleanliness, noise, and so on and on.  

I think these meetings were really very unusual. They succeeded, to a large extent, 
in resolving many of the problems. Most people felt "heard" and therefore felt they had 
been taken into account in whatever decisions the community made.  

There also were other meetings. They were of a smaller size where the whole 
community was divided up into six groups. These groups met several times each week for 
the first four weeks, after which we re-organized all groups. The purpose of these smaller 
groups was to provide help for each of its members in dealing with the interpersonal 
problems that we are all faced with. These groups were all led by experienced facilitators 
who were all working under the direction of the psychologist. I don't want to imply there 
were no problems with these groups. There were many, but those very problems were the 
content of a large slice of what we would call curriculum.  

There were many of the usual summer camp type of activities, but all with a slight 
twist. The initiation for the activity, and the responsibility for its success or failure, came 
as often as from the youngsters as id did from the adults. The word responsibility really 
did take on a heavy meaning.  
 It may sound like I am implying all people accepted "responsibility" and thrived in 
this program. This was not the case. Where it was not the case, it became content for 
discussion at meetings. During the summer, two youngsters went home because in one 
case the child was very unhappy and in the other the child's parent was unhappy with the 
program. I might also add we lost a staff member for the same reason.  
 I also do not want to sound like it wall "all good" from my point of view. I had 
accepted final financial responsibility (signed on the mortgage bond) and found myself 
frequently caught between commitments to community goals and my own financial fears. 
I have to say, in retrospect, I believe there were no instances where the community did not 
seriously take my situation into account.  
 My experiences at Innisfree were mostly positive. Probably one of the most 
important, for me, was a recognition of the limits of my own ability to function in a "free" 
community. Here, as often the case is, when the limits are recognized the limit shifts 
position. I believe that much more freedom to be responsible or irresponsible can and 
should be afforded by our communities, as long as this is balanced by a commitment to 
"work out" the resulting problems.  
 We ran another similar program the second summer, but have not done so since. It 
is my hope to return to Innisfree when we are more able to handle the finances (my 
family's) and really do a school. I'm not sure this school would have the same kind of 
philosophy of commitment to freedom, but there certainly would be strong similarities -- 
mostly in terms of working out problems in some humanistic way.  
 When we started Innisfree, it was an attempt to get away from what we perceived 
as an oppressive way of educating people. At this point, I'm not at all sure there is a way 
of getting away from it. It seems, in retrospect, there were many at Innisfree who were 
oppressed or dominated by the "articulate" and I'm not at all sure of how to deal with that.  



 Those of us who felt the need to get away and do our own program were all fired 
from Montclair High School, and initially didn't care. We have all now returned to 
"straight society," whatever that is, and are leading lives that could hardly be called 
deviant, except in insignificant ways.  
 I believe the humanistic principles we strived so hard for are reachable. They are 
costly. Very often, it hurts to get really close to a group. And too often, the "high" being 
sought evaporates before attainment.  
 

Post Script 
One of the greatest ironies of the experience, for me, was that Montclair High 

School, the year after we created Innisfree, started not one but two alternative programs; 
one of which seemed to me very close in approach to what we originally proposed (the 
one that got lost). I like to think the trauma of Innisfree's birth provided the impetus for 
this change of heart, but I really don't know. I do know a number of the kids from 
Innisfree became involved in these programs and were able to demand and get a 
significant role in their design.  -- C.B.R. 
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Administrator
Note
To Arthur and Opal Rue, Livonia, Michigan 





















Administrator
Note
According to the the website of the University of Michigan's Bentley Historical Library, the Army-U. of M. game on October 6, 1962 was attended by 70,749 fans. It took place in Dearborn, Michigan, and had an end score of 17 to 7 in favor of the home team.
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1969 



June 30, 1969 

Where am I? I don' t  know the  answere t o  many quest ions  

b u t  I f e e l  t h a t  many thlnge a r e  nearer  t o  me now than I have 

ever f e l t  before. What values  are most importamt i n  l ife? 

