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Marbles, the singular memoir by Robert Biederman, sub- titled Frontiers of Mortality is a
collection of 21 unforgettable and extravagantly diverse personal experiences. Biederman
examines life at inception, at death, and the many moral choices in between. His bag of Marbles
focus on family relationships, their evolution and devolution as well as a few comic moments that
reflect some of the absurdity in our judgment. What results is an uncompromising look at life’s
hardest moments, narrated with warmth and humility. A recovering alcoholic, enduring the
memory of his own father’s suicide, comes home to the news of his own son’s death from self-
inflicted gunshot wounds. Wounds that resulted from guns the father had hidden under his bed.
What is a TIP Volunteer and how does he help the father survive those first 12 hours? The land
of Israel as seen through the eyes of a sabra with memories of every war fought. It’s a vivid
telling of her participation and her current life below the Golan amongst her Arab neighbors. The
situation in the Middle East presents a paradox; the endless cycle of violence provides an
opportunity. What do you feel when you kill another person? What do you do? What does the
world really do? Crohn’s Disease tests a family’s cohesiveness and shapes a young woman's
wry character. Teenage pregnancy leads to a journey through Open Adoption and its unintended
unpredictable consequences. A brilliant neurologist transplanted to Australia from South Africa
via Abbey Road is forced to face the broken promises of the Golden Years. He deals with the
wonderful companionship of his adult children, the good fortunes of a life reborn in Sydney and
the fleeing coherence of his wife of 50 years. Alone, surrounded by love and respect. Are the
overt actions of the Dominant abusive parent the proper focus of rehabilitation? Are the roles of
Dominant/Submissive isolated to the bedroom and Boardroom? Do they play out on the world
stage, in your own personal toxic relationships? Infidelity as a practice bears a strange
resemblance to the Geneva Conventions. The consequences run parallel. Expediency defines
political correctness. Today’s smiling truth trumps tomorrow’s sometimes easily avoidable
consequences. Are sexuality and intimacy one and the same? Two primal needs bring conflict
and opportunity for resolution. What would you do in each of these situations? What do you
expect of others? Do you bear the responsibility of the consequences of your actions? How
often are those consequences escapable? Our lives are not solitary. Each of our experiences
embrace another human being. We exist in pairs and small groups that define us and are called
“family”. When the choices we make turn against us, family can deteriorate, pull together, or
shatter into factions. Mending relationships, abandoning, or enduring them create the cast of
characters that dictate future decisions and their consequences. What is truly right, truly moral,
and what is just expedient? Do we race through life just a step ahead of the consequences or
walk in comfortable cadence with those around us who share our values and forgive our lapses?
Are those infrequent near-death experiences brief escape hatches from the actions we’ve taken,
deeply regret, and live in fear of the pending consequences?



About the AuthorBob Biederman, recent medicare applicant, was born in Boston, graduated
Newton High School in '64, a member of the Phi Chapter of Alpha Epsilon Pi fraternity at UMass,
Amherst in '68, and the Brooke Army Medical Center at Fort Sam Houston in '69 where he
graduated 3rd in his class of 500 at Colonel Pixley's Combat Medical Training program. Never
setting foot in Viet Nam he spent his active duty treating young Americans abruptly returning
after overly-intimate experiences with napalm at the Department of Defense Burn Center, thus
ending his formal education. He went on to serve as a short order cook, copywriter, and "AdMan
Magnifique" shuttling between 6 jobs in 5 years. He began Papers, Inc, his first publishing
venture in 1972 and promptly embraced financial failure just 16 months later, but not before
working with respected writing agent Virginia Kidd to publish the first poetry of Ursula LeGuin,
the earliest work of Mark Helprin, Isaac Asimov, Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, Scott Rosenberg,
Ambrose Bierce, Merrill Kaitz, Danny Schechter "The News Dissector" and Laurence Janifer,
amongst a dozen other lesser known cutting edge writers and poets. Financial failure brought
him to the streets of suburban Boston as a cab driver and Chinese food deliveryman supporting
a wife and child. Relaunching his publishing career 4 years later found him as General manager
of Beacon Publishing, a chain of suburban newspapers, and then off on his own becoming the
preeminent national publisher in the condominium/HOA field where he was threatened with
multiple lawsuits, defended one and fended off the rest. After establishing publishing offices in
Massachusetts, New Hampshire, Florida and Southern California, he quietly sold his company
for a dollar and was exiled to Orange County, California where his dutiful wife continued to
support him in the manner to which he had become accustomed. Orange County offered little
other than great weather and the opportunity to indulge his inner needs through work with the
Trauma Intervention Program, editing assignments for the Sydney Jewish Museum (right, the
one in Australia, don't ask...) and the opportunity to begin publishing his own work in the form of
Marbles. He enjoys ongoing cordial relationships exclusively with young children and domestic
animals. For more extraneous information visit the web site www.RobertBiederman.com. --This
text refers to the paperback edition.
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marblesfrontiers of mor(t)alityBob Biederman et.al. Copyright © 2014 by Robert
BiedermanPublished by Robert Biederman1500 East Ocean Boulevard Suite #407Long Beach,
CA 90802Library of Congress control # 2013920751All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written
permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book, except by a
reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.The scanning, uploading, and distribution of
this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal
and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not
participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrightable materials. Your support of the
authorís rights is appreciated.Dedicated to Emma was previously published by the Boston
Globe on July 4, 2005. Reprinted with permission. Caseyís Diner was previously published by
The MetroWest Daily News on May 14, 2003. Reprinted with permission.Cover design by
compu-vison.Book design and layout by compu-vison..auCreditsDaughter was cowritten by Lisa
Maddock.Granddaughter was written by Emma Flowers.Name changesSome names have been
changed in the following chapters to protect the privacy of those involved: Tip Time, Kevin, and
Frank. You can believe just about all the rest except where indicated. Letter to an editorDear
Tetra,Enclosed find a check in the amount of $194 for ‘balance due’ for your editorial services. I
admit that when I hired you it was partly because your first name sounded a bit Greek and I was
hoping for a Homeric quality to your literary advice. Instead, I got a few notes on proper syntax
and inconsistent verb tense. I felt like I got the other uncomfortable and unsavory Greek
experience.When I sent you the $200 advance, we agreed that your job was to help me make
clear to my reader that the title, Marbles: Frontiers of Mor(t)ality, means that each of the twenty-
one stories focuses on those moments in our lives when we’re faced with our mortality: life or
death. That’s when we make tough moral decisions. They affect our closest relations and have
consequences that test our morality and shape our lives. How do we make this plain to the
reader? It wasn’t about proper use of gerund phrases or the pluperfect.Your further help is not
needed and, by the way, I ignored your advice to delete the two pieces that had sexual content. I
know you felt that they might offend a female reader. Quite frankly, there are females in the world
that aren’t so overstuffed with estrogen that they have no room for a little sense of humor in
there. The first example is likely to elicit a grin and a wink. If not, that’s their problem. The second
may be a bit unsettling to some, but I’ll play my ‘Get out of jail free’ card and hope for their
forgiveness. After all, if my wife can forgive me, so can they.Cordially,BB Table d’hôteLetter to an
editorTable d’hôtePrefaceTIP timeChinese food fantasyKevinRemember The
BoatshuFrankMotherDedicated to EmmaLove is the real currency of our livesCancerous truck
driverFather50 Shades of Grey, condos, and the Arab springHow Harold Brown survived a $635
million Chapter 11 bankruptcyHeaven; hopeSimply the worst moment of my entire lifeCasey’s



