
Autobiographical Recollections 
 
 
Origins 
I was born at home during the great depression of the 1930’s on March 23, 1933 (70th 
birthday soon).  As a breach baby (hands first), I was eager to reach out and get a grip on 
this brave new world in our tenement apartment above a laundry store, on Prospect 
Avenue in New York City’s South Bronx ghetto.   
 
Family History 
I was named after my paternal grandfather, Philip, a Sicilian immigrant from Palermo. 
My blue eyes and six-foot height come from his genetic inheritance, thanks in turn to the 
Norman conquest of Sicily sometime earlier. I remember his regal, patrician bearing, 
always wearing a tie and starched shirt even on hot summer days as well as a snappy 
Homburg-style hat adorning his head, always held high and straight. It was hard for me to 
reconcile his stylish manner with his humble trade as a barber. My diminutive 
grandmother, Vera, was also from Sicily, and though I liked her generally, I hated her 
kisses. She would pull my checks apart to make my lips stretch wider and then plant a big 
fat kiss that was very painful for a kid despite its good intentions.  
 
My middle name, George, was a hand me down from my father, who had reluctantly 
followed the barber family trade before becoming an electrician during W.W II.  My dad 
would have flourished in the Italian Renaissance had he been born a noble. He was a 
handsome, slim playboy, who loved to enjoy life fully and hated to work, but sadly 
without even a high school education and little motivation to be a laborer, he was often 
unemployed. That meant our family of six survived with handouts from “Home Relief,” 
the welfare program of those times. George, Sr. lived in an expanded-present, hedonistic 
time zone that rarely included planning for tomorrow, especially if there might be a party 
tonight. I understood better his aversion to work and attraction to play when I learned he 
was the first-born son after seven older sisters—who adored him and made him the 
“Little Prince,” a role that he never quite outgrew.  
 
My mother, Margaret (Bisicchia) was similarly of Sicilian origin, but the swarthier, 
smaller breed with jet-black hair and dark eyes that made her a beautiful earth mother. 
Her father was a Sicilian shoemaker, and though she was born in New York, her mother 
took her to Sicily when she was a baby, where they remained for six years. When she 
returned to New York, she was essentially an immigrant, who, like my father, also never 
went to high school. But she made up for any lack of formal education with uncommon 
wisdom and total devotion to her children. One more item about my father, he had both 
amazing mechanical abilities and musical talents – neither of which I inherited. He could 
build almost anything from either reading plans or just careful analysis of the object, such 
as radios, all kinds of appliances or piano repair, and this skill extended even to building 
a television set in 1948 before any poor folks had ever seen one. (We charged the 
neighborhood kids 25 cents to watch some game of the 48 World Series). Dad had perfect 
pitch and a remarkable ear for music, played all string instruments, including violin, but 
was best on guitar and mandolin – without formal lessons. Some of my fondest childhood 
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memories are listening to Italian “jam sessions” with him, grandpa, uncle John, cousin 
Sonny and random others playing and singing Neapolitan and Sicilian songs long into the 
night. 
 
Nuclear Family   
My parents both came from large families of ten or more children, and though not of the 
same magnitude, our nuclear family also did not benefit from family planning. In short 
order after my birth, two brothers, George, Jr. and Donald appeared, followed soon after 
by our beautiful sister, Vera – on a fixed interval schedule of a year and a half apart. We 
were all raised in the South Bronx until I went to Yale Graduate School (1954) and my 
siblings got married (except for a one year sojourn in 1948 to North Hollywood, 
California for us all to be with my father’s extended family who had moved there from 
NYC and New Jersey –it was a total disaster, but that is another story). 
Poverty 
The experience of poverty was not as bad then as it is now, because everyone around you 
was also poor, and without TV to reveal how rich folks live on the other side of the 
tracks, we could not make invidious comparisons. In addition, we had an intact family 
with father present most of the time, which was a big plus. But we were often hungry, 
and we seemed to be moving all the time, in the middle of the night because we couldn’t 
pay the rent – exactly 31 times from birth to my leaving home for Yale. In those days, 
you could move just a few blocks away to a new neighborhood, start all over, and the 
landlords did not track you down to pay up. My parents recruited me to be their 
accomplice in deceiving my siblings by making these forced night exits into new 
adventurous entrances. Although only a few years older than them, I quickly became the 
wise first-born in whom my mother confided her personal woes, and my father revealed 
the falseness of Santa and other fairy tale figures -- before I was five. We survived with 
the help of my bachelor uncle, another George, who was our real Santa Claus, bringing 
food, candy and the Sunday newspaper every week. He read us the cartoons in the “funny 
papers” in very dramatic fashion. It was not until I was much older that I realized he was 
illiterate and improvised all those wonderful stories from the drawings. That Sunday 
Journal American news was the only print material we ever had at home, no books or 
magazines until I got a library card sometime as an adolescent. 
 