It  seems t h a t  honesty may be the  most c l e a r l y  abta inable  one 

and o thers  seem t o  follow. Honesty f i r s t  with s e l f .  When 

I a m  honest with myself, I can then be honeet with othere i n  

a l l  aspects .  Honysty neces s i t a t e s  f a s t i d ious  t r u t h ,  as i n  

Boy Scout language "in thought wobd and deed." It a l ao  implies 

a l a rge  element of openneds. The a b i l i t y  t o  express without 

f e a r  f o r  myself anything about myself t o  othere where appro- 

p r i a t e  t o  the  invee t iga t ion  of self. What my f ee l ings  a re  t o  

var ious  s i t u a t i o n s  and t h e i r  i m p l i c ~ t i o n s  a r e  c r u c i a l  t o  f inding 

the  r e a l i t y  of me. I n  s e ~ r c h i n g  f o r  my r e a l l t y  I blve found 

much t h a t  I l i k e  and muah t h a t  I d ie l ike .  Some of those th ings  

t h a t  I d i a l i k e  have been a tendency t o  prejudge e i tua t ions ,  

people and motivatione. To withhold lud~ements  unti l  awtion 

Is  oal led  f o r  allows f o r  mere enlightened aotion. If no ac t ion  

i s  ca l led  fo r ,  why judge a t  a l l 3  Too of ten  I have found 

t h s t  I was l u d ~ i n a  what o there  ehould do or  ehould think when 

it was of no e f f e c t  on me. How of ten  I have mie jud~ed  a pereon 

or  a a i t u s t i o n  not knowing enough information. Only i d  ac t ion  

on my p a r t  i s  ca l led  f o r  m u s t  I then make my lud~emnt  hopefully 

aware of as many aspecte of eh t  s i t u s t i o n  se poesible. 

Truet i n  people i s  necessary t o  an open explorat ion of 

my r e a l i t y  I must t r u e t  t h a t  thoee who know m e  w i l l  not hur t  

me with i n t en t .  To bel ieve  t h i s  demands that  I rhek being 

hurt i n  becomin& known t o  thoee new t o  m.y ever widening c i r o l e  

of loved ones. I do not pretend t o  love a l l  mankind, I oan 

only love on a  one t o  one basie.  



The aoncept of leve eeeme t o  have ae i t e  p re reau ie i t e  t rue t .  

T m e t  before love. This  order  I bel ieve muet be. What i e  

love? I e  love the  t o t a l  acoeptance of one man f o r  another. 

WkabCe-Awe The dee i r e  t o  help  i n  any ei tuat ion.  The dee i re  

f o r  the  beet f o r  another. The dee i r e  f o r  ee l f  r e a l i z a t i o n  

f o r  another t o  the  pbint  where my own ee l f  r e a l i z a t i o n  i e  a t  
/ 

stake. Can t h i e  be ~ e n e r a l i z e d  t o  a l l  mankind? I don't  know. 







July  6, 1969 

Ann, I 've  hur t  you again, I t eeems I hur t  you so  of ten  

without any in t en t ion  t o  do so,  What I wae t ry ing  t o  eay 

about our time i n  bed together  was t h a t  i n  t he  l a s t  few 

days it seems t o  have keen a t  t he  t a i l  end of your emotional 

and phyeical eupply, I t  seeme t h l t  i n  these s i t u s  t ions  there  

i s  not enough t o  do yhat  I need i n  the  way of sexual f u l f i l l -

ment. Please do not  ask me t o  take  t h a t  t h a t  i s  not complete. 

I would ra ther  w a i t  f o r  another day. 

You have indicated t o  me t h a t  sex a t  these timee i e  not  

so much a aeed of yours a s  your dee i re  t o  give t o  me. Sexually 

I would ra ther  have you l e s s  o f ten  i f  t h a t  would mean when 

we fuck it  i e  a l l  the  way for  koth of ue. I understand you 

can never t e l l  if you're going t o  make i t  o r  not ,  but i f  

you're not cbmmitted t o  an attempt a t  completeneee, you have 

not allowed me t o  give,  ae  we l l  a s  take. 

I th ink t h a t  fo r  sex t o  be what I hope f o r  i t  t o  be, we 

each ehould give completely and unleee i t  i s  t h a t  way I th ink 

I would ra ther  not ,  

I don't  dnow how much of a need sex i s  t o  you, b u t  f o r  

too long I have f e l t  t h e  g u i l t  t h a t  it was only f o r  my eat le-

i?action. Right now I don' t  want it t h a t  way. I hope t h a t  

from now on i f  we a r e  t o  have r e l a t i ons  it w i l l  no t  be because 

I need i t  b u t  r a the r  because both of u s  do. If eex is  not  

on your need list, I amy going t o  attempt t o  remove It from 

mine. 

I love you, Ann, and t h l e  th ing ha8 got t o  be straightened 

out,  I wanted t o  t a l k  t h i e  evening when you came t o  bed, but 

I couldn't  keep you awake any longer i n  oonscience. 

