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preface

Preface:
Up from the Ashes

As long as mankind has been gathering in groups, we have shared stories. It is easy to see 
why. We sought food when hungry, water when thirsty, relief when in pain, partners when 
in need of sex. Sharing stories helped us with all of these needs. It also did more. Stories 
conveyed our ancestors’ versions of our history. They inspired us to go beyond our comfort 
levels and explore new lands. They prompted us to make new discoveries about our world 
and its diverse people and their adventures. But it is one thing to be told of exotic places, 
and quite another to get there. Science emerged and flourished and added guidance to our 
quests. 

A separate science with behavior as its subject matter emerged out of the early works of 
an eclectic group of scientists from other fields. Physiologists like Ivan Pavlov and Charles 
Sherrington began to describe processes that would lead others to begin to understand 
people in a new and exciting way. 

 During the first half of the twentieth century this movement gained greater traction due 
to the pioneering works of B. F. Skinner at Harvard and Fred S. Keller and William (Nat) 
Schoenfeld at Columbia University. Skinner and Keller were graduate students together at 
Harvard during the 1930s and remained close friends throughout their lives. Their students 
also formed friendships as the two departments became the focal points of a new discipline. 
The early reactions to this new science were often less than cordial. Some of that bitterness 
and skepticism remains, but these and other researchers persisted in building a foundation 
for an empirical science of behavior. Meanwhile, a growing number of clinical issues in 
medicine and psychology remained largely unsolved. 
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The Cambridge Center for Behavioral Studies

In the early 1980s our Center was formed in Cambridge, Massachusetts to advance the 
new science and seek applications that might reduce human suffering. We took on many 
projects and were joined by some brilliant academicians and practitioners. In 1989 a fire 
destroyed our building and most of our accumulated resources, but as often happens, it 
also brought new life and attracted new people to take up the cause. We now operate as a 
charitable nonprofit corporation thanks to the generosity of our donors and revenue from 
our professional conferences and activities. 

We are fortunate to list among our trustees and advisors a number of first or second gen-
eration disciples of the original founders, including many recognized leaders in the field, 
some of whom served as presidents of the new science’s various scientific and professional 
organizations. By charter, we are limited to 75 trustees, but we also have access to a great 
many advisors and exceptional graduate students.

In looking over this distinguished list, a few questions occurred to us: How did these 
people come to adopt this discipline? Why did they abandon a conventional course in favor 
of this new and often controversial one? Most importantly, how did their behavioral solu-
tions differ from others that addressed similar problems? 

This book is the result of our decision to follow a fundamental dictate of the science: 
collect the data! We asked each of the contributors to prepare a response to the question: 
Why and how did you come to this field? We asked them to tell their first person accounts 
in a way that would give the reader not only a sense of who they are but also how they 
applied the science to their unique area. We selected contributors who represent different 
areas of our science to give the reader a peek into how it was applied to different chal-
lenges. We imposed no stylistic guidelines, believing that authors would reveal much about 
themselves by the manner in which they chose to comply with our request. 

The resulting contributions are as varied as the individuals themselves. Nevertheless, 
some interesting generalities emerge. For example, some of our contributors have intel-
lectual roots in philosophy. Many abandoned traditional psychology in favor of the more 
pragmatic approach of the new science of behavior. You will find stories from women and 
men who took on some incredible challenges. You will read about a man who spent his 
early years running from the Nazis and became an innovative behavioral scientist. You will 
hear from a woman who took on the male academic establishment and won. Several con-
tributors were unwilling to accept the notion that kids with autism couldn’t communicate 
and learn to live outside of institutions. Today the behavioral strategies they developed are 
so well established that they are now endorsed by the surgeon general of the United States. 
One of our contributors was so appalled by how inadequately women were being trained 
in breast self-examination that he devoted the rest of his career to building a system and 
a company that helped solve the problem. Some writers took on the issues of behavioral 
safety and others brought our science to bear on issues faced by businesses and industries. 