The worst thing about living in poverty was observing my mother’s endless struggles “to 
make ends meet,” which they never did, and her fatalistic resignation to her survival 
mode of existence. Curiously she always blended that personal fatalism with optimism of 
a better life for her children. “Do good in America and America will do good for you,” 
she would tell me. I recall three other negatives associated with poverty. Most painful 
were the occasions of dehumanizing treatment from welfare workers, clinic doctors and 
dentists, and the people who handed out ill-fitting welfare clothes to us. More insidious is 
the mis-focused vision that is internalized with being poor—spending my time routinely 
looking for lost pennies down in the streets and gutters when I walked along or played, 
rather than looking up to the heavens from where they sometimes rain down. To this day, 
I still pick up lost pennies in the street and consider it is my lucky day despite being 
reasonably wealthy. Finally, poor health is correlated with poor wealth, for many obvious 
reasons, and I was the eternally sick kid in the family. From age five until twelve I was 
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sick much of the time, enough so that some relatives would describe me as 
“consumptive.” Otherwise kindly aunts would tell me that I was a “bag of bones” and 
would try desperately to fatten me up by over feeding me during some summers they 
took me out of our ghetto to the fresh air of the country in New Jersey. 
 
Kid Jobs 
I had some odd jobs as a kid; selling magazines door-to-door in return for winning 
“prizes” instead of getting paid in money, delivering laundry in Harlem, and best of all 
being a shoe shine boy. My uncle George used to polish our shoes every weekend and 
had a shoeshine box he had gotten from his father, the shoemaker that I appropriated. I 
remember picking the right spot in front of the local bank on Southern Boulevard where 
men with cash in their pocket would stop for a quick 5-cent shine, 10 cents for cleaning 
and polishing. My business at age 10 was thriving until my uncle Norman, my favorite 
uncle of all, spotted me and was so embarrassed in front of his friends that he forced me 
to quit the profession. But to this day I still use that same wonderful horsehair shoeshine 
brush from my Sicilian grandfather. 
 
Poor Health 
For whatever reason, poor diet, second-hand smoke from parents who smoked 
continuously, sickly friends, I was a sickly kid, hospitalized twice for pneumonia, major 
asthma attacks, and always frail and skinny.  A formative experience for me was 
spending nearly six months in a hospital for children with contagious diseases (Willard 
Parker Hospital) when I was five and half years old.  I suffered from double pneumonia 
(both lungs) and whooping cough (which used to be very contagious), somehow 
surviving the hell and genetic roulette of living on a charity ward with kids living and 
dying from every known contagious disease. 1939 was the era before the discovery of 
penicillin or other wonder drugs, so there was no treatment of any kind other then 
enforced, isolated bed rest 24/7. That horrendous experience has had a major impact on 
much that I am and do throughout my life -- which I realized only recently. I am writing a 
detailed memoir of its positive and negative effects on my personality, values and career 
choice, and will add that to my web site when it is completed. 
 
Good Health 
I had read that President Theodore Roosevelt overcame his sickly childhood by outdoor 
exercises and decided to do the same. Almost every weekend from age 12 to 15, I hiked 
and camped outdoors in the woods of New Jersey north of the George Washington 
Bridge in Teaneck, Tenafly, and Cresskill, and once across the Appalachian Trail. I went 
with one or a few friends and learned to carry a heavy back pack filled with weekend 
food and sleeping gear, that I practiced carrying up and down the 5 flights of tenement 
stairs (rent was cheaper the higher the floor when there was no elevator). Eventually we 
slept outside even in winter; I never had a cold during that time and became strong 
enough to become an athlete in softball, baseball and track. 
 
Early Education 
School was my ticket out of the ghetto. I loved school, loved its orderliness, cleanliness, 
predictability, structured activities, and where smarts made skinny irrelevant. The social 
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skills I had learned and honed in Willard Parker Hospital dealing with the nurses came in 
handy for ingratiating me with teachers, who always made me “teacher’s pet.” Many of 
them were dedicated teachers for whom teaching in our ghetto was their missionary 
work, and I was bright eyed and bushy tailed, ready for educational salvation. More than 
any content they taught me were the various ways they refocused my time perspective 
from the hedonistic present of my family and friends toward learning the necessity of 
delaying gratification, of setting goals, planning, making to-do lists, self rewards for 
achieved goals. In short, they imbued me with a sense of future orientation, so that I 
could develop the wings needed to soar beyond the limitations imposed by living from 
day-to-day pleasures and pains. I went to P.S. 25 (Southern Boulevard) for elementary 
school, P.S. 52 (Kelly St.) for JHS, and then to a succession of high schools. 
 