Ann, I a m  going t o  attlrppt t o  hold baok any eexual approaoh 

t o  you u n t i l  you f e e l  t he  need, I hope you can exprees t h i e  



Dear Bud, 

What a de1ic:rte thing 18 love. If there wae anything I f e l t  I 

could be eure of In  l i f e ,  I always thought I aould be eure of fours, 

gut you l e f t  t h i e  morning, and some of the aloud of unaertaintf, 

or emptineee, or what ever it wse t ha t  hung over you remained 

behind wlth me. Wae i t  a fear  tha t  I d idn ' t  love sou? If it wae, 

I wonder how much of a threa t  t ha t  would be t o  your love fo r  me. 

Would it real ly  be poaeible for  you t o  go on thinking you've got 

the beet g i r l  i n  tbe world? How ehakable i e  the unehakable-the 

rook of my exletenoe? 

You ory for  opennesr. I ' ve  wanted I t  too. 1've wanted t o  

t e l l  you t o  be rea l i e t io ,  yet  fasred doing so. I 've  wanted t o  t e l l  

you how I reeented your inferna l  optimism when I didn't  ebsre it. 

I envied i t ,  but I didn' t  share it. I don't think there 'e anything 

I 've  wanted more than t o  have my love fo r  you oonsume me totally-- 

t o  have you walk In  the door and heare eeeing you l ight  me up inmlde. 

How I wleh I could avoid being overcome with the I r r i t a t i o n s  of 

the day, fat igue,  moodineee, *isreading l i t t l e  Innuendos8 i n  four 

manner, a11 the things tha t  put the l igh t  out. How I resent it, 

fo r  your l ight  always come through bright and a lear  acoentuating 

$he dimneea of mbne. 

I n  ep i te  of thbs, never do I f e a r  f o r  our marriage. Am I 

,wrong not to? For be t te r  or f o r  woree t h i e  18 my marriage-the 

only one I hope t o  ever have. nFor be t te r  or  f o r  wore@"--I never 

thought of marriage vows before In  any other than f a r  away tame, 

but I guees tha t ' e  what they mean t o  me. I want ao muoh for  it t o  

be for  be t te r ,  but I ' m  f u l l y  aware tha t  a t  time8 i t  could be fo r  

worse. I gueea tha t ' e  the eeeenae of my oommitment. 



I thought you shared t h e  same commitment, but  r i g h t  now I ' m  

not  sure. You.'ve chuays seemed oommitted t o  what I viewed waa 

an i l lue ion .  I ' m  not  eure you want t o  be oommltted t o  something 

l e s s  than tha t .  Maybe t h a t 1  s one reason I feared a l l  those g l m l n g  

and glorioue terms. If I tarnlehed them any would your love and 

commitment shine a s  br ight ly?  

I can hardly see  through t h e  teare .  They're tear8 of love, 

of unlove, of g u i l t ,  of sorrow, of happinees, of b i t t e m e s e ,  of 

resentment, of JOY. Analyzing them i n  a test tube would not t e l l  

you whioh i s  whioh o r  t he  percantages of composition, Jus t  as t h i s  

l e t t e r ,  another attempt a t  analys is ,  may not give you a n .  o lea re r  

p io ture  of what I am o r  what wa a r e  together.  The p o s i t l t e  

etstements seem t o  deny t h e  negatives t h e  negative imply t h a t  t he  

pos i t ive  a r e  nonexistent.  I r e a l l y  would l i k e  you t o  know ma, but 

80 many opposites coexlet  wi th in  me. H o w  I wish I oould t e l l  you 

a l l  about me i n  25 words o r  l ess ,  but what wordldo I uee? Those 

absolutes a r a  ueelese. I hsve no absolute love o r  abeolute hate ,  

absolute beauty or  abeoluta ugl inessp abeoluta perfeotion or  

abeolute imperfection, abeoluta wiedom or abeolute ignorance, 

absolute Joy or  abeoluta d iepa l r .  I am j u s t  me-your l l t t l a  paokage 

of oontradict ions.  Take me and love ma without knowing what you've 

got.  I can ' t  w e n  know myself. I can only be, but whatever I am, 
& 

I ' m  youre. J d l n  me. One with t h e  bther  let '  e wstoh spring oome 
1 

by i t s e l f .  