In fact, the science of behavior has now penetrated nearly every aspect of human 
endeavor. We hope that the courage and persistence of our pioneers will be apparent in 
their stories and will serve to inspire future generations. 
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SEX, ART, & PSYCHOLOGY

At the age of four, in the loft of our barn, I was seduced by an older woman, Miss G. 
She was five. She showed me her vagina—the weirdest thing my four-year-old eyes 
had ever seen. A few months later, she arranged a ménage à trois with me and Miss S, a 
three-year-old girl. Miss G had us take off our pants, hold hands, and dance in a circle. 
Miss S, had not yet acquired the sophistication to appreciate our ménage à trios (techni-
cally, to find our ménage à trois reinforcing); so she ran screaming into my house where 
our three mothers were playing bridge with the other members of the Converse, Indiana 
Bridge Club. It turns out our mothers were also not sophisticated enough to appreciate 
our ménage à trios; but what can you expect—Converse was just a small, rural farm town 
(population 987). 

By junior high, I had become a skilled artist, copying pictures of dogs and horses. 
This allowed me to join my hero, John Miller, and become a charter member of the Con-
verse Hobby Arts Club, an otherwise all-woman organization. And my greatest artistic 
achievement was tracing a picture of Wonder Woman1 from Wonder Woman Comics. But 
I neglected to draw her Wonder Woman superhero costume. Instead, I creatively added 
nipples to her impressively large breasts, as well as a vagina to the center of her belly, 
where I thought vaginas belonged, despite my earlier experience with Miss G. However, 
because I’d come to understand the provincial nature of Converse, IN, I did not share this 
artistic creation with the ladies of our Hobby Arts Club. 

As all the students in Converse High had cars and the cars had back seats, few virgins 
graduated from CHS. Unfortunately, I was one of those unhappy few. So you can imagine 
my shock and disgust (aversive reaction), when years after graduating, I discovered that 
God and/or Darwin had misplaced women’s vaginas.

Art has continued to be a major source of pleasure (reinforcement) for me, which may 
account for my writing and publishing the world’s first (and almost the last) behavior-
analytic comic, Contingency Management in Education & Other Equally Exciting Places 
or I’ve Got Blisters on My Soul and Other Equally Exciting Places, featuring Captain Con-
tingency Management, Behavior Man, and Behavior Woman. We published this with our 
funky little publishing company, Behaviordelia (being behaviorists and not believing in the 
psyche, we selected the name Behaviordelia rather than Psychedelia). However, appreciat-
ing my artistic limitations, the siblings Pat and Stu Hartlep drew the comics.2 

For the last 60+ years, art has continued to be a major source of visual reinforcers for 
me, which may account for my creating and taking on the road the world’s first behavior-
analytic slideshows (later PowerPoints) loaded with cool art. (In fact, these presentations 
may have just been an excuse to experience and share more cool art.3)

1https://www.google.com/search?q=wonder+woman&biw=823&bih=445&source=lnms&tbm=isch&sa=X&ei=
hKUMVI3VEsqqyASqjYGwAg&ved=0CAYQ_AUoAQ#q=wonder+woman&tbm=isch&tbs=itp:clipart
2Malott, R. W. (2014) Contingency Management in Education. Kalamazoo, Behaviordelia. Available from http://
www.lulu.com/shop/richard-w-malott/contingency-management-in-education/paperback/product-21387750.
html.
3Malott, R.W. (2014) A Behavior Analysis of Human Sexuality. https://www.dropbox.com/s/91st6ug4c5vmmph/
Sex%20%28automatic%20timing%29.ppt?dl=0.
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Yes, We Are Behaviorists

Like all the autobiographers in this book, I’m a behaviorist (a behavioral psychologist). We 
behaviorists don’t believe in the psyche, the mind, mental activity, none of that stuff. All 
we believe in is behavior, what a person actually does. The other stuff is just conveniently 
invented explanatory fictions. But our goal is to understand all humanity, strictly in terms 
of behavior, without reference to the mind and mental activity. So you can well imagine 
that this grandiose, behavioristic endeavor requires a high level of mental activity; I mean 
covert verbal behavior. 