High School 
Frosh year at JHS, then first term sophomore at Stuyvesant High; great education but no 
girls so switched to James Monroe High in the north Bronx for second term. When my 
family moved to California in 1947, I attended North Hollywood High for junior year, 
and then back to Monroe for senior year. Along the way, I had added basic leadership 
skills to my street smarts and book smarts, and was tall, so I was always elected captain 
of the team, class or fraternity president, voted most popular boy in the senior class, 
“Jimmie Monroe,” as well as Valedictorian. One of my HS friends was Stanley Milgram, 
who was the smartest kid in the class and later went on to be a very influential 
psychological researcher with his experiments on blind obedience to authority. Our 
similar research demonstrating the power of situations over individual and group 
behavior had its origins in our being ‘situationists’ trying to understand how the kinds of 
social situations we were living in influenced us and our friends and families. Although 
most of my high school experience was delightful, the year in North Hollywood was a 
total disaster. I was shunned for most of the year without anyone telling me why, but kids 
would move away when I sat down at a table in study hall or the cafeteria. I did not have 
a friend the whole year and was totally depressed, developed psychosomatic asthma that 
was the excuse my family used to leave California for our familiar dirty Bronx, and the 
asthma disappeared as soon as we crossed the state line. Why shunned? Later in the year 
after I had made the baseball team and was on a bus trip to a game, I asked the kid sitting 
next to me —“You are a New York Italian, maybe with Mafia connections, so kids are 
afraid to be around you.”  
 
ADD MORE 
 
I had lots of friends, especially among girls and among the many minority kids who lived 
in relative harmony in our diverse neighborhood at that time. I preferred girls and kids of 
color to white boys because there was not the same sense of competition, of power 
politics, and they were often more sensitive to interpersonal dynamics. They also saw me 
as gentle and non-threatening, compared to the toughs in the local gang who ruled the 
streets then. My closeness with my mother and sister also provided me with a template 
for dealing openly and sympathetically with girls, and later with women.  
 
College  
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As much as I loved high school, I adored college and was ecstatic about graduate school.   
My father wanted me to get a full time job after high school to help support the family, 
but I knew I needed to be better educated, so we compromised at least initially. I got a 
scholarship to a 2-year secretarial school to learn to be an accountant, which my father 
decided was a good clean trade for me, even though I hated keeping records. But before I 
began, I lamented giving up more study of languages and sciences in the school for 
secretaries and budding accountants, so decided instead to go to a four-year college that 
had no tuition at the time. Brooklyn College was one of New York City’s fine free 
colleges, one in each of the five boroughs. I should have gone to CCNY, the best of the 
bunch and closest to my home in the Bronx, but was pushed toward BC because a few 
neighborhood friends went there and they said City College was too hard with its Latin 
and Greek requirements. That meant a three-hour plus round trip on the subway five days 
a week—as much time as I was in class—and also every weekday in summer school that 
I attended for three summers so that I could reduce my course load during the year. 
Doing summers gave me the time to study for fewer courses during the academic year 
and so have time for athletics (Captain of the Varsity Track Team), social activities 
(President of a local fraternity, Pi Beta Gamma), and able to work every night and all day 
Saturday at my job as “concession boy” at the St. James Theater. I started working in 
show biz in senior year high school and continued into junior year college until the total 
work; travel and study load was just too much. I had to promise my father that since I 
would not be bringing any money home from a full time job, I had to be self-sufficient 
and not ask for any money for my college education, and one way or another made it. 
 
Show Biz 
Time for a brief interlude about my job selling candy, drinks, programs of the show, and 
checking hats and coats at the famous Broadway theatre (44th St.). The pay was lousy, the 
hours were lousy, but hey it was show biz, or rather near it. My buddy, Gene Wolkoff, 
recommended me for the job and got it in part because the boss lady, Aimee, had a crush 
on him. Pay was only $3.00 per show, for about 4 hours of work time, 8 hours on 
Saturdays, not counting the 3 hours of dead time between matinees and evening shows. 
But after the initial set up and opening of the show we were free until intermission and 
again after that till closing chores. So I and the other student-workers could study – when 
we were not watching the show. The St. James has a remarkable history of successful, 
long-run musicals; now “The Producers,” but in my time, I got see hundreds of 
performances of “Damn Yankees”, “Pajama Game” ,“Where’s Charley”, “Peter Pan”,” 
The King and I,” and “The Gilbert & Sullivan Repertoire.” We also got to see other 
shows, like “South Pacific” by trading places with other concessionaires occasionally. 
The fun part was watching rehearsals, band warm ups, and attending some cast on-stage 
parties that marked special numbers of long runs, like the 200th show. I got to be close to 
Richard Rogers and Oscar Hammerstein, Ray Bolger, Mary Martin, Gertrude Lawrence, 
Yul Brynner, and some other celebrities of that era of the early 1950’s. We concession 
boys also watched enough of the shows to memorize many of the parts and dance 
sequences so that we could recite them to each other and always know when someone 
flubbed their lines or messed up a dance. The other fun part was being around Broadway 
at night, with the endless flow of people of all kind and the bright lights from the ever-
changing neon signs.  
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The negative part of the job was being trained to be deceptive, to cheat and do whatever 
was necessary to make a profit for our boss. In a sense it was like a beautiful, blonde 
female Fagin from Oliver Twist, teaching older, smarter kids the tricks of the trade. How 
do you get people to check their hats and coats when they don’t want to, and to leave a 
big tip when tipping was optional? And how do you get men to buy expensive programs 
of the show when perfectly adequate programs were available free? And how do you get 
kids to spend all the money their mother gave them on outrageously priced candies? It 
was all in the approach, the show of charm, creating confusions, providing models and 
priming the tip pump. But that is a longer story to be developed later. The generic lessons 
surely got translated into skills I perfected in deception experiments as a social 
psychologist, starting with my Ph.D. dissertation at Yale. I will have to return to detail 
the specifics of our training because it was filled with perverted intuitive psychology 
wisdom that comes from a lifetime of selling and hustling. But now back to our main 
story. 
 