Love and a l l  t h e  r a s t ,  





J u l s  7, 1969 

I f e e l  anxioue about +hat I eaid yeetereay about the  

re la t ionahlp  between Ann an8 I. I want desperately t o  f e e l  

t ha t  ehe neede me and I a l eo  want her t o  know tha t  i n  thhe 

l e t  day I have been coneummed with thoughte of reeervation 

about holding back. I want her  t o  know I love her  and want 

t o  touch her but  almoet f e e l  I cna ' t  do it. Where doee t h i s  

eex th ing e t a r t #  If only I didn ' t  need her  80 much amybe the  

whole p io ture  would be d i f f e r en t .  Can she need m e  and my 

touoh as i f  I need her so much? I f e e l  what I am doing i e  

t o r tu r ing  myeelf. She eald I was pu t t ing  a l o t  on her. Am 

I? I don't  know. I may be but I do know what I am put t ing  

on myeelf may be impossible t o  handle. 

Can I ever f e e l  she needs m e  a s  I need her? It probably 

i e  my f a l t  f o r  being too open, too demanding, too demonetrative 

i n  my actions.  If only I can hold baok u n t i l  ehe hae had 

the  opportunity t o  know. How long? I don't  know. Am I 

being over demanding i n  hoping f o r  t h i e  need t o  be expreeeed? 

Am I hur t ing  her  b i  not giving of myself? I don' t  want to.  

Thie i e  one of the  most f r u e t r a t i n g  poeit ione I have ever 

put myeelf in.  Eaybe I oan uee wr i t ing  a r  an ou t le t .  I can 

Zmagine her reading t h i s  bhrough and i n  reading it have the  

eame a f f e c t  a e  m e  i n i t i a t i n g  the  a c t  of love. Can any of 

t h e m  act ione be eeparated ae  t o  cauee and effeot? 

Ha8 she been given too much overt  expreeeion of my lovo? 

I have never believed t h i s  peseible ,  but it may be the  caueo 

of her  apparent i n a b i l i t y  t o  feel  the  need of it. 

God, where am I ?  I need help. I need her t o  need me. 

The a c t  of love only symbolized a l l  t h a t  i e  between ua. I 

cannot be only a taken. I h ave taken from thoeo who love mo 

a l l  too much. How can I give  more without damandine5 a s  muoh? . 



need. I have n o t  read you as  needing what I have t o  o f f e r  

sex wise,  I e  i t  t h a t  you cannot allow youreelf  t o  say you 

need i t?  If t h i s  be t r u e ,  why? 



R a i d  t h a t  your deoieion wae pu t t inu  a 

bacauee I waen't eure e i t h e r  one of ue would 

l o t  on mo 

want t o  Lnow 

t he  anewer Suppoea the  anewer wae t h a t  I didn' t need the  

.Q quant i ty  of phyeical love you do. If t h i e  i e  t rue ,  I 

would not want t o  know it. It would hu r t  you. It would rnake 

me f e e l  lee8 of a woman. If you muet know, I w i l l  be w i l l l r w  

t o  f i nd  out. Know t h a t  when I oome t o  you I do 80 with a s  

much dea i re  a e  you. Know a l eo  t h a t  when I o f f e r  myeelf, you 

a r e  ~ i v i n g  m e  t he  ea t i s f ac t ion  of anewereing your needr. 

You allow m e  another expreseion of love. Only when I have 

not par t i c ipa ted  hae it been you only t h a t  is taking. Only 

then have I not had need. If it 18 as important t o  you ae  

you say, we eay, we should find out-even i f  i t  hur te  us both 

Administrator
Note
Apparently a reply by Ann Rue. It seems to fit about here.



To look lt love is a dangerous thing. 

The why makes me wonder. 

To live with your love is a tragic thing 

The how &a important and I kno't know. 

To take from your love must be balanced with giving. 

To understand is beyohd me. 

The g i m  thinge that I do are rarely the good 

So few times do I feel right 

It'e lomesome to love. 



July 7, 1969 

What =m I doing? I s i t  here wri t ing when I feel  g u i l t  

about not epending time studying. Studying coursee t h a t  I 

r e a l l y  wish t o  God I d idn ' t  have t o  bother with. I know I 

ehould do my bes t  but r i g h t  now I f e e l  my beet i s  not there. 

I want Ann t o  be proud. I want t o  be proud but I oan't  

eeem t o  engender my enthusiaem f o r  what I am doing. f hare 

not and w i l l  not chuok it, but I have eo many resemat ione  

about not only the  content but a l s o  my a b o i l i t  t o  handle t he  

content. What would I do i s  I oould. I don' t  even know. 

Spend time with my fcunily t ry ing  t o  mend fencee, I euppose. 

Thie f ee l ing  i e  odd. I f e e l  t h a t  I can and ehould be 

doing domething other  than what I am. Again I don' t  even 

know what t h a t  be. 

I have sa id  so many t i m e  teaching i e  my l i f e .  N ~ WI 

don' t  know. To be with people i e  usually pure pleaeure, but 

t o  teach them implies t h a t  you know something. 

