mentor. Our souls were intertwined from the

start, but events in recent years broke our
capacity to express what we meant to each other. We
both longed for what we had been to each other, yet
neither of us could find the path for a return.

I am saddened by the death of my friend and

Many others who were the glue between us, knew of
the public reasons for our estrangement, but only he
and I knew what really happened. Knowing the
private reason or tolerating the public perception
does not diminish my love for him. Nor does it
reduce the impact he had on my life.

We could
exchange ideas,
thoughts and
feelings of a
personal and
professional
nature all in the
same sentence.
Our life work
shared the same
DNA. When we
worked on
projects
together, we
both achieved
greater heights
than either of us could have ascended to alone.

We yearned for the same things. We held hands, we
locked arms, and we laughed uproariously when we
encountered common obstacles. Once when we
discovered a memo that called us "a pair of
axxholes," we were more delighted than offended.

Our friendship, companionship and ability to learn
from each other was probably deeper and more
intimate than most men are able to attain in their
lifetime. I am grateful for what we had and I will
always treasure everything that we were to each
other.

The smile and twinkle are gone. The greeting and
enthusiasm that set aglow the inner fire are now
memories. A twist of fate allowed us to have time
together before death claimed his body. Our
conversation brought joy to both our spirits and the
healing path emerged.

Death, we both discerned long ago, turns us all into
philosophers. Tragedy requires us to reassess our
relationship with the temporal world and the
expanse of the universe. My mentor said, “Why
wait for such trauma to occur? Why not help people
know themselves in the world without having to
gain such knowledge through tragic circumstance?”

He called this help "socio-dynamic" counselling.
With a few simple principles he launched a system
that has influenced helping professionals around
the world and has left a legacy of practitioners,
researchers and teachers.

His death, like
his life, touches
our most inner
world. Despite
our grief, our
tears and our
longing for
him, we carry
forward the
larger question
that was most
dear to his
being: "What is
my place in the
cosmos?" And
within that
question we struggle with a more immediate
enquiry: "What can I do to help?"

I cannot say what I will miss most. The suspenders?
The unique clothing? The Moroccan chicken? The
unwillingness to engage in chit-chat? The fine
wines? The insights? The stories of ranch life? The
garden oasis? The gatherings? The walks? The
battles with the dragons? The challenge to engage?
Doing your best? Living authentically? Inspiring
writing? Emotional intelligence? Road trip snoring?

What we meant to each other, what we did for each
other, and how we were to each other has left me
with exceptional solace. I wish, however, that I
could have said "Tlove you," before only his soul
could hear me.

Oh, brother, where art thou? Are you yet again
paving the way for my travels?