Psychology: Violation of Expectations  
I was excited about taking introduction to psychology my freshman year because I 
realized that much of my life I had been a neophyte psychologist-- dealing with people 
who discriminated against me, surviving with street smart that were really people smarts, 
able to simultaneously be part of the social action on the streets and above it noticing the 
various forms of power and compliance, of good kids beginning to do bad things, and the 
dynamics between minority groups, among other things. Disaster! It was perhaps the 
worst course I ever took, lousy text, boring readings, disconnected, uninspiring lectures 
and confusing multiple-choice tests, with no chance to argue with the professor about 
dumb questions or stupid answers. “C!” The only “C” grade in my entire career (I later 
graduated Summa Cum Laude, having to work hard to overcome this blot on my 
transcript). I switched to Sociology immediately where they were asking big, vital 
questions about race relations, in courses with Charles Radford Lawrence, and about the 
ethics of atom bombing, in courses with Felix Gross. I majored more or less in both these 
great professors. Lawrence introduced me to the NAACP and the importance of 
becoming a social activist for causes I believed in. Gross broadened my perspectives to 
include an understanding of the origins of European social movements and revolutions. 
He invited me to read the manuscript of his book on that topic from a student view and 
cited my contribution in his Introduction -- my first citation in print.  
 
Three of the research projects I did under their tutelage were ahead of their time and I 
still have the original versions in my files: a) an analysis of the self-segregated seating 
patterns in the school’s cafeteria by Whites and Blacks in a liberal school in 1953 
(followed up a decade later at CCNY after the 1954 Supreme Court decision, but same 
self segregation found); b) an analysis of the conflicts between two minority groups, 
Blacks and Puerto Ricans in the Bronx, which became my first publication in 1953, and 
c) an analysis of the persuasive appeals made by political parties to the Puerto Ricans in 
NYC in the 1952 national election – none except for the socialist labor party. 
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In senior year I added psychology to my double major after taking two more psych 
courses, neither of my choosing. One was in Industrial Psychology (because my father 
now believed I should work in the personnel department of his factory and in my 
interview there such a course was recommended). The teacher was an older graduate 
student from NYU, Raef Haddad, who took me under his wing, made me a paid research 
assistant on his dissertation research working at NYU nights. The other course was 
Experimental Psychology, taught brilliantly by Elizabeth Fehrer, which I took at the 
insistence of my buddy, Jerry Platt, whom needed a lab partner for this course. I loved 
doing the experiments, collecting data, analyzing the results, answering hypotheses 
quantitatively. I was hooked on psychology then and there. Sociologists asked more 
interesting questions, but rarely had solid answers. Psychologists had means to find 
answers, they were just asking low-level questions at that time in the early fifties. So all I 
had to do was come up with some good questions. I could do that, thought I. Interestingly 
as I switched into psychology; Platt switched into Sociology and is now a distinguished 
professor at U. Mass Amherst. The other teacher who had a big impact on me at that time 
was Harold Proshansky, who taught Personality and made kind of his teacher’s pet, 
giving me “Dutch Uncle” advice about how to manage my self and my wardrobe when 
going to Yale, and other helpful professional survival hints.  
 
Getting into Graduate School 
Unlike most kids with middle-class parents who push them to achieve and excel by 
pressuring them to get top grades, my folks did the opposite. They worried I was always 
studying too much, reading will “burn out your eyes,” they would say, and encourage me 
to take time out and have fun. That was the up side of having uneducated parents for 
whom success was not in academic awards but in family and social relationships and 
never ever pressured me to achieve more. But when it came time to graduate from college 
and finally get a full-time job, I knew I had to continue my education because I loved it 
all so much. So I brought home my teacher, Raef Haddad, who, over a big dinner, told 
my parents that getting a Master’s degree would make me more money and could be 
done in just a year. Reluctantly, they agreed to one more year given that it would be a 
free ride with full tuition plus stipend assistantship at Yale – if I got in. I did get a 
Masters of Science degree in one year, but by then, they were proud of their son in an 
“Ivory League school,” and less in need of money than earlier times, so they gave up on 
me ever working in a “real job,” and so I got my Ph.D. four years later. But that is getting 
ahead of the story of graduate school. I almost did not get into Yale because there was a 
lot of confusion as to my racial identity. 
  