Diner ain’t what it used to be, or is it?Graduation apologyThe Baja, the condo boardroom, and
my ’79 shovelheadLetter from Tel AvivWoolloomooloo lunchDaughter Lisa’s
Crohn’sGranddaughter; SnowstormAcknowledgmentMake a differencePrefaceI am forever a
son trying to learn the lessons of fatherhood, hoping my own son will be a better father than
me.And you?Is there a more important task in your life?Is parenthood the ultimate test of your
own morality?How do you behave when facing the frontiers of mortality? TIP timeSurviving on
the frontierHOW DO YOU SHOOT yourself twice?That’s what the two slugs retrieved from the
floorboard and ceiling indicated. That’s what the bloody footprints said.Fifteen-year-old Darren
had come home from school to find his eighteen-year-old brother, Sean, on the bathroom floor,
dead from a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the face. The fifteen-year-old, who was with his
grandmother, ‘lost it’ and ran screaming from the house. The grandmother was a strong lady
who did what she could.Conflicting details made the circumstances of this death bizarre. They
just made no sense, not that any suicide does. It seemed that Sean had shot himself in the
midsection first, while sitting on the toilet. He didn’t quite kill himself, so he walked into his
father’s bedroom, got another gun, went back into the bathroom, and finished the job with a shot
aimed upward, beneath his chin.My name is Bob. I’m a TIP volunteer. This is what I encounter.
The Trauma Intervention Program was created to deal with the ‘Second Injury’ victims, those
people closest to the trauma victim whom nobody has time for. There wasn’t much to be done
for the deceased, but the brother, grandmother, and parents were now in harm’s way from the
emotional trauma they were dealing with. My job is to protect them from the system, well-
meaning but toxic friends, and themselves.This was a very tragic and convoluted situation. I
arrived at the condominium complex in Reading, Massachusetts, on a midsummer afternoon.
The light rain had stopped. Flashing police lights led me to the scene, where I stepped under the
yellow police tape connected to the three-level clapboard buildings. They were painted a bright
yellow with green trim and had attractive window boxes of peonies and purple and green coleus.
Adolescent shrubs below that marked it as a recently built upper middle-class community.The
air was damp and misty. I decided to focus on the father, who stood like a large stone in the
street. As soon as I saw him, I knew where he really was.Physically he stood in the middle of the
cul-de- sac with his hands jammed in his jeans, shoulders hunched, head down. I approached
him as I was trained.“Hello, Michael, I’m Bob from the Trauma Team. I’m here to help get you
through this night.”No recognition, response, or acknowledgment. I took three steps back and
gave him space. He had heard my voice. I was sure of that. What was there to say in response?
Somehow I had to enter that small little room he was in. The one with no windows or doors. The
darkness. The silence with only an echo of your own thoughts ñ bad thoughts.But how?
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Crohn’sGranddaughter; SnowstormAcknowledgmentMake a differencePrefaceI am forever a
son trying to learn the lessons of fatherhood, hoping my own son will be a better father than
me.And you?Is there a more important task in your life?Is parenthood the ultimate test of your
own morality?How do you behave when facing the frontiers of mortality? TIP timeSurviving on
the frontierHOW DO YOU SHOOT yourself twice?That’s what the two slugs retrieved from the
floorboard and ceiling indicated. That’s what the bloody footprints said.Fifteen-year-old Darren
had come home from school to find his eighteen-year-old brother, Sean, on the bathroom floor,
dead from a self-inflicted gunshot wound to the face. The fifteen-year-old, who was with his
grandmother, ‘lost it’ and ran screaming from the house. The grandmother was a strong lady
who did what she could.Conflicting details made the circumstances of this death bizarre. They
just made no sense, not that any suicide does. It seemed that Sean had shot himself in the
midsection first, while sitting on the toilet. He didn’t quite kill himself, so he walked into his
father’s bedroom, got another gun, went back into the bathroom, and finished the job with a shot
aimed upward, beneath his chin.My name is Bob. I’m a TIP volunteer. This is what I encounter.
The Trauma Intervention Program was created to deal with the ‘Second Injury’ victims, those
people closest to the trauma victim whom nobody has time for. There wasn’t much to be done
for the deceased, but the brother, grandmother, and parents were now in harm’s way from the
emotional trauma they were dealing with. My job is to protect them from the system, well-
meaning but toxic friends, and themselves.This was a very tragic and convoluted situation. I
arrived at the condominium complex in Reading, Massachusetts, on a midsummer afternoon.
The light rain had stopped. Flashing police lights led me to the scene, where I stepped under the
yellow police tape connected to the three-level clapboard buildings. They were painted a bright
yellow with green trim and had attractive window boxes of peonies and purple and green coleus.
Adolescent shrubs below that marked it as a recently built upper middle-class community.The
air was damp and misty. I decided to focus on the father, who stood like a large stone in the
street. As soon as I saw him, I knew where he really was.Physically he stood in the middle of the
cul-de- sac with his hands jammed in his jeans, shoulders hunched, head down. I approached
him as I was trained.“Hello, Michael, I’m Bob from the Trauma Team. I’m here to help get you
through this night.”No recognition, response, or acknowledgment. I took three steps back and
gave him space. He had heard my voice. I was sure of that. What was there to say in response?
Somehow I had to enter that small little room he was in. The one with no windows or doors. The
darkness. The silence with only an echo of your own thoughts ñ bad thoughts.But how?The only
tools right now were patience, my Trauma Intervention Program training, and the dozen calls I
had already been on in the last five months.I shadowed Michael from about five to ten yards for
most of the call. For me it would last seven hours and forty-five minutes. It was the second call of
my twelve-hour shift that would make this a nineteen-hour day. One of three I spend each month.
It was unusual, but not unexpected.“Every call is different,” we were told. “You’ll never know what
you’ll find when you get to the scene. Listen to the First Responders. Ask questions and
observe.”TIP volunteers go through nearly sixty hours of intensive training over a two-week



