Dr. Robert Lindsay Pyles - our heroic and beloved father, renowned psychoanalyst, and
indefatigable marathoner - crossed his final finish line on April 17, 2025. He was 89 years old.

Born in North Carolina in 1936—just after the Great Depression and just before World War
Il—he was shaped by the resilience and sense of duty that defined his generation. His grit and
deep patriotism were forged early, as he played barefoot baseball on long summer days and
biked alongside his beloved dog, Pooch. As a teenager, he moved with his parents and younger
brother Jim to Charlottesville, Virginia, where he attended Lane High School. There, he
embraced life with characteristic boldness—playing football (despite two ever-dislocating
shoulders), performing in theater (once famously surprising the lead actress with a real kiss in
the final scene), and zipping around in his beloved MG, known as Geronimo—due to the
unreliable brakes that could require passengers to bail out at any moment. After the tragic loss
of his mother, his bond with his father and brother deepened. He and his father worked tirelessly
side by side to build and expand their family home, affectionately dubbed "The Hill". He would
discover decades later that it lay in the shadow of the childhood home of Thomas Jefferson, for
whom he felt a lifelong kinship and connection.

After high school, he attended the University of Virginia and was elected to Phi Beta Kappa. His
life changed dramatically when he was accepted into Harvard Medical School and moved to the
seemingly foreign land of Boston, Massachusetts. Fascinated by the human mind and driven to
help others, he chose a career in psychiatry. While at Harvard Medical School, he met Barbara
Cannon, a nursing student at Boston Children's Hospital. They married in 1962 and had five
children.

He completed his internship at Cooperstown Hospital in New York and his psychiatric residency
at Massachusetts Mental Health Center. During the Vietnam War, he joined the U.S. Navy,
serving as a psychiatrist at Chelsea Naval Hospital from 1967 to 1969, where he counseled
soldiers returning from combat. He achieved the rank of Lieutenant Commander and remained
a passionate advocate for veterans throughout his life.

He then began his private psychoanalytic practice that would span a remarkable 50 years. He
cared for thousands of patients with unyielding dedication, seeing each individual as a singular
work of art. His mission was always clear: to help people confront the hidden corners of their
suffering, gain clarity, and move toward emotional health.

After being diagnosed with a rare and incurable lung disease, he didn’t surrender. Instead, he
started running... and never stopped. To the amazement of doctors, he not only survived but
thrived, becoming an avid long-distance runner. In his lifetime, he completed a whopping 47
marathons, including 23 Boston Marathons, and marathons in Ireland and Greece (the original
marathon!). The metaphor was unmissable; life itself was a marathon: long, often full of
suffering, but one could press through to victory.



In 1976, he purchased a massive, dilapidated Greek Revival mansion in Wellesley. He spent the
next decade restoring it—room by room, board by board—into a warm, storied home that
became the beating heart of family life.

Professionally, he held many esteemed roles, including President of the Psychoanalytic Institute
of New England, twice President of the American Psychoanalytic Association and a North
American representative to the International Psychoanalytical Association. Alongside his
brother Jim, he championed patient privacy rights in medicine, working tirelessly to influence
national policy. In later years, he delighted in mentoring Major League Baseball rookies at
annual training sessions.

But the measure of his life and legacy extends far beyond titles and accomplishments.

He was, at his core, a warrior—charismatic, bold, courageous, and deeply principled. He never
backed down from a challenge; he lived for them. Fighting for what was right energized him and
gave him purpose. His insight into the human mind was unparalleled, and he had an insatiable
curiosity, spanning everything from Classical history and poetry to Magnum P.I. and Walker,
Texas Ranger. He believed, fiercely and unshakably, in honor, perseverance, and family.

Above all, his greatest joy and lasting legacy was his family. He raised five children—Beth,
Chris, Kim, Bob, and Mike—with that same devotion, guiding them with love, conviction, and
strength.

No season captured his heart more than Christmas. Every year, he launched a month-long
marathon of “Christmas spirit”: ramming massive trees through the front door, curating the
perfect playlist of Christmas films (with Albert Finney as the definitive Scrooge), and wrapping
presents until the wee hours of Christmas morning. He fostered a sense of love and closeness
that binds his family even after his passing—and will echo through the generations.

Perhaps the most extraordinary part of his “race” was the final mile. In his late seventies and
early eighties, as health challenges mounted, he did what few men could: somehow, despite all
odds, he rallied. At 85 years old, he moved into a new home and seemed to reverse the aging
process. He recovered his vibrant physical health, exercising 90 minutes a day. But something
new took root—a deepening love, wonder, and faith. He became fascinated by the Bible. He
wrote reflections on the Founding Fathers and their vision of government. He paused each day
at noon to listen to the tolling bells of Saint John’s Church, in awe of the sacredness of life,
family, and God. In his final years, he became an endless wellspring of encouragement (and
chocolate ice cream) for his children and grandchildren.

Like Scrooge on Christmas morning, he glowed with a new appreciation for life—and it was
contagious, touching all who were blessed enough to be around him. That joy and love poured
out through each phone conversation, email, and in-person visit.

He will always be remembered for his honor, his iron will, his sharp sense of humor, and his
deep love for family. In addition to his five children, his legacy is carried on by his seven
grandchildren, for whom he could scarcely contain his pride: Emma, Kaleigh, Audrey, Declan,



Brennan, Alessandra, and Aria. Each one carries forward his legacy of love, honor,
perseverance, and family.

Dr. Robert Lindsay Pyles fought the good fight. He kept the faith. And he has finished the race.

We are forever amazed by the man he was. Our deep sadness, however, is far surpassed by
gratitude to have known him. He was - and will forever be - our father, our hero, our friend.

A private memorial service was held on April 23. In lieu of flowers, donations may be made to
Home Base, a national nonprofit that provides life-changing support to veterans facing the

invisible wounds of war. (https://because.massgeneral.org/fundraiser/6343396)
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