Graduate School  
New Haven was my home for the next six years (54-60), and though an ugly little town, 
to me it was my beautiful residential college, having commuted between home and 
Brooklyn College the past four years. I lived in the Hall of Graduate Studies for several 
years, roomed in an apartment with classmate Gordon Bower for year, then married 
(Rose Abdelnour, an English Lit. graduate student and former BC classmate) and lived in 
graduate housing, and finally was master of a women’s dormitory for my last year before 
moving back to NYC and a faculty position at New York University. With no after- 
school job, no commute except for a short bike ride, no track practice or fraternity 
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activities, I could spend full time finally being a student of psychology—my new career. 
But I was not really prepared for this level of advanced competition nor was my minimal 
formal training in psychology sufficient for graduate school at Yale. Hard as I tried, I was 
flailing after the first term, and was about to call it quits. When I told my mother I would 
not return to Yale after Christmas break, she reminded me tactfully that my room had 
been given to my brother and there was no place to stay permanently so I should wait out 
the next term and quit after that if I still felt I could not make it. By then, I had learned 
the ropes, picked up the jargon, traded my blue suede shoes, Billy Eckstein collars and 
peg pants for tweeds and chinos. I was almost a Yalie, on the surface.  
 
Although I had indicated in my Yale application that I was interested in race relations, 
evidenced in part by having published my first article as a junior on the dynamics of 
integration and hostility between Puerto Ricans and Negroes in the Bronx, the only 
research assistantship available for me was “running rats” on a grant for Prof. K. C. 
Montgomery. We studied exploratory behavior in the male albino rat for the next several 
years. What made it difficult for me is that Montgomery would give me a list of things to 
do, cages to build, equipment to make, animals to mate and bred, studies to run, and then 
disappear. I was soon working 40 hour weeks including nights and weekends taking care 
of the biggest rat colony in the department of more than 250 animals. When I complained 
to the Chair, he said do the best I could under the circumstances—which I learned later, 
were that Montgomery had become severely depressed and in and out of hospital care 
and eventually committed suicide.  
 
As much as I hated rat running initially, cognitive dissonance took over and I began to 
like what I was suffering. I arranged to have NSF give me Montgomery’s grant, with 
Fred Sheffield’s tutelage, and published a number of studies that we had begun and 
several of my own doing. My first and enduring mentor at Yale was Neal Miller, whose 
yearlong course in Learning and Conditioning introduced us to Hullian behaviorism and 
Miller’s modifications on it. For one course assignment I designed a study that Miller 
challenged me to put to the test, we did and published jointly, with me as senior author. I 
was also influenced by Frank Beach’s work on sexual behavior and began research on 
animal sexual behavior with Beach as my advisor. One study with co-student Herb Barry 
was among the first to test the effects of chlorpromazine in 1957 on sexual behavior, 
which it depressed, while caffeine injections enhanced male rat sexual behavior—that 
earned us a publication in Science, the big time for a grad student.   
 
The best course I took was in Abnormal Psychology taught be Irving Janis at Middletown  
State Hospital, where one morning a week he taught us theory and principles followed in 
the afternoons of ward visits, patient interviews and finally each of us doing a full patient 
work up. I was captivated by such in-depth study of human behavior and began to realize 
why I went to graduate school. That message was brought home in two provocative ways. 
First, when my mother came to visit Yale and I was proudly showing her my big rat lab, 
forgetting she had an aversion to rats having too many of them infest our tenement 
dwellings, she exclaimed: “Have you lost your senses? You are not supposed to be 
training rats to be smart, you are supposed to exterminate them!” The Bob Cohen, a 
social psychologist recently out of U. Michigan’s Group Dynamics graduate program, 
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told me to justify why I found rats more interesting than trying to understand people and 
their social relationships. I could not. I then took a new course he was co-teaching with 
Jack Brehm, part of which involved reading a new manuscript being sent to Jack by his 
mentor, Leon Festinger. We were all captivated by the elegance and breadth of his new 
theory of Cognitive Dissonance, and fascinated by his genius when he visited Yale to 
present his ideas in person. I had begun working with Carl Hovland, a most remarkably 
brilliant scholar, on issues in judgment under conditions of ambiguity. He later used some 
of my research in his studies of contrast and assimilation with Muzifer Sherif. My 
dissertation pitted a conventional prediction from their theory against the counter -
normative prediction of dissonance theory. Festinger won and I spent much of the next 
decade as a dissonance researcher.  
 