period, with nearly two hundred pages of collateral readings done as homework. We’re well
oriented to the system. We know what the police need to do and what they want us to do so they
can be more effective. We know what the firefighters need to do, the paramedics, and the
coroner. In fact, in cases of death (80 percent of our calls involve a death), the coroner is in
charge of the scene and the body of the deceased. All of the municipal employees have their
jobs. But no job includes looking after the emotional health of the Second Victim: the spouse,
parent, or sibling of the deceased; the neighbor who witnessed the death, or the close family
friend who may have been godmother to the deceased.When you are witness to a traumatic
death or have close ties to the deceased, you suffer some level of PTSD (post-traumatic stress
disorder). It’s not always immediately apparent, not always crippling, but it’s always there. One
human being does not witness the sudden traumatic death of another without it having a
resounding psychological echo. Those reverberations must be dealt with in the most caring and
efficient way to enable the Second Victim to survive the incident with the minimal amount of
psychological damage. TIP volunteers are trained to understand and recognize what is going on
in the minds of these second victims and to provide the emotional first aid necessary to get them
back in touch with reality, their responsibilities, and their loved ones that remain.The father,
Michael Logan, had not spoken to his current wife. She was there at the scene. He had not
spoken to his first wife, Sean’s mother. She was there also and being helped by Sarah, my TIP
partner. Michael had not spoken to his son, Darren, who had discovered his brother, Sean.
Michael was not speaking to his own mother either.He was just standing straight, shoulders a bit
hunched with that stare. Eyes wet. While shadowing him, I also engaged the wife, the son to a
limited degree, the grandmother, aunt, uncle, cousin, and Sean’s mother, who had also arrived.
It was another rather disjointed family.Michael was four years into his second marriage. The
information I gathered told me that he was a recovering alcoholic who had been suicidal when
he was drinking, but he was three years sober. His father had been extremely abusive during his
childhood until the father killed himself. Sean, the deceased son, had been a brilliant kid who
hadn’t seemed to fit in well socially and couldn’t figure out why. He had just been kicked out of
high school a month before, enrolled in a new high school, and kicked out again after just four
days. He’d had a lovely girlfriend. There were many signs of suicide potential, but too many
conflicting things that would contradict that. I just don’t know.I saw that Michael was in serious
trouble and spoke to the police about it. They recognized it and removed the other guns from the
house. I spoke with Michael’s mother (the grandmother), and she recognized it too. He clearly
blamed himself and was emotionally locked in that small dark room. During the first two to three
hours, I got Michael to respond to me through a few very simple requests, such as the retrieval
of keys.The police officer in charge of the crime scene called me over and told me that they were
removing the guns from the house, and they would fill out the paperwork required to show their
responsibility for the property. I was to tell Michael. I nodded and approached him from an angle,
as we were trained.“The police want you to know that they are taking custody of your two guns
and are filling out all the paperwork needed so you know where they are and how to retrieve



them.”“What?” a strong challenge.“Why are they taking my guns?” a tinge of panic. Hazel eyes
with pupils constricted focused on me. Still a handsome if pained face. We were engaged. And
so it began.“The officer didn’t give me a full explanation of why. He just described the two guns
and the ammunition and wanted me to tell you what they are doing.”“Why? Why are they taking
my guns? What paperwork? I want to know why they are taking my guns and what paperwork
they mean.”“I’ll go and get the officer and have him talk directly to you. Will you stay right
here?”“Yes. I want to talk to the officer. I want to know why they are taking my guns.”Part of our
training directs us to provide as much information as we can to our clients - accurate, simple,
and responsive. When at all possible, we connect them with the professional who has that
information, be it the police, the fire chief, or the ER physician. Clear, concise communication
with no chance of misinterpretation. We facilitate communication. We try not to pass on
secondhand summaries.It was midevening now, around 8 pm. The police officer walked with me
through the shadows to where Michael was standing just outside the glow of the streetlight. It
was a midsummer night with fairly mild temperatures. Michael was wearing long sleeves, but
looked a bit cold.“Michael, this is Officer Bellflower. Can I get you a blanket?”“Why are you taking
my guns? What are you doing with them?”As the officer began his response, I stepped back out
of the halo of the street lamp and listened to what I could. The officer went over the paperwork
and responded in a calm way to Michael’s pained queries. He went over some things twice.
Michael seemed to understand, if not agree. Officer Bellflower moved away, expressing his
sincere sympathy to Michael, and nodded to me. I moved back a bit closer to Michael, in his
peripheral arc of sight. There began some body language that indicated he accepted my being
there as I followed along with him, not in his face, just in sight.I spoke again with his mother, the
grandmother who had discovered her grandson’s body. She reminded me very much of a junior
high school principal - strong, tough, no-nonsense, but with a guarded sensitivity accustomed to
being in charge. She had told me a great deal about Michael and his difficult childhood and what
an abusive beast his father had been before he killed himself. She seemed to express a balance
of remorse and relief in describing that period. Now she was very worried about Michael.We
acknowledged the obvious danger of his taking his own life. She asked me to help him.“What
are you going to do?”Without too much thought, I responded that “we” needed to help him. What
could we do?She had asked him repeatedly where he was going to stay that night. We had been
in the street all this time because the home was a crime scene and they couldn’t go back in, not
that they ever would have wanted to. Scorsese minimizes the blood spilled in his violent deaths.
A theater audience would not accept the gore of reality. Michael would never live in this home
again. He would not respond to his mother’s question other than with a shake of his head. His
wife had asked the same question with the same response. This was a man who wasn’t thinking
about where his bed was going to be that night. Or maybe that’s all he was thinking about. The
grandmother was not giving up. We were a team.“His son Darren needs him,” she said. And that
was my answer.That was the strategy. Darren was planning to go home with his aunt and her
family, where he had actually been staying for the previous few months. It had something to do