What do I know? I know so l i t t l e  about anything t h a t  

i t  scares  me. To be honest, I know so L i t t l e  obewbor9gbW-

Qka4-CQ-eea+ea-rae~l i t t l e  rnsthe which i s  euppoeed t o  be my 

f o r t e ' .  I don' t  even know enough about myself t o  f e e l  

confident t h a t  what I have t o  o f fe r  i e  enough of value f o r  

ea lary  enough t o  support my family. I bel ieve that t he  work 

I m i ~ h t  f e e l  reward i n  would be i n  t he  area  of H.R. but even 

here do I know enough about qvself t o  help  others? I don' t  

know. I t  eeems t b a t ' e  a l l  I have t o  eay a l t e l y ,  but- I don't  

know. 

W i l l  I ever come t o  a f ee l ing  of contentment with 4 .  ae l f ?  

with the  work I do? with my r e l a t i one  with other  people? 

Probably not. TBie leaves me uneasy. What l a  oontentment? 

How long? Why? How? Who can he lp  me with t he  answere? 

Maybe noone. 5 y b e  Ann. Baybe not. She i e  f u l l  of her  own 



questlone unanswered. Do we epend the reet of our 

lbvee wrestling with unanawerable queetlone? Meybe RIok I 8  

better o f f .  I don1t think 60. 



What do I want i n  l i f e ?  How aan I anewer without coneid- 

e r ing  thoee t h a t  I love? Thoee t h a t  I love need eo much. 

Am I able  t o  provide them a t  l e a s t  i n  p a r t  what they need? 

How can I d i e n t i f y  what they need? How can I help them iden t i fy  

whst they need if.I ' m  not even aura of what I need? Am I e w e  

of a n ~ t h i n a ?  I bel ieve  i n  love, Even though I believe i n  

i t  I r e a l l y  don' t  know what i t  i e .  I B  love t h e  eame from 

moment t o  moment? 
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An Honeet Appraieal of the Charaatar&etioe of 01yab BI-E&e a 

Admired Most By H i s  Wlfe A m .  

1. Perhaps one of the g rea t e s t  asseate  to our marriage har  been your 
commitment t o  me  and our marriage f o r  the p a s t 1 3  yearr. mere 
have been timee when I thought I d idn ' t  deserve it ud thore 
times I thought it was a hinderanoe to  my freedam. But now I 
think it i e  one of th6 main reaeonr our marriage has been an 
enduring and growing on.. 

2. Another t r a i t  whioh I appreoiata g r ea t l y  is  t h a t  you never dawnL 
grade me. You never make f u n  of my i p r a n o e ,  point  art' the 
creeping signs of age, o r  how I could be b e t t e r  proportioned, 
o r  make f u n  of my various inoompetanoies. I know t h a t  they - a+ , , -

r - pex ie t ,  bu t  how nice  it i s  t o  think that'my hurbarrd-.ir blindwfo. .. :%EPII~~ "--tr 

t h e m .  . ,-4--
*.

3. You have always been my g r ea t ee t  supporter and admirer* $rsry - Ti -
new endeavor I attempt, you're r i g h t  there  w i t h  honest  praiae. -
Your encouragement has  given me  added inoent i re  to try marr~r 
now things . It' s ro  nice  to have eomeone around to give mr a 
p a t  on the  head f o r  a job we11 doan. 

?,
vb,j,.. , 

* .I#.# 

m4. You are  very generaus and giving to me ae well ae your f r iendr .  
How of t e n  you have plaoe thinge I wantsd high on your p r i o r i t y  ... 
l i e t  beoauee you k n e w  I wanted them. When you knew of my .- -.+-*̂ q.I* 

deeiree you eo of tan  made every e f f o r t  to see t h a t  I a m l d  
.+ 

obtain  them whether a t  f inanoia l  ooet  o r  a o o r t  of inoonrun- 
lance to you. This has enabled m e  to have maw experianoer 
whioh o themiee  wouldri't b e  avai lable  to me. . ,%e 

5 .  Becauee of your outgoing gregarioue n a k r e ,  you have brought 
a hos t  of people in to  my l i fe  and enriohed it. Where would I 

,.P/ 

b e  without B i l l  and mil,  Ed Palmer, Alan, plue o tber r  ym.1 
have worked w i t h  that  hare beoome our f r iends .  I warld hava 
made f r iende on my own, but  not  the  nunbar you have brought 
to me. 