The Yale Psychology Department in those golden days of the late fifties was an 
enormously overstocked candy store for a kid from the Bronx, and all the candy was free 
for the asking. Hovland brought to the social area a horde of social psychologists that we 
students could learn from and do research with: Irving Janis, Hal Kelley, Bob Abelson, 
Jack Brehm, Bob Cohen, Bill McGuire, Milt Rosenberg, along with guest lecturers like 
Don Campbell, Herb Kelman, and others. And some of us got to visit with Hovland the 
new social psych lab he helped to create at Bell Labs in NJ, headed by Mort Deutsch and 
Hal Gerard. I also got to work with Seymour Sarason on his test anxiety in school 
children research, eventually taking over as co-director when he moved into the area of 
community psychology in 1959. I was fascinated by the work of Irving Sarnoff and we 
did a lovely study comparing Freudian distinctions between fear and anxiety within a 
paradigm developed by Stanley Schachter for studying affiliation processes. It was the 
first study I presented at an International Congress of Psychology (Bonn, Germany, 
1960). Then there was also on the faculty, John Dollard, Mark May, Leonard Doob, 
Irving Child, Frank Logan, Bill Kessen, Ed Zigler, Norman Miller and more oldies but 
goodies to learn from and work with. 
 
We had a lot of hotshot graduate students as well: Gordon Bower, my roomie and for 
whom I was later best man at his wedding the next year; Dave Sears, Jon Friedman, Dean 
Pruitt, Arnie Lyman, Tim Brock, Lyman Porter, to name a few who come readily to 
mind.  
 
I got my first taste of teaching psychology in 1957 when after taking a course in how to 
teach by Claude Buxton, the Chair, I was the first graduate student to be allowed to teach 
a full course in Introductory Psychology to the hallowed blues of Yale Men. (A professor 
became sick just before term time and I was the default value). I loved every moment of 
it and from then to now, and continue my unabashed love affair with teaching tempered 
by my equal passion for doing research. 
 
I deferred my graduation for a year because our government was still drafting men to age 
26 from the Korean War conscription. I got a post doc fellowship to work at the West 
Haven V.A. for a year while also continuing part-time teaching at Yale and part-time co-
directing Sarason’s anxiety project and publishing with him. Again as with Janis’ 
abnormal course, I found clinical work really interesting and spent a lot of time just 
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talking with patients and trying to understand how they had become so mentally 
disturbed.  
 
I had hoped to stay at Yale as a part-time instructor for a few more years, but Miller 
recommended me to his buddy, Howard Kendler, for a job opening at NYU in the Bronx, 
and how could I resist going home again? Little did I realize that the short trip from Yale 
to NYU in the Bronx would be downhill a long way. That will be our next installment. 
 
NYU (1960-67)  
When interviewing for the job at NYU, Chairman Kendler asked me what was more 
important to fame, money or me. “It depends,” I answered, on how much of each was at 
stake, but in general I would prefer fame to money. He replied that he had anticipated that 
answer given the choices of being an Instructor for $6,500 a year versus only $6,000 as 
an Assistant Professor- the fame option! He then noted that I liked to teach and he would 
see to it that I got as much of that pleasure as possible.  
 
Teaching Overload 
My teaching load was extraordinary--five semester courses each term, most large lecture 
courses, plus two summer school courses to add some money to my fame. And even that 
was not sufficient to pay the high cost of living in New York, so one year I taught a 13th 
course at Yale one afternoon a week, a Masters course in the Education School on 
learning, and another year taught social psychology at Barnard College. Liking to teach 
turned into an addiction overload, at least 3 hours a day in class, new preparations and 
grading at night, not to mention office hours, advising majors, being on the medical and 
dental school advisory committee, starting and leading a Psi Chi chapter. My teaching 
was mostly at the uptown Bronx campus but I also taught graduate classes at the 
Greenwich Village campus of NYU, and went weekly to the evening departmental 
colloquia, and found time for training and research consulting in experimental and 
clinical hypnosis at the Morton Prince Clinic for Hypnotherapy. And in my spare time I 
designed and built a new research laboratory, with funds from an NSF grant so I could 
continue with my other passion, and if successful might escape the NYU dungeon. 
 
Love Affair with Teaching 
Even my horrendous load at NYU did not diminish the joy of teaching psychology that 
had been nurtured at Yale. Once I was at the lectern, all the daily stresses vanished, I was 
able to create a sense of personal flow, a total immersion into the 50-minute moment, 
again and again. Teaching was both my calling and my salvation. I taught large 
introductory psychology courses fall, winter and summer, and followed them with large 
social psychology courses, along with a variety of higher-level courses. That meant I 
could gather a bunch of students who “majored in me,” taking as many as five sequential 
courses. Barry Schwartz, Shep Siegel, Ken Fink, Ebbe Ebbesen, and Steve Maier, were 
part of those golden undergraduate teaching times, as well as Ellen Langer and Allen 
Schatzberg, all of them now respected professors in psychology and psychiatry. I won my 
first distinguished teaching award and realized that to continue teaching and research I 
had to use my teaching as a source of research ideas and then recycle into teaching some 
of my research to create a synergy between these twin passions. 
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Research Programs 
There were five lines of research that I somehow carried out during these hectic years: a) 
the psychology of affiliation, following up some ideas based on Stanley Schachter’s 
work; b) developing powerful demonstrations of Festinger’s theory of cognitive 
dissonance viewed as the cognitive control of motivation; c) conjugate reinforcement as a 
technique for quantifying subjective states, based on Ogden Lindsey’s operant 
conditioning methodology; d) continuing some of my Yale work on persuasion and 
attitude change, and e) the newest, most exciting research based on an idea from 
Golding’s novel, Lord of the Flies -- deindividuation as facilitating anti-social behavior. 
It was all within a tradition of experimental social psychology, primarily laboratory 
research, but with some field studies, such as vandalism of automobiles that I had put on 
Bronx Streets and later those in Palo Alto (that influenced the authors of the Broken 
Window Theory).  I had a great research team for several years and lived in our little lab 
much of the day and evening when I was not teaching -- Ebbe Ebbesen, Scott Fraser, 
Matty Weisenberg and others were dedicated research assistants. My NSF research grant 
helped make it all possible. I also relied on many talented undergraduate research 
assistants, as I continued to do in my later research at Stanford. 
 