with his school district and not wanting to change in midterm. His cousin, who was about his
age, was with him this night, and they had been pretty much inseparable, except when the police
had to question Darren about what he had seen. Darren was an extremely fragile teenager who
had been emotionally shattered that afternoon.My TIP partner on this call was Sarah, a middle-
aged woman who had experienced a suicide in her own family. She was more skilled at dealing
with children. During the course of the call, we had formed a tacit agreement as to who would
concentrate on which victims. We each had contact with all of them, but she was clearly better at
working with the children and the distraught mother while I focused on the father and the
grandmother. We each worked with the other family members to a limited degree through the
night. Working as a team isn’t easy or always successful. This night it was. We had no conflict
and had a complementary intuitive sense of what needed to be done.One of the key ingredients
in our TIP training is the strategy of distraction and redirection. If our clients seem likely to do
something that would be injurious to themselves or others, we are instructed not to argue with
them about their choice but just to help them reprioritize. In a gang shooting, there might be a
primary urge to retaliate, to go out and get the guy that did it. We are told to point out that “Right
now, your family needs you here. There’s time for everything, but right now you need to help your
mother (or brother or other grieving family member).” Don’t argue, just redirect and
reprioritize.“Darren needs him,” the grandmother had said. And that was the redirection. It was
just past 9 pm. I approached Michael again, but this time at an oblique angle from the rear. He
could see me coming, but not directly at him. I wanted to be physically close to him without being
confrontational.When I was standing about two feet from his left shoulder, I said, “Michael,
Darren needs you tonight.”His head moved just a fraction in a kind of foggy acknowledgment. I
stood silently. He did not respond further. I stayed closer than I had been and remained silent but
present. I did not go more than six feet from him for about the next twenty minutes. He seemed
to be moving away from me. He walked slowly around in the courtyard of the condominium
complex.A neighbor came up to express her sympathy. Michael was nonresponsive at first, but
then lifted his head and said. “Can I use your bathroom?”He seemed to have a goal in his eyes. I
felt uncomfortable.“Certainly, Michael. Right inside the door. You know where it is, just the same
as your house,” the neighbor replied.I felt a little yellowish red pain in my stomach. I couldn’t
follow him in, but I couldn’t just let him go off. As he was walking over to her door, a policeman
stopped and asked him a question. He responded and asked a return question. They seemed to
be engaged in some kind of conversation. I couldn’t hear the details. As long as he wasn’t
moving any farther away from me, I decided to keep my distance. The police officer kept him
engaged for about five full minutes. Then he nodded and walked away with a glance at me.I’m
not certain, but I believe the police are just as aware of that ‘distraction’ strategy as we are.
Everyone on that crime scene knew Michael’s history and what we were all afraid of. I believe
that police officer was reacting on instinct, as I was. Michael seemed to have forgotten about the
bathroom and began wandering back to the curb. I trailed at my five to six foot distance and then
approached closer.“Darren needs to be with you tonight. You’re his dad. He needs you.”“Darren



is going to his aunt’s house. That’s what he wants to do. He needs to do what he wants.”Okay,
there it was. We were involved in a sensible discussion. We were back to safe ground. I said
nothing more and walked over to where Darren was sitting on the curb with his cousin. I squatted
down directly in front of Darren and put my hands on each of his knees.“Darren?” He raised his
head halfway up. “Darren, you need to be with your dad tonight.”“I’m going to stay with my aunt,
with Jimmy and my uncle, in Reading. That’s where I used to stay.”“Darren, tonight you need to
be with your dad. You should be together tonight. He needs you.”“All right.”I squeezed his knees
and touched his head as I rose and walked back to where Michael was standing.“Darren wants
to be with you tonight.”He looked up and met my eyes for the first time. I held his glance for about
five seconds, maybe ten, and then he lowered his head again. He stood there silently.Then
…“Where’s Darren?”“Over there by the curb.”He walked halfway across the grassy courtyard
toward the curb.“Darren?”No movement. Then slowly Darren’s slight figure unfolded from the
curb and turned to face the voice of his father. They looked at each other for a moment and then
each walked very slowly toward the other. Within five to six mutual paces they met, wrapped
their arms around each other, and just stood there silently for a very long time. Then they shifted
their grips to be side by side and walked away, out of the courtyard. I did not follow. I didn’t feel
worried.I walked over to the crowd and began making my rounds again. The grandmother had
been watching. She didn’t say very much but gave me a halfhearted hug, or at least tried to. I
spoke to Michael’s wife and told her I thought that Darren might be staying with them tonight.
She told me she thought that he was going with his aunt.“Things change,” I said. “Will it be a
problem?”“No. No problem. We still don’t know where we’re going to be. Probably just find a
motel somewhere nearby. We’re just not going back in there. Not ever.”“Can I make some calls
and try to find you a room?”“No, better wait for Michael. I don’t want to do anything without
Michael.”“Okay, fine.”That’s kind of what TIP volunteers can do. We can find some lodging, make
arrangements, but we can’t transport anyone in our cars. Insurance liability and all that. But we
can help out with logistical details. We can find a hotel room, a pet boarding facility, or an open
pharmacy. We even contact the hazmat cleaning crew that comes to a crime scene after the
police are done to clean up all the blood and body parts that may remain. In fact that is exactly
what we would do later, before we left the scene. It can be a very expensive service, but your
homeowners policy usually covers it. If not, we know of some companies that will actually work
gratis (for free) in some situations. My partner and I discussed this service with the wife while
Michael and Darren were off by themselves. I was able to explain our Resource Guide to her as
well. She was the most in control and understood what I was saying. We gave her the coroner
case number and other information. She agreed to let us take care of making the call to the
clean-up company.It was well after 10 pm when Michael and Darren came back around the
corner of the courtyard, still with arms around each other.Michael approached his wife and said,
“Darren is staying with us tonight.”She nodded. That was that. I caught the grandmother’s eye.
What a team!Michael’s wife asked if we could retrieve some toiletries and other things from the
house to take with them wherever they would end up. I told her I’d check and then walked over to