But we’re also a special type of behaviorist; we’re behavior analysts. Mainly what 
we do is analyze behavior in terms of the effects of a person’s behavior on their environ-
ment and the reciprocal effects of their environment on their behavior. I behave: I tell a 
really cool joke. And my behavior affects the environment: You acknowledge my come-
dic brilliance by rolling on the floor in hysteric laughter. And the reciprocal effect is that 
I’m likely to tell more jokes. Your laughing approval is music to my ears, a reward. In 
behavior-analytic jargon, your laughter is a reinforcer for me. And so I’ll be more likely 
to tell more jokes, because you rewarded (reinforced) my joke telling. And we call the 
relation between my joking and your laughing a reinforcement contingency. But, if you’d 
sneered and walked out of the room when I joked, that would have been a punishment 
contingency. 

I apologize, gentle reader, for burdening you with this jargon, but we behavior analysts 
simply can’t function without our jargon (we even consider that a virtue!).

Preschool Fatalism

In part, I developed the concept of preschool fatalism when reading and thinking about 
efforts to help older children labeled autistic. That’s even more difficult than it is when 
we get to the children with our very intensive, careful, behavioral intervention during pre-
school; and even then, it ain’t easy.4 My analysis was that, once the child has acquired 
autistic values (e.g., the aversiveness of some sounds and human eye contact) and an autis-
tic repertoire (e.g., tantruming and stimming) and has not acquired a more functional set 
of values and repertoire, it is really, really tough to retrain those values and that repertoire. 
(Yes, I know that many, if not most, argue that autism is a thing and that thing is biologically 
determined. And no, I’m not blaming the mamas, neither so-called refrigerator mamas nor 
oven mamas. Actually, I’m saying something that some might find even weirder, that it’s 
amazing the autistic values and autistic repertoires we all have learned don’t slip out of the 
closet more often than they do.5)

And then preschool fatalism seemed to describe efforts to help students with poor lan-
guage skills. If, before grade school, mama hadn’t talked to the child frequently, using a 
large vocabulary while she did so, he was essentially doomed to academic failure.6

4McEachin, J. J., Smith, T., & Lovaas O. I. (1993). Long-term outcome for children with autism who received 
early intensive behavioral treatment. American Journal on Mental Retardation, 97, 359–372.
5Malott, R. W. & Shane, J. (2014) Principles of behavior (7th ed). Upper Saddle River, NJ: Prentice Hall.
6Hart, B, & Risley, T.R. (1995). Meaningful differences in the everyday experience of young American children. 
Baltimore, MD: Paul H. Brookes Publishing Company.
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And if, before high school, you’re really fluent in English, but haven’t learned to speak 
Spanish, you’ll always sound like a gringo, even if you move to Mexico and live there the 
rest of your life. (Yes, my concept of preschool fatalism also extends to pre-high school and 
even pre-Ph.D. fatalism. The point is, a well-learned set of values and repertoire usually 
stay with us forever and ever, even despite efforts to change them). 

Pre-High School Fatalism: Jazz

Like my mother, I can’t carry a melody, even in a bucket. So I elected to play the drums, 
starting in the seventh grade. But a drummer’s only real options for genre are The Six Fat 
Dutchmen polkas, John Philip Sousa marches, and jazz. So for those of us with at least a 
smidgen of esthetic sensitivity, jazz is our only option. Therefore, by the time I hit high 
school I was heavily into jazz; and jazz has continued to be a major source of auditory rein-
forcement for the last 60+ years. Pre-high-school fatalism! And this may also help account 
for my creating and taking on the road the world’s first behavior-analytic slideshows (later 
PowerPoints) loaded with cool jazz, hot jazz, blues, gospel, etc. (In fact, these presenta-
tions may have just been an excuse to experience and share more cool music, as well as 
cool art.)

Jazz as my major auditory reinforcer (next to the sound of my own voice, of course) 
may account for my creating and taking on the road the world’s first behavior-analytic 
band, Bobby Behavior, The Behavior-ettes, and The Circadian Rhythm Kings. More pre-
high-school fatalism! (Oh yes, and with a tip of the nomenclature hat to Ike and Tina 
Turner, The Ike-ettes, and The Kings of Rhythm.)