My life got more difficult and the stress level escalated considerably with the birth of my 
son, Adam, in 1962 because he had undetected colic and never slept more than two 
consecutive hours for the first 18 months of life until the fifth pediatrician we had sought 
out immediately diagnosed the problem, changed his diet and he, and we, finally slept. 
But that weariness and worry took a heavy toll. Adam was a beautiful child, with a 
remarkable memory and amazing language skills. Living in New York City continued to 
be an endless financial struggle. My marriage with Rose, had developed more tensions 
than joys, in part because we were both working all the time (she in the English 
Department at City College) to establish our careers and to get tenure.  
 
Activism 
Additional worries came from the 1962 Cuban Missile Crises, and later the horrors of the 
Vietnam War. My secretary, Anne Zeidberg, shamed me into activism, since I am a non-
political person whose overextended professional life left no time for personal 
indulgences let alone political involvement. But she made me aware of my role in 
academia and the need to voice opposition to our mistake of entering and continuing in 
the war in Vietnam. I organized one of the nation’s first all night teach-ins in 1965 and 
led a walk-out of students and parents at an NYU graduation against giving Robert 
McNamara, Sec. of State, an honorary degree, and took active parts in other protest 
movements in NYC and DC. I carried that sense of activism with me to Stanford where I 
continued to be energized against the war through a variety of activities. 
 
Now energized as a social change agent, I helped organize The Harlem Summer Project 
in 1965 that enlisted student volunteers from NYU and City College to work in a Harlem 
church school yard all summer in one of several programs I designed: a kind of Head 
Start program teaching young children the basics of reading, writing and arithmetic in 
small personalized settings using the newest technologies; introducing high school 
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students to the joys of college by having them attend special lectures by top professors at 
both colleges, visiting dorms, varsity team practices, and meeting with admissions 
counselors; and a Black Pride program for teenagers that took them around the city to 
events that featured Black performers, such as Ella Fitzgerald in practice for a concert, 
photography exhibits and more. We financed the project with gifts from fund raising 
parties and a small grant of $2000 from the city which was mostly for free lunches. 
 
Transformative Experiences 
Several experiences that had a profound impact on my career and thinking about 
psychology began with my summer school teaching at Stanford in 1963 where I got to be 
around top-level students and colleagues of the caliber that I had grown accustomed to at 
Yale, and made me aware of the standards necessary to function at that high level. Sitting 
in on Festinger’s weekly research seminars at his home on the campus was an intellectual 
treat.  
 
Similarly; summer school teaching in Leuven, Belgium in 1966, changed my lowly self-
image, by making it as “the young kid on the continent” along with a remarkable team of 
social psychologists from the U.S. as part of the first summer school of the European 
Association of Experimental Social Psychology. The U.S. team included Hal Kelley, Bob 
Zajonc, and Hal Gerard, along with European faculty of Josef Nuttin, Joseph Jaspers, 
Ragnor Rommetviet, and Jaap Rabbie. We each had a small group of advanced European 
graduate students to lead in designing, executing, analyzing and writing a publishable 
research project in six weeks. The intensive collaboration, with none of my usual endless 
distractions, was intoxicating and I flourished. Our group did a study on deindividuation 
using Belgium military soldiers as our participants, and we were the first team to meet the 
goals of the summer school. On the way to Leuven, I stopped off in Paris at the invitation 
of French social psychologists, Serge Moscovici and Claude Faucheux, to lecture to their 
graduate students at the Sorbonne for a week. There were wonderfully lively exchanges 
with the students and my new French colleagues that broadened my perspectives on my 
work and the significance of psychology. 
 
A Quantum Leap in National Visibility 
I needed to get an early promotion in order to increase my salary so we could survive. 
When I asked the Head of the NYU Psychology Department if he would put me forward 
for this accelerated step up, he made clear two things, some older faculty thought I was 
too brash and needed time to mellow (reactions against my anti-war activities), and that 
although my career was moving along, I needed to demonstrate a quantum leap in 
national visibility for him to endorse early promotion to associate professor. That meant 
significantly increasing my publications and invited lectures, which I then worked even 
harder to accomplish. I relinquished any ties to present hedonism and became an over-
the-top future oriented workaholic. 
 