the officer in charge. He told me it would be all right for them to enter the condo, but they had to
stay on the first floor. They would not be allowed upstairs - nor would they want to go there. But if
there was anything they needed, they could tell the officer inside, and he would fetch it if he
could.I told that to Michael’s wife. She spoke with Michael, and the three of them walked slowly
to the front door and entered. I followed.Michael and Darren stretched out on the couch, nesting
inward. Michael’s wife spoke to the policeman at the foot of the stairs and described what she
needed and where it was. He confirmed with me that nobody else would go upstairs and then
went to get the needed items. It was quiet. He came down shortly with everything that had been
asked for. Michael and Darren were curled up on the coach together. Darren had his eyes
closed. Michael didn’t. I think they were just catching their emotional breath. We all stayed where
we were for a while.Then Michael gently unwrapped himself from Darren, stood up, and
announced to me that he had to go in the garage and get something from his truck. His chin
seemed tilted up just a fraction. Courage? Defiance? Resolve? It was the loudest he had
spoken.My heart kind of froze. I felt I could not follow him into the garage. I knew I should, but I
felt it insulting. I felt that we had made a connection. He made the statement to me, and I just
didn’t know what to do. Was he calling for help? For me to stop him? I didn’t. I just walked up to
the inside garage door he had gone through, which he closed behind him, and braced myself for
the sound of a gunshot.He came back in after a moment or three and kind of laughed. He looked
at me and said, “Wanna see something funny?”“Sure,” I said.He took me into the garage and
showed me his truck. The front bumper was jammed against the wall.“I guess I pulled in kinda
hot!” He grinned a bit.“Yeah, I guess so.” I grinned back.“I think I just want to back it off an inch
and not permanently dent the wall.”He got into the truck, turned it on, and backed it up an inch.
Then he turned it off and got out. We left the garage, and he told his wife what he had done.
Back in the world.My partner, Sarah, collected some additional clothes the policeman had
missed and handed the bag to Michael’s wife. The cleaners we had called finally arrived, and we
walked out with the family. Sarah with the wife, Darren with his birth mother, who had been
waiting outside the front door, and me with Michael.I stopped on the porch with Michael and
gently put my arm on his, came close and said, “Michael, at eleven this morning, I sat with a dad
whose son had used a needle to end his life. It doesn’t matter whether they choose a needle or a
pistol or a bottle of pills. They’re going to do what they’re going to do. It’s a terrible sickness, and
it’s not your gun that is to blame.“I’m very sorry, but I can’t do anything else for you tonight. You
need to stick close to Darren. You need to listen to him. We’re both dads, and I’ve learned more
from listening to my son than I ever did from listening to my father. You need to be there for
Darren. Don’t leave him tonight.”Again our eyes locked. He said nothing.We all paused at the
curb. Sarah gave hugs to Darren, the wife, and the mother. Then Michael looked up and just
reached out his hand to me, which I took. I guess it was a guy thing. He wasn’t talking, but he
had Darren in his sights.I watched the three of them drive off in search of a hotel room and then
said good night to the grandmother and the rest of the family while Sarah also said her good-
byes. She checked to be sure the cleaner knew what to do with the key when he was done. It



had been an eight-hour call on top of the four-hour call I’d had that morning. It was my busiest
day yet. I don’t expect to have another like it.I don’t know how much a recovering suicidal
alcoholic whose father and son both committed suicide can endure. But he would get through
this night. I believed he would. That was my job. I’m a TIP volunteer.TIP is a national organization
that serves hundreds of cities with over 1500 volunteers. In 1991, it won the prestigious
Innovations Award cosponsored by the Ford Foundation and Harvard’s John F. Kennedy School
of Government. In 2000, Attorney General Janet Reno presented the Crime Victim Service
Award to founder Wayne Fortin. Awards and national recognition reinforce the real rewards felt
by the TIP volunteers every day, on every call. They just want to make a difference.Why do
ordinary people do this extraordinary work?

My TIP partner on this call was Sarah, a middle-aged woman who had experienced a suicide in
her own family. She was more skilled at dealing with children. During the course of the call, we
had formed a tacit agreement as to who would concentrate on which victims. We each had
contact with all of them, but she was clearly better at working with the children and the distraught
mother while I focused on the father and the grandmother. We each worked with the other family
members to a limited degree through the night. Working as a team isn’t easy or always
successful. This night it was. We had no conflict and had a complementary intuitive sense of
what needed to be done.One of the key ingredients in our TIP training is the strategy of
distraction and redirection. If our clients seem likely to do something that would be injurious to
themselves or others, we are instructed not to argue with them about their choice but just to help
them reprioritize. In a gang shooting, there might be a primary urge to retaliate, to go out and get
the guy that did it. We are told to point out that “Right now, your family needs you here. There’s
time for everything, but right now you need to help your mother (or brother or other grieving
family member).” Don’t argue, just redirect and reprioritize.“Darren needs him,” the grandmother
had said. And that was the redirection. It was just past 9 pm. I approached Michael again, but
this time at an oblique angle from the rear. He could see me coming, but not directly at him. I
wanted to be physically close to him without being confrontational.When I was standing about
two feet from his left shoulder, I said, “Michael, Darren needs you tonight.”His head moved just a
fraction in a kind of foggy acknowledgment. I stood silently. He did not respond further. I stayed
closer than I had been and remained silent but present. I did not go more than six feet from him
for about the next twenty minutes. He seemed to be moving away from me. He walked slowly
around in the courtyard of the condominium complex.A neighbor came up to express her
sympathy. Michael was nonresponsive at first, but then lifted his head and said. “Can I use your
bathroom?”He seemed to have a goal in his eyes. I felt uncomfortable.“Certainly, Michael. Right
inside the door. You know where it is, just the same as your house,” the neighbor replied.I felt a
little yellowish red pain in my stomach. I couldn’t follow him in, but I couldn’t just let him go off. As
he was walking over to her door, a policeman stopped and asked him a question. He responded
and asked a return question. They seemed to be engaged in some kind of conversation. I