. q 
6 .  You have always been family oriented and been deeply oomomed 

about family l i fe .  Recently i n  p a r t l m l a r  you hare  given auoh 
of your t i m e  and ePfor ts  to a c t i v i t i e s  and endaarorr-#at  the , .-.. ' 

family a s  a whole has enjoyed and benef iwd from. 

7. You have enooura ged u s  to experleame m a ~ ythings ast:a family 
t h a t  we otherwise might lurt  nave knoun. S m m  venturee d idn ' t  
t u rn  ou t  so well ( l i k e  the t r a i l e r  e isode) but m a q  othar r  
have enriohed our l i n e  g rea t ly  ( l i f e  t rave l ,  IIAUe pwohaee, 
T groupe, a t o m) Your pioneering s p i r i t  10mainly re.panrlblo 
f o r  the va r i e ty  of exp r ionoe r  w e  have krwmn, -5 

8. You hare been a "pod provider". A1thoue;h re ue%s tb 'upper 
oruetn, you always manage somehow o r  other to see that we hare 

, t h a t  whioh we want moet. 



.I

When I needed it moot, yau willingly helped w i t h  damertio.. aberog. 
A l t h a r a  I remember e o n  oprr t io  ompl-.htd 2.I lodmd -a t  *i)i&/r7*-w 4 

timer, I think baok to the p a r e  when I war i n  rohool-e r- 4 

when I was auf$ooatsd w i t b  I30 U d k u  of baby aur .  you-rQai -* 
At%.*:, _,,;;7,,,

I. ,I war teaohing and romamber you a r  will ingly holpky-wb@l%3t.r ' 

.+J' %. v * Iyou oauld. Yau made many hard t i r e  +hat maoh oarSb+%p ,, 
-CU 

B 

Yau have been able to giro the o h i l d n n  f i r b r e r  w i t  tba r .mdod  
*'. .when I was unable to give i t r  Althou* I bars a t  t-r -4% 

yau ehauld be l ee r  harrh, you provided direat ion aad fbllmf ' fhraugb - .* 
on rmoh oi t he i r  t ra ining -at I would haw allowed fb--p- by.-' p:ff 

I ' i 5 , 

You are not moody and tampenoontal and doqr'f impor. upon ma tho -. 1
unoertainty t h a t  I know I a t  t h e e  Lnposo upon you* T p  may not 

8 

-..- P 

be a rook, but I alwayr know p l r t f y  muoh whom I abna  *iw ma,? , >/
and it' r nioe t o  know. .. r̂.v 

ill 
A. . ..t. 

You eeldom omplain when I f a l l  into r l i p  ehod methods 41 houro- "@,-. 
looping-hen the Ironing aoaurml atad, ami tbo * ~ # * a ~ & d Q a ~ m ~ ~ - - . ~ ~  
or a meal is  a flop, or tho refrigerator noede oleanU,ge~- It b o r  you evon do tb. thing. I rhmld h.n dona w i t b o r t -<-,%- I 1 =++# 

rc
I t  putr me to aham. a t  timoo, but  morttr I j u r t  approWR@¶G. * --a. ,?.. .-4 

h .u* 

You a m  graoiour and pol i f r  to mo r t l l l ,  Af.b.r 13 your+. Tqu
ranember to ohow m. the l i t t l e  oouaiderationr t b a t  mah rJ l" in1 .p." 

r 

appreoiatRd and that you arm aonoornod about-npf oomforbr" It's.+%:. ... 
around. 1% nak.~nioe t o  have a g e u t 3 ~  md fool lord< 

r, -'. 
4, 

1Oh, yes. J u s t  a r  an added note, ym 'm pfvtty good In b 8 d . d  . ,"?A
get t -hg be t te r  a l l  tho t h e .  I don't think1 a m l d  fkd a i 

bottef matoh evon if I wan- to. * . 

/"1-w%db"w 

For a l l  t h i r  and rmoh more -ere have bean a happg 13 yoare f o r  a w e  
'i 

1 



- - 

8 

I 've 
-..,

I 've eometimes grumbled there were p a r t s  1'd l i k e  r w d a ,  
1 .--

I 've  dwelled on thought8 of how you oould bo bet ter ,  

How a d u t e r e n t  you would be an ideal mat& 

Yet here I sit on our 15th annirereary 

And wonder why 1 always lvuk Tor oamge. 

I wonder wny I want it t o  be dUte ren t  

Wuen w ~ ~ a t  you are har bruugirt me eo wok j q  

Tne time reams riget, if not  a b i t  belated, 

To epaak of things i n  y m  I 've  loved tho moat, , 

To l i e t  the t r a i t e  t h a t  I hare most adnrirad. 