Visiting at Columbia University (1967-68) 
I would hang out at the Columbia Social Psychology program after my bi-weekly 
moonlight teaching at Barnard College (which is across the street) because so many fine 
social psychologists were there. When Bill McGuire took a leave to check out a job at 
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U.C. San Diego, I was invited to replace him for the year, which I jumped at. But before I 
could start, my friend, Stan Schachter, also took leave to get married, and Bibb Latane 
left to work with John Darley on Bystander Intervention research. Before I could feel 
sorry for being abandoned, I met two remarkable graduate students, Lee Ross and Judy 
Rodin, who made my year. They were so smart, so professional beyond their years and so 
creative, that I loved working with them in class, in the lab and in our regular coffee shop 
lunches. We published one of the first studies on attributional theory and later I helped 
Lee get a job at Stanford and Judy to take my job at NYU. Lee Ross and I are still 
buddies at Stanford and Judy has gone on to have an amazing career at Yale and now as 
President of the University of Pennsylvania. 
 
I am not sure whether being at my colleagues viewed Columbia as a sign of my increased 
national visibility, but it must have helped in some ways to get me a new job at Stanford. 
One day in December, out of the blue, the Chair of Stanford’s Psychology Department, 
Al Hastorf, called to inform me that I had been selected by the senior faculty to join them 
as a Full Professor with tenure! To replace my idol, Leon Festinger! To be part of the best 
psychology department in the world! And not to have even applied for the position! I 
must say immodestly that I was able to tell the NYU Psychology Department Head that 
perhaps this transition from untenured Assistant Professor at NYU-in-the-Bronx to 
tenured Full Professor at Stanford-in-Paradise might define a quantum leap in national 
visibility. And no thanks, I would not consider staying on, even if someone else did the 
windows instead of me. But it was hard to leave my Bronx family knowing that I might 
never return home again. My father had been working for me at NYU as my lab 
technician, a position he expanded after I left. But I most missed my wonderful mother 
and kid brother, Don. Rose and I decided we would separate and eventually divorce after 
she and Adam spent the 1968-year at Stanford. Although I would call Adam every week 
and visit with him in New York or at Stanford during holidays and the summer, it was 
heart breaking not to be there for him on a daily basis, to be part of his youth. 
 
The Stanford Decades (1968-Forever) 
I was there and I was scared. I had been a biggish fish in a little pond, now I was the 
minnow in the tank of sharks. Hilgard, Atkinson, Bandura, Bower, Maccoby, Mischel, 
Shepard, Flavell, and many more brilliant, creative, productive colleagues abounded 
there.  
 
But freed from the daily grind of survival at NYU and the stressful living in NYC, I felt 
liberated just to have so much time to think, to plan, to develop ideas, to get feedback 
from faculty and students whose input was stimulating. With my new “normal teaching 
load,” I could focus on perfecting my teaching and have time to develop teacher training 
workshops, seminars and manuals. Being liberated from my excessive teaching load to 
having only a few courses each quarter meant I could put more gusto in each of them and 
still have more time left over for a little fun on the side. No more hours’ long commute, I 
could bike to work from the faculty residence in the student dormitory (Cedro) where I 
lived for free.  
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The productive juices flowed, and in short order, I wrote: the 8th edition of the textbook, 
Psychology and Life (with Ruch), as well as the Instructor’s Manual, Student Study 
Guide and also the brief edition of the text. I then knocked out Influencing Attitudes 
and Changing Behavior (with Ebbe Ebbesen); Canvassing for Peace (with Bob 
Abelson), as well as a Nebraska Symposium on Motivation chapter, with some of my 
best writing, and on the side many professional articles.  
 
Psych and Life was a big hit, selling more than 100,000 copies, and made a lot of 
money. So for the very first time in my life, I no longer felt poor. I traded my borrowed 
bike for a 1955 Mercedes Benz 350-SL silver bullet convertible, the most beautiful car in 
the world. And I bought some new suits and joined a spa to exercise and get in shape. 
Played center field again with the Psychology Department’s grad student/ faculty team 
that won the Stanford intramural league that summer. Went to my first rock concert at the 
Fillmore in San Francisco and at Stanford’s Frost theatre as well as free concerts in 
Golden Gate Park. Also discovered fine wine in Napa/Sonoma Valley that changed my 
drinking habits permanently. I clearly was beginning to blend some hedonism with my 
excessive future orientation to experience more pleasure in life. 
 
But in Stanford’s paradise, work comes first and my eternal struggle between work and 
play continues to this day.  
 
[To come: falling in love, the Stanford Prison Study, Shyness Research origins and the 
shyness clinic, Discovering Psychology, Research on Time Perspective and on Madness, 
health problems and disabilities, births of Zara and Tanya, joys of international travel, 
becoming president of WPA and then APA, retirement in sight, and musing on what the 
future holds.] 
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