couldn’t hear the details. As long as he wasn’t moving any farther away from me, I decided to
keep my distance. The police officer kept him engaged for about five full minutes. Then he
nodded and walked away with a glance at me.I’m not certain, but I believe the police are just as
aware of that ‘distraction’ strategy as we are. Everyone on that crime scene knew Michael’s
history and what we were all afraid of. I believe that police officer was reacting on instinct, as I
was. Michael seemed to have forgotten about the bathroom and began wandering back to the
curb. I trailed at my five to six foot distance and then approached closer.“Darren needs to be with
you tonight. You’re his dad. He needs you.”“Darren is going to his aunt’s house. That’s what he
wants to do. He needs to do what he wants.”Okay, there it was. We were involved in a sensible
discussion. We were back to safe ground. I said nothing more and walked over to where Darren
was sitting on the curb with his cousin. I squatted down directly in front of Darren and put my
hands on each of his knees.“Darren?” He raised his head halfway up. “Darren, you need to be
with your dad tonight.”“I’m going to stay with my aunt, with Jimmy and my uncle, in Reading.
That’s where I used to stay.”“Darren, tonight you need to be with your dad. You should be
together tonight. He needs you.”“All right.”I squeezed his knees and touched his head as I rose
and walked back to where Michael was standing.“Darren wants to be with you tonight.”He
looked up and met my eyes for the first time. I held his glance for about five seconds, maybe ten,
and then he lowered his head again. He stood there silently.Then …“Where’s Darren?”“Over
there by the curb.”He walked halfway across the grassy courtyard toward the curb.“Darren?”No
movement. Then slowly Darren’s slight figure unfolded from the curb and turned to face the voice
of his father. They looked at each other for a moment and then each walked very slowly toward
the other. Within five to six mutual paces they met, wrapped their arms around each other, and
just stood there silently for a very long time. Then they shifted their grips to be side by side and
walked away, out of the courtyard. I did not follow. I didn’t feel worried.I walked over to the crowd
and began making my rounds again. The grandmother had been watching. She didn’t say very
much but gave me a halfhearted hug, or at least tried to. I spoke to Michael’s wife and told her I
thought that Darren might be staying with them tonight. She told me she thought that he was
going with his aunt.“Things change,” I said. “Will it be a problem?”“No. No problem. We still don’t
know where we’re going to be. Probably just find a motel somewhere nearby. We’re just not
going back in there. Not ever.”“Can I make some calls and try to find you a room?”“No, better
wait for Michael. I don’t want to do anything without Michael.”“Okay, fine.”That’s kind of what TIP
volunteers can do. We can find some lodging, make arrangements, but we can’t transport
anyone in our cars. Insurance liability and all that. But we can help out with logistical details. We
can find a hotel room, a pet boarding facility, or an open pharmacy. We even contact the hazmat
cleaning crew that comes to a crime scene after the police are done to clean up all the blood
and body parts that may remain. In fact that is exactly what we would do later, before we left the
scene. It can be a very expensive service, but your homeowners policy usually covers it. If not,
we know of some companies that will actually work gratis (for free) in some situations. My
partner and I discussed this service with the wife while Michael and Darren were off by



themselves. I was able to explain our Resource Guide to her as well. She was the most in control
and understood what I was saying. We gave her the coroner case number and other information.
She agreed to let us take care of making the call to the clean-up company.It was well after 10 pm
when Michael and Darren came back around the corner of the courtyard, still with arms around
each other.Michael approached his wife and said, “Darren is staying with us tonight.”She
nodded. That was that. I caught the grandmother’s eye. What a team!Michael’s wife asked if we
could retrieve some toiletries and other things from the house to take with them wherever they
would end up. I told her I’d check and then walked over to the officer in charge. He told me it
would be all right for them to enter the condo, but they had to stay on the first floor. They would
not be allowed upstairs - nor would they want to go there. But if there was anything they needed,
they could tell the officer inside, and he would fetch it if he could.I told that to Michael’s wife. She
spoke with Michael, and the three of them walked slowly to the front door and entered. I
followed.Michael and Darren stretched out on the couch, nesting inward. Michael’s wife spoke to
the policeman at the foot of the stairs and described what she needed and where it was. He
confirmed with me that nobody else would go upstairs and then went to get the needed items. It
was quiet. He came down shortly with everything that had been asked for. Michael and Darren
were curled up on the coach together. Darren had his eyes closed. Michael didn’t. I think they
were just catching their emotional breath. We all stayed where we were for a while.Then Michael
gently unwrapped himself from Darren, stood up, and announced to me that he had to go in the
garage and get something from his truck. His chin seemed tilted up just a fraction. Courage?
Defiance? Resolve? It was the loudest he had spoken.My heart kind of froze. I felt I could not
follow him into the garage. I knew I should, but I felt it insulting. I felt that we had made a
connection. He made the statement to me, and I just didn’t know what to do. Was he calling for
help? For me to stop him? I didn’t. I just walked up to the inside garage door he had gone
through, which he closed behind him, and braced myself for the sound of a gunshot.He came
back in after a moment or three and kind of laughed. He looked at me and said, “Wanna see
something funny?”“Sure,” I said.He took me into the garage and showed me his truck. The front
bumper was jammed against the wall.“I guess I pulled in kinda hot!” He grinned a bit.“Yeah, I
guess so.” I grinned back.“I think I just want to back it off an inch and not permanently dent the
wall.”He got into the truck, turned it on, and backed it up an inch. Then he turned it off and got
out. We left the garage, and he told his wife what he had done. Back in the world.My partner,
Sarah, collected some additional clothes the policeman had missed and handed the bag to
Michael’s wife. The cleaners we had called finally arrived, and we walked out with the family.
Sarah with the wife, Darren with his birth mother, who had been waiting outside the front door,
and me with Michael.I stopped on the porch with Michael and gently put my arm on his, came
close and said, “Michael, at eleven this morning, I sat with a dad whose son had used a needle
to end his life. It doesn’t matter whether they choose a needle or a pistol or a bottle of pills.
They’re going to do what they’re going to do. It’s a terrible sickness, and it’s not your gun that is to
blame.“I’m very sorry, but I can’t do anything else for you tonight. You need to stick close to