The beet  i n  you I tre nuoh too long ignored. .. 

50 here1 e my g i f t .  I know it 10not ooatlf. 

I t ' e  not oreat i re ,  not even very wfee. 

Eut you ma y b e p . 1 t  to remind you when I ' m  

I love you dearly and you've made tt a l l  uortbrhila.  

Administrator
Note
Their thirteenth anniversary was September 8, 1969.





That begins a t  moren 

h l t h  a, Y ~ ~ M ( ~ S S,ct.r::.np::o 

Ae l i f e  new19 born. 

The time it  w i l l  take 

To open the flower 

I e  not eo important 

A s  the  end of the hour. 

We look at the  flower once 

Once opened i n  bloom 

And wonder how of ten 

O u r  love w i l l  In  tuna. 

Why hasn ' t  the  rose 

Begun ye t  t o  fade? 

I t  mellow8 i n  sunl ight  

And brighten8 i n  ehade. 

D e n  a t  dusk 

The rose i s  yet  br ight  

I wonder i t s  beauty 

I t e  color  del ight .  

What w i l l  the  end be? 

Well be blend t o  one? 



~t thie  point I fear not,  

And love everyone. 

How low i a  the day 

That b e ~ i n aat morn 

With a newness ao atmnge 

Aa love newly born 







Children 

Children are  hard to  understand, 

They f ea r  each other,  

hurt  t he i r  f r iends,  

cry with pain, 

run from embarrassment and 

pretend not t o  know you. 

They love one another, 

t r u s t  t h e i r  f r iends,  

cry with joy a nd 

run with courage to  

help you i n  need. 

Children a re  hard t o  understand, 

but they and we a re  one. 





Oh pleaee, I had one l ae t  night.  

John, you need one now. 

I don' t f e e l  very d i r ty .  

John take your bath now. 

Oh, okay. W i l l  you run the  tub? 

Yes, John, Please take of f  your olothea. 

What a r e  YOU doing Dad? 

I'm f i x i n g  the  t o i l e t  John. ,, 
Johr) a r e  you ready? -.-- . ...' /' 

I don ' t  have a wash 010th.. 

Jue t  a minute, John,.SIere. 

. Dad, t he  water i s  too hot. 

A l l  r i ~ h t ,  John. Don't fo rge t  your faoe, 

baok of yototneck. 

The water i s  too  cold. 

I 

Is the  t o i l e t  f i xed  yet?  
.I 

4 .  ;:.:t Not yet .  : :  1 . :  .a>., 

W i l l  you pet  me a towel, Dad? 
. . .  

J u s t  a minute, John. . .Hero. Are you done? . . . ~ o h n ,  youiqtaoe . :; i :.;< .-., '. . '; 
* . !?!,; .i ;* :,.;&;$+ i&{L.,. 1; ..<"$..,. ., . .  , '. -. 

your eare ,  and the  back of your neck. ?.  ' ,. j;;. :' ' . 
, .  , . . .. . 

I .  . . . . . ,i. :..t.;t .;:, : 
r .? '~:'b '! , 

Oh, I forgot .  Are you done with the  t o i l e t ?  , 
u ' 

' ~ o h . . ,  a r e  you done with your bath? 
. < b Yes, May I ge t  out now? . . . . .. . 

. .* . .  y-;.A I . \  ;.,* , 
John, your fnce. your ea r s ,  and the  back of your neck! 

---. -+ - 





E l l a ,  i t ' s  time f o r  your nap. 

I don' t wanna take a nap. 

E l l a ,  i t ' s  time f o r  you t o  go t o  bed, 

Right now, , E l l a .  Get i n t o  that bed, 

I s a i d  I ' m  no t  gonna take  a nap. 

ILL1 r i gh t ,  I guess I ' l l  have t o  pu t  you i n  bed, 

No you wont. I ' m  not  gonna ge4e go t o  bed, 

Come on, Here you go, Now go t o  s leep.  

I ' m  no t  gonna go t o  s leep ,  

Yes you, If you don ' t  t ake  a nap,you know how you w i l l  be. 

I ' m  not ,  I ' m  no t ,  I'm n o t  gonna take  a nap, 

Go t o  s l eep  Honey, Do you want me t o  t e l l  you a s to ry?  

I have t o  go t o  t h e  bathroom. 

A l l  r ight,  Hurry up. I have th ings  t o  do. 

T e l l  me about t h e  Three Bears, I ' m  no t  gonna t ake  a nap, 

Please  hurry  up. 

18m no t  gonna take  a nap. 

