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I met Marc 50 years ago in junior high school, and he and I began a conversation that lasted through high school, college, and ever since.  In junior high we were two little guys, far out of the social mainstream, who were only too glad to listen and pay attention to each other.  It was then that I first experienced Marc’s mental energy, his imagination, and his sense of adventure, in the neighborhood and most of all in the mind.
Marc’s mind, at once idiosyncratic and organized, was a gift that kept on giving to all who knew him.  As a child Marc spent a lot of time alone, and I can picture him spending that time posing questions, imagining possibilities and contingencies, testing hypotheses, figuring out how things worked, probing the painful and funny absurdities of life, and extending the reach of his understanding.  To see the intricate notes Marc kept, on scraps of paper in neatly printed lettering so small you could barely read it, was to glimpse the workings of a mind that moved in its own world, yet was securely connected to reality, as Marc demonstrated when he applied his acutely logical intellect to theorizing and problem solving in physics.
Marc’s inquiring consciousness readily took up both the challenges of science and those of life.  He was equally curious about thermodynamics and social and psychological dynamics.  When it came to people, his curiosity was inseparable from extraordinary compassion; he understood suffering well enough to do what he could to spare others from pain.  I was closest to Marc during our undergraduate years at Penn (sharing an apartment for a semester) and when he was a graduate student at Berkeley.  Those were formative years, and not only for us.  Marc was an intrepid guide to a changing world as he and I were part of a group of friends—friends to this day, like Michael, Steve, and Stanton--who struggled to define new values and new ways of living.  When Marc’s first marriage ended and he found himself alone in Berkeley, he threw himself into the life of those intense, chaotic times, from encounter groups to communal houses, to find genuine ways to connect with people.  In this he was successful.  In those years my visits to Marc’s various abodes in Berkeley were high points of my life; you never knew what was going to happen, but it would be interesting and, along with Marc, you would learn something valuable from it.  Yet through it all, Marc never missed a step in his academic work and career development. 
Because Marc’s offbeat, cerebral sense of humor so dominates my memories of him, it’s only by searching systematically through those memories that I’ve come to realize how strongly Marc was driven by a firm sense of right and wrong, a commitment to speaking truth against falsehood, and how on occasion he steadied me when my moral bearings were less clear than his.  Over the last 25 years nothing has been more important to Marc than his family, his loving relationships with Susan, Lucas, and Ben, and he has always been there for them.  At Lucas’s and Ben’s Bar Mitzvah ceremonies Marc movingly expressed what fatherhood meant to him.  It meant a lot to me to be there and to be given a role carrying the Torah. 
As the years went on, Marc soaked up responsibility—as a husband and father and as a leader of research teams.  It wasn’t always easy, but he made it all work.  Marc also took on responsibilities as a citizen, from opposing military applications of science in the Vietnam era to helping enact public-safety legislation in New York state prohibiting hand-held cell phone use while driving.  Outwardly Marc’s life changed as he assumed adult responsibilities, but throughout his life he remained authentically himself, as impish as he was severe.  I have been blessed to know and learn from Marc Feldman for 50 years, and—like everyone here, I’m sure—I wish he could have stayed around for 50 more.