Darren. You need to listen to him. We’re both dads, and I’ve learned more from listening to my
son than I ever did from listening to my father. You need to be there for Darren. Don’t leave him
tonight.”Again our eyes locked. He said nothing.We all paused at the curb. Sarah gave hugs to
Darren, the wife, and the mother. Then Michael looked up and just reached out his hand to me,
which I took. I guess it was a guy thing. He wasn’t talking, but he had Darren in his sights.I
watched the three of them drive off in search of a hotel room and then said good night to the
grandmother and the rest of the family while Sarah also said her good-byes. She checked to be
sure the cleaner knew what to do with the key when he was done. It had been an eight-hour call
on top of the four-hour call I’d had that morning. It was my busiest day yet. I don’t expect to have
another like it.I don’t know how much a recovering suicidal alcoholic whose father and son both
committed suicide can endure. But he would get through this night. I believed he would. That
was my job. I’m a TIP volunteer.TIP is a national organization that serves hundreds of cities with
over 1500 volunteers. In 1991, it won the prestigious Innovations Award cosponsored by the
Ford Foundation and Harvard’s John F. Kennedy School of Government. In 2000, Attorney
General Janet Reno presented the Crime Victim Service Award to founder Wayne Fortin. Awards
and national recognition reinforce the real rewards felt by the TIP volunteers every day, on every
call. They just want to make a difference.Why do ordinary people do this extraordinary work?
What kind of people choose to put themselves in the middle of a human disaster? Certainly the
police, fire, EMT, and ER staff all make that choice. It’s a respected vocational path. But each of
those professions has its own significant barriers to entry.The overwhelming answer given by
TIP volunteers to the why question is “To give back to the community.” It’s heard so often; 90
percent of my training class responded that way. But the words lose their meaning. What did this
community give them that they feel some obligation to “give back”? Is this the real answer or the
facile one?In my limited experience, a TIP volunteer is most often a person who has suffered his
or her own catastrophic personal loss: witnessing a stepfather murder a younger brother, coming
home to find your son has committed suicide with your gun, watching helplessly by your
wrecked car as life slips away from your wife while your son asks, “Daddy, what’s happening?”It
wasn’t just the death of a relative or close friend, but a horrific and traumatic death experience
from which they need to heal and reconnect with the world. What many TIP volunteers express
when questioned further is that being a TIP volunteer is part of their healing process. And
healing doesn’t just happen.There’s no end to the personal tragedies that occur every day in
every town in the world. You can’t relate to Darfur, Rwanda, Indonesia, or even the Holocaust.
They are just words, pictures, stories told. You watch the NewsHour, see the pictures, and read
the list of young soldiers killed in Iraq or Afghanistan. You might recognize a town or a uniform, a
smile. But it’s just for the moment. Then dinner is on the table.Waking up to find your husband of
fifty-four years lying in bed next to you, lifeless, will stay with you a lot longer than Katie Couric’s
nightly vignette. It has much more impact than the thousands of Iraqis or hundreds of thousands
of Rwandans and Darfurians. When the coroner leaves after the body of your spouse has been
‘transported’, you are left alone in your home. You’re more alone than you’ve ever been in your



life, and who is there to help you through these moments of disconnected insanity when your
world has been vaporized?Not the nice police officer who responded to your 911 call. Not the
EMTs who did their best to restore a life that had been so entwined with your own. Not the
coroner who was kind and gentle and patient with you in explaining how you could claim the
body of your loved one after they had completed the autopsy. And yes, “Here is the coroner’s
case number for your reference. You’ll need to give it to the mortuary to claim the body.” The
mortuary? The body? The deceased? My God, it was my husband, Bill, not remains. And then
you are alone, sitting on the couch with a scrap of paper with a coroner’s case number printed
neatly, and that’s all you have. That and the silence. And what do you do next?What kind of
person volunteers to stop his or her own life to be there for you, to help you get through those
moments of unreality? That surreal feeling of emptiness, confusion, and anger. Floating above
the room while your heart is nailed to the carpet, bleeding. Who is this TIP volunteer, and why is
he there for you?One answer is simple. Because there’s nobody else in the system whose job it
is to care for you. Sure, you should have family and friends, and that’s what friends are for. But
they’re not there at that moment, that worst moment of all when you first realize the loss, the
change that has altered your world forever. 9/11? Don’t bother me. Katrina? A bad fairy tale. This
was my life that just ended. My life. What am I going to do now? Who am I living for now? Who
do I make plans with, dinner for, complain to, hold?The TIP volunteer has an enormous sense of
compassion and has been rigorously trained to be dispassionately compassionate. The TIP
volunteer understands the ‘pit’ you’re in and is ready to get down there with you and gradually
help you back to the reality of the world as it now exists. Why? Why do these people volunteer to
inject themselves into the worst moments of somebody else’s life?Because they care? Yes, they
do. Why? Because in expressing their compassion and their sincere caring, they often help
themselves heal from their own horrific loss experiences. By genuinely caring for another human
being, you somehow refill that emotional void in your own life. You fight back at the evil with just
your own small effort of good. Little by little.We understand the feeling of loss, but they also
understand that we can’t know how you truly feel in your uniquely horrific experience. It was your
life. Your husband or child or parent with whom you had your own unique relationship filled with
love and conflict and hope and resentments is gone. The TIP volunteer can’t know what those
details were or the individual regrets you have or hopes that have vanished. Just that they too
had hopes lost, regrets forever unresolved, world imploded. The TIP volunteer knows that what
you need right now and what they can offer is someone who genuinely cares about you and only
you.How does this help heal their own loss? It’s hard for me to explain that to you here. Maybe a
trained therapist can try, but the clinical rationale is less important than what I see: the genuine
human warmth that comes through that fog of overwhelming sadness, remorse, anger,
confusion, and frustration. Human compassion and caring can prevent the ‘second injury’ that
occurs so often to the survivor. The second injury that is so much akin to PTSD. The injury that
results from clumsy insensitive people who just want to say the right thing, but don’t know what it
is. The neighbors that say,“He’s in a better place.”“I know how you feel.”“You’d better buck up and