Now turn over and c l o s e  your eyes, Don't open them u n t i l  you 

wake up, Once upon a time t h e r e  was a l i t t l e  gir l  w i t h  

long  golden hair who w a s  chas ing b u t t e r f l i e s  i n  t h e  'woods, i 



B i l l  is my friend, 

He loves what I love, 

He gives of himself the things that  he neede. 

He takes w h t  he neede with great oare o f  hurt, 

He knows what he knows and feels  that its l i t t l e ,  

B i l l  i s  my friend. 

B i l l  is my dreamer. 

He thinks thoughts of love. 
PHe for  the best f o r  a l l  of his f'rienda. 

Hia impatienoe i a  rea l  f o r  thin- t o  be good, 

B i l l  is my dreamer, 

B i l l  is my colleague, 

He teachea me much, 

He comes t o  soh001 early to  ponder the day, 

He brightens his presenoe but apeaks t o  the point, 

He worriea about fa i lure  and feels the blame, 

B i l l  i s  m y  oolleague, 

.-1 -

B i l l  is my brother. 

He'a there when I need him, 

He knows of  my o a k  and beleives i n  our link. 

He baeka i n  my aunehine and ehsrea in my p i n *  

B i l l  is my brother, 































Administrator
Note
Typed on reverse of page: "I know that he cares and that is enough."




































































































	Title Page
	Introduction

	Autobiography
	To begin a story...
	Thinking back...
	Innisfree

	Letters, Diaries, etc.
	1944 (Clear Lake Camp)
	1950 (Clear Lake Camp)
	1953 (MSU)
	01-21-1953 (from USN)
	01-30-1953 (USN application)
	02-04-1953 (affidavit)
	02-04-1953 (HS transcript)
	03-26-1953 (from USN)
	06-12-1953 (HS diploma)
	06-24-1953 (Red Cross)
	09-25-1953 (letter home)

	1955 (US Navy)
	01-02-1955
	01-07-1955
	01-11-1955
	02-21-1955
	02-17-1955
	01-18-1955
	01-23-1955
	02-13-1955
	Sat. PM
	02-16-1955
	02-17-1955
	02-21-1955
	08-17-1955
	10-02-1955

	1956 (US Navy)
	01-24-1956 (from Ann to Opal Rue)
	02-07-1956 (from Ann to Opal Rue)

	1957 (US Navy)
	02-16-1957 USN promotion
	04-26-1957 advanced electrician

	1958 (US Navy)
	01-03-1958 (to Ann)
	01-20-1958 (to Ann)
	01-21-1958 (from Ann)
	01-22-1958 (to Ann)
	05-16-1958 (DD 214)

	1962 (Manville)
	03-08-1962 (to Mom and Dad)
	10-06-1962 (to Mom and Dad)
	11-08-1962 (USN discharge)

	1969 (Montclair)
	01-13-1969 (to parents)
	Journal
	06-30-1969 (Where am I?)
	06-30-1969 (Let's go to bed...)
	07-01-1969 (What a delicate thing is love... letter from Ann)
	07-06-1969 (Ann, I've hurt you again...)
	07-07-1969 (I feel anxious...)
	Undated (I said that your decision...)
	07-07-1969 (To look at love...)
	07-07-1969 (What am I doing?...)
	07-08-1969 (What do I want in life?...)
	07-12-1969 (The crackle of the fire...)
	07-12-1969 (Ann seems absorbed...)
	09-08-1969 (I've often told you... Letter from Ann)
	09-08-1969 (An honest appraisal...)

	Poetry
	To Ann
	Ann
	She Walks Alone
	Children
	The Child
	Patience of a 5-year-old
	Story Hour
	Naptime
	A Little Girl
	Friends
	My Friend
	Bill Is My Friend
	What Is Love?
	Ed Is My Friend
	If It Is Real

	Essays
	Courage
	Frustration
	I Love You
	What Is A Gift?
	To A Daffodil
	The Grufkins
	Sand Castles
	Accused
	My Friend

	12-08-1969 (to Ann)

	1972 (Milanville)
	07-07-1972 (to Tom)

	1975 (Lawrenceville)
	Undated note to Tom

	1976 (Lawrenceville)
	08-06-1976 (to Tom)
	08-15-1976 (to Tom)
	08-16-1976 (to Tom)
	09-10-1976 (to Tom)
	09-11-1976 (to Tom)
	09-16-1976 (to Tom)
	09-21-1976 (to Tom)
	09-29-1976 (to Tom)
	10-17-1976 (to Tom)
	12-08-1976 (to Jim, Roz, and Mom)
	12-27-1976 (to Tom, Dave, John, Ella)