And being into jazz, all my heroes were black (yeah, I know, there were a couple Ital-
ians, a Jew, and an Irishman; but really their heroes were also all black). So, I wanted to be 
black too. I was the only white boy in Indiana to grow a goatee like be-bop trumpeter Dizzy 
Gillespie’s. And I wore the jazz singer Billy Epstein’s rolled collar shirt with the slim tie, 
pegged pants reminiscent of the earlier zoot suiters, saxophonist Lester Young’s flattened 
pork-pie hat, and a bright-yellow sports coat. 

Thus, at the age of 16, I was set for my first encounter with colored people (there were 
no black people, in 1956, just Negros and/or colored people, as Richard Pryor has pointed 
out). So my best friend, John Blake, and I, the two hippest cats from Converse, Indiana, 
were set to drive 12 miles to the cultural center of Grant County—Marion Indiana, to hear 
one of the two greatest jazz bands in the world, Count Basie and his Orchestra (all black, 
of course). John didn’t have a yellow jacket, but he was doing his best. The dance was in 
the armory, and we were the only white boys there; but we were ready to blend in. Black at 
last, black at last, hallelujah, black at last!” 

We were shocked to see that the Count, the orchestra, and all the men in the large audi-
ence were dressed in traditional, dignified, dark suits. And none were wearing the Dizzy 
Gillespie goatee. 

Shocked, but not daunted, the next weekend, John and I drove over to Kokomo, Indi-
ana, to an all-white dance, this time in search of hot chicks, not hot jazz. I decorously 
tapped a beautiful young lady on the shoulder, and when she turned to me I asked if I could 
have the next dance. She just laughed and turned away. The next morning, I shaved off my 
homage to Dizzy Gillespie—daunted.    

Rebekah
Typewritten Text



richard malott: why is dick so weird? • 295

About 1982, Brian Yancey, jazz keyboardist with our Circadian Rhythm Kings, became 
my first black grad student. And with my encouragement, he started Western Michigan 
University’s first undergrad seminar, Behavior Analysis and Black Issues, where they read 
and discussed relevant books and articles. And over the next few years, we used that course 
to seduce increasing numbers of African American students into our behavior analysis grad 
program, with different ones of those students taking on the responsibility of teaching the 
seminar and seducing later innocent, black undergrads into our grad program. Over the 
next few years, we graduated over a dozen black MA behavior analysts, several of whom 
went on to become Ph.D.s in behavior analysis.

Then I went on sabbatical and decided to stop taking any grad students, black or white, 
because I was finding it so intellectually reinforcing (rewarding) to concentrate on my writ-
ing. (Really hard to do a lot of writing and a lot of teaching at the same time.) Then I 
got seduced back into teaching, and despite having an occasional black grad student, and 
despite my wanting to start another black renaissance in our psychology department, it 
hasn’t happened. But recently I’ve conned a small number of black and white grad students 
into restarting the seminar, now Behavior Analysis and Minority Issues, but with the same 
goal of seducing more black students and/or under-served minority students into behavior 
analysis.

Why? Pre-high-school fatalism: I couldn’t carry a melody, had to play the drums, fell 
in love with jazz, and can’t see the people of my heroes getting so consistently screwed. 
Hoping that slightly increasing the number of our black graduates will contribute to saving 
the black world, with behavior analysis. Really! And what’s even more embarrassing than 
my naive optimism, my eyes start to tear up as I type this.     

Pre-College Fatalism: Jazz (The Integrity Riff)—Part II

Though I lived in Converse, Indiana, I knew intimately all the great jazz musicians and 
critics, mainly living in New York City. I knew them through the pages of Down Beat maga-
zine. And I knew those musicians were people of integrity. They never compromised their 
artistic integrity. They never sold out. Going commercial was the worst thing a person could 
do. Labeling someone as “too commercial” was a scathing critique. The squares would 
whine, “Why don’t you play something we can dance to?” And the hip musicians would 
retort, “Why don’t you dance to something we can play?” (Square was a technical term for 
an ignorant, tasteless dumbass. And hip was and is a technical term for hip; if you need fur-
ther elaboration on hip, don’t bother, because you’re clearly not hip enough to understand.) 
Back then, the most disgusting examples of sell-out, money-grubbing, commercial music 
were Guy Lombardo and Wayne King. Today, they are smooth jazz and Yanni. 