face reality. He’s gone, and the sooner you deal with it the better.”“You need to be strong for your
kids.”“You need to contact the insurance company right away!”“I have a friend who can help you
with the financial side.”What you really need to do is to grieve for the most important person in
your world who is now gone. You need to feel the anger and sadness and loss. You can blame
yourself, your dead wife, or God. You can feel whatever you want to feel without filter. And you
need somebody there who understands loss and won’t judge you. Somebody who can listen
and feel your anguish and validate it. Somebody who can support you and help you make your
own decisions about what to do now - but not right now. Someone who can help you dial the
phone to contact your children or your sister or brother. Someone who can protect you from the
system that can be so callous. Someone who understands that you don’t really need that sister-
in-law who comes rushing in to embrace and cry with you for a moment and then gets down to
meal planning and cleaning your house and making arrangements for you and insisting that you
have to come stay with her because “You can’t sleep here alone tonight” and just further
removes you from the reality that is now your life.
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Erica B Lewis, “A Fascinating Life Journey. Recently, I saw a friend's post online about Bob
Biederman's Marbles, encouraging me to check it out; and I am so glad that I did! What I found
is that Biederman's Marbles is much like a pyramid in Egypt - a uniquely crafted, multi-layered,
multi-faceted piece of work that draws intrigue and emotion from its visitors.Reading through
Biederman's collection of personal letters, essays, and auto-biographical vignettes I found
myself on a roller coaster of personal thought (and a bit of judgment). With each chapter I
questioned Biederman's behavior. Is he a true-life hero?... a villain?.. an anti-hero? Yet, after
reading the book in its entirety, I came to the conclusion that Biederman is a supreme example
of humanity, acutely aware of the imperfect actions that have made him the wonderful man he is
today.Biederman leverages his stunning command of the English language to captivate the
reader and intimately engage him/her in his complex relationships with friends, family, mentors,
and acquaintances throughout his life. As such, some of my favorite pieces surround his exploits
as a Chinese food delivery person, the stormy boat trip with his father, the emotional adoption of
his grand-daughter, and the two to three stories that demonstrated the incredible love and pride
Biederman has for his children.This is one of those books that offers something new each time it
is read. Each chapter is full of life lessons that should be shared with others. Aptly named, this
book is a bag of marbles - full of unique and colorful gems - and Biederman is an expert shooter.”

John Roger, “I thought I knew Bob . . . .. but now I really know him. We have a 50+ year
friendship, through high school, college, being cousins for a while through a long-defunct
marriage, partnership, kids, and many ups and downs of both of our lives, maintaining a
bicoastal closeness . . . none of which prepared me for this intimate look into the details of what I
had only seen through my personal window. Reading the details and back-story events has
opened that window wide, and allowed much more understanding of this complex and very
interesting fellow."Marbles, Frontiers of Mor(t)ality" is a gutsy telling of a life's most intimate
moments. Moments that last for years. For me, old memories have been revived, new
knowledge and understanding have been revealed, and skeletal stories fleshed out. Those of us
who know Bob, can now know him better. Those of us who don't will admire his frankness and
ability to express the kinds of life's most telling, chilling and gut-wrenching experiences that few
of us will ever have the courage to go public with. Thank you, Bob, for letting us in. This is a
great read.”

John, “A wonderful collection of stories. Real life stories”

Gayle Keough, “The Book is not what I thought it was (which .... The Book is not what I thought it
was (which is not your fault), but I still intend to read.  Thank you for your prompt service”

LAJ, “Marbles by Biederman. Interesting collections of stories. Easy to relate to events he



speaks of. Looking forward to more works by this author”

Carl Samrock, “Fun read. Full disclosure: I am a friend of Bob Biederman. My only previous
exposure to his writing and speaking talents was delightful dinners and insightful e-mails, but
this book takes it a big step further. It reads like butter ("This is great! It writes like butter. I mean,
there is actual butter coming out of my pen." - Randy Quaid in "The Paper.") - smooth and
delicious. And like those e-mails, insightful. You won't be disappointed.”

LAM, “Edgeless moments. This is a very interesting memoir by a very interesting man. I find the
titles and subtitle very clever and very deep. I also am impressed with his writing and how he has
attempted to put his deep thoughts about life out there for people in a very easy laid back style.
My main problem with the book and why it has 4 stars instead of 5 is that the book appears to be
narration without any real development of the themes he explores. Also of the 21 "stories" or
more like " shares", I found in only a few enough information or description to connect with the
people in the book. Personally for me, if I can't connect to the characters/ people, it is difficult for
me to appreciate the piece. I wish he had given me good reasons to why I should care about the
people who surround him besides that they surround him. They are strangers to me before and
after I read about them.In the story about the adoption, so many good points were brought up
but I felt a bit cheated as the end was quite abrupt. I would have liked to hear more about each of
the people. I also felt the story about almost drowning was fantastic. And yet the end of that was
disconnected. He could have really knocked me over with that one if the ending was more
connected or as deep as his thoughts.I think Mr. Biederman is very talented in the way he
expresses himself. His phrasing is quirky and entertaining but I would feel more satisfied if he
perhaps chose one story and developed it fully. He has great tales but I don't get taken to a
place that explains why he wrote them. Perhaps leaving us in the end with 10 short stories
versus 21 narrations or perhaps someday, I would even love to see the novel!Thanks for sharing
your thoughts on life.”

Kathleen Glennon, “A good read. Mr. Biederman certainly captures attention with all of his
vignettes. I certainly could relate to many of the situations and experiences from Hull to
motorcycle riding. However, I was often left wanting more information about the other characters
( family members and friends) mentioned. It is his prerogative as the author to leave thing
hanging and he certainly may have not endeared himself to friends or family by providing too
much information.I certainly liked his very rage filled description of what he did (then didn't do) to
the driver of the pickup in the story about motorcycle riding in the desert and I was sort of
relieved when he noted, sort of casually, that he hadn't really done what was described. My
assessment of his character had plummeted but was then redeemed.Overall a good read. It
helped to take breaks between chapters as I sometimes found the swings between topics a little
much.”
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