And I learned from my artist hero, John Miller, that the true visual artists were like, 
Picasso, Dali, and Calder. And the biggest commercial sellout (though it wasn’t clear he 
had any true artistic depth to sell out) was Norman Rockwell, who pleased all the squares 
with his Saturday Evening Post covers; you know the kind, the kind where people go, 
“Awwwww, isn’t that so sweet.” Disgusting. Real men don’t go commercial. 

And my father also taught me that it’s base to be a money-grubbing businessman. 
Instead, you should only earn enough to provide a comfortable living for your family, but 
you must do it honorably; and the only way to do it honorably was to become an MD. 
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And that jazz-art-daddy disdain for money is still with me 60+ years later. I feel a 
little squeamish when the OBM guys work for Mammon, helping the rich get richer at 
the expense of the workers. I feel much better when they’re doing OBM for non-profits, 
or behavior-based safety, even in Mammon’s factory. (Oh yes, OBM, stands for organiza-
tional behavior management, the use of the principles of behavior to improve the function 
of organizations.)

And, I don’t remember for sure; but I think this may be why, as an undergrad, I wanted 
to become an experimental psychologist, not a clinician, why I didn’t want to go commer-
cial by pretending to help people with a bunch of non-scientific, witch-doctor tricks, why 
I wanted to pursue truth, beauty, and justice, through basic, scientific research—maybe?  

My grade school, high school, big gap, and now Facebook friend, Tom Riley, discreetly 
sent me this private Facebook message: I don’t think your very wise father said the only 
way to earn an honorable living was as an MD. He knew many too many honorable people 
who weren’t MDs. I believe he said it was a very honorable way to earn a living but not 
the only way.

Unfortunately, Tom is right. My father was too wise, as well as too honorable to say 
that. However, I did get the feeling from him that, if not the only way to make an honor-
able living, being an MD was the most honorable way. Thanks for the vote for Dad, Tom.

Pre-College Fatalism: Academic Deficiencies

Despite having a reading tutor, I did so poorly in the first grade that my teacher wanted me 
to repeat it. However, my mother refused, arguing that I was too tall to repeat it; and more 
importantly, no child of Lillian Malott, former high-school Latin teacher, could possibly 
fail the first grade. So by the end of my second grade, I could count to 12. By the end of my 
fourth grade, I could spell Richard. By the end of my sixth grade, I was devouring Nancy 
Drew mystery books. 

(What happened was our sixth-grade teacher, Mr. Winger, was reading a Nancy Drew 
mystery to us. But one of the students found the tension too stressful, so he had to stop. But 
I couldn’t leave Nancy hanging and had to rush to the Converse Library to rescue her. The 
first book I’d ever read. And after I’d done all of Nancy the library had, I continued as one 
of the Converse Library’s best customers.) 

And by the end of the twelfth grade, I was devouring Dostoyevsky, Sinclair Lewis, 
James Thurber, whatever was cool, and by the end of my sophomore year at Indiana 
University, my reading speed was in the lowest tenth percentile of students at the enter-
ing freshman level, and at the end of 51 years as a university professor, my spelling evokes 
a mixture of embarrassment and pity from anyone who sees it; and even I can’t read my 
handwriting. Pre-high-school fatalism.

Pre-College Fatalism: The Hypercritic

Also at the end of my senior year at Converse High School, my grades weren’t good enough 
to get me up to valedictorian of our graduating class of 27 students (pre-high-school fatal-
ism); but I did make number two, and therefore needed to give a salutatorian address at 
our graduation ceremony. Glenn Smith, our basketball and baseball coach, men’s health, 
driver’s ed, and public speaking teacher said to me, “Dick, you tend to be very critical, 
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