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Chapter Four: High School 1958-62 

 

1958-1959: Home from Taiwan 

 

We returned to Pensacola, Florida, in mid-August, 1958. Disregarding my mother’s advice, my 

father had retired early and had turned down several good jobs, one of them in New York. He 

told us at the time that he wanted us to live in a place where I could grow up in a more normal 

environment, going to a local school and living in a small town. He did not want us to have to 

fight the frantic pace of big city life and sacrificed his own well-being to provide more stability 

for us. 

 

We moved into the house in which, in 1904, my mother had been born. Begun in 1893, the 

structure had been built in stages as my grandfather’s family and fortunes had grown. My uncle 

Wright lived next door in a smaller house. Ours had a hall, large living room, den, spacious 

dining room in the front on the first floor, with a long hall and kitchen and a “powder room” 

(small bathroom) in the back. Five bedrooms and two bathrooms upstairs provided room for all 

of us and guests. The attic, filled with relics from my mother’s childhood, occupied the third 

floor. No one had lived in the house for eight years, so much work had to be done.   

 

History filled the house. On the wall in the living room hung portraits of my ancestors, one of 

whom had been the first Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Florida in the 1800s. Later that 

year, our class went on a field trip to Tallahassee, the state capital, where I saw his picture on the 

wall of the State Supreme Court Building. 

  

School Life 

 

I began school in September. A.V. Clubbs Junior High School had changed little since my 

mother, two brothers, and sister had attended it. Every morning I would get up early, fix myself 

oatmeal or eggs and bacon, prepare a pot of coffee for my parents, and set off on foot for school, 

two miles away. My classmates were amazed that I would walk that distance, but it was nothing 

to me after the six-mile runs we used to take in Taiwan’s mountains. Most of my friends’ 

mothers drove them to school, though some boys had motorcycles. 

 

My mother had insisted that I take Latin – a decision that would affect the rest of my life. I 

remember Mrs. Lassiter as a kind and effective teacher for both English and Latin. My Social 

Studies instructor was a nice man but not much of a teacher. Mrs. Pholtz tried without much 

success to introduce me to Algebra I. I don’t remember the other classes, except for Physical 

Education, in which, again, I did poorly. My report card every grading period contained all “A’s” 

except for one “A-” in P.E. My Dad would ask, “Why did you get the ‘A-’?” 

 

My classmates welcomed the new kid reasonably warmly. Soon, however, it became apparent 

that I was different. No one else had traveled or lived overseas. Unlike my friends, I was 

interested in foreign policy and current events, while they focused on sports, cars, and dating. 

Nor was I athletic like most of the other boys. Furthermore, I began to build friendships with a 
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number of girls – not as girlfriends, but as friends. Visiting their homes and talking with them 

for hours, I probably spent too much time with them and not enough time with boys. 

 

I did have several male friends, however, Stanley and Dave among them. I would walk past 

Dave’s house on the way home from school and visit with him, then go on to Stanley’s place, 

also close to the school. After a while, Dave and his buddies started taking me hunting with 

them. Dave had a car and would arrive early in the morning – about 4:30 – so we could reach the 

hunting area north of town in time. We would walk a long distance and then try to shoot crows or 

squirrels. 

 

Stanley’s mother had died some years before and his father had little time to spend with him, so 

he grew up by himself. That meant that he developed some bad habits, including drinking. My 

parents wished I would befriend others in my class, youth whose parents belonged to the Country 

Club. Foolishly, I ignored their advice. As a result, I never developed an ease of relating to the 

country club set, partly because I never really learned to play tennis or golf, despite lessons 

arranged by my father. Nor could I join him in his almost-daily visits to the Club to play those 

sports, in which he excelled. I regret now that I did not heed my parents’ repeated urgings to 

make more of an effort to acquire athletic and social skills. 

 

Not being an athlete, I was, in some ways, not very respected by the other boys. That changed 

one night when I accompanied Stanley to a party held in a park about a mile from my house. He 

had been drinking and soon got into an argument with Horace, the class bully, who was also 

drunk. Then they began fighting. When Horace began beating Stanley, I stepped in to protect 

him. Enraged, Horace then came at me, fists flying. Although I had never boxed in my life, I 

remembered what my father, who had been a boxer at the Naval Academy, always told me: 

“Keep your left fist in his face until you have a chance to hit him with your right.” This I did, 

with the result that I gave Horace a bloody nose and his friends separated us to protect him from 

further harm. God had taken care of me by allowing Horace to be intoxicated enough not to be 

able to hurt me or ward off my punches. I thus got a reputation as a tough fighter – one that was 

entirely undeserved! 

 

The next day when my father heard of the event, he praised me for standing up for my friend and 

winning a fistfight. He then mildly rebuked me for hanging around with someone who would 

drink and get into fights and suggested I decrease my involvement with Stanley, which I did. 

 

Getting to know God 

 

Christ Episcopal Church, in which I had been confirmed two years before, stood at the foot of 

North Hill, where we lived. I could walk there in about five minutes. Either with or without my 

mother, I attended church every Sunday. The Spanish-style building, with its thick walls, rounded 

arches, and high, domed ceiling, inspired in me a sense of awe. The liturgy, following the Book 

of Common Prayer, not only instructed me in Biblical truth but also drew my heart to worship 

God. When the choir sang the ancient Te Deum Laudamus (“We praise Thee, O God”), praising 

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, my soul thrilled both to the music and to the grandeur of the poetic 
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adoration of our Creator and Redeemer. I had no trouble confessing sin, for I knew I had 

offended God. What I lacked was peace of mind. 

 

At this time, I began to read the Bible more often, sometimes daily. I’m not sure how I decided 

each day what passage to read, but I slowly became familiar with the Gospels. I also read the 

Bible story books my mother had purchased in Taiwan. All the while, God was teaching me the 

truth and attracting me to himself, even though I did not yet know him in a personal way. 

 

Political Awareness 

 

As a Naval officer, my father had not been allowed to express political opinions. Now he 

subscribed to the conservative journal National Review and took the Congressional Record. He 

encouraged me to learn about our government and sometimes required me to read speeches given 

by his friends in Congress. When General Douglas MacArthur delivered his last address to the 

cadets at the U.S. Military Academy, extolling the values of “Duty, honor, and country,” my 

father had me read that oration. He joined the Conservative Book Club; I read almost all the 

books he bought, and thus came to understand the nature and causes of our national crisis, at 

least from the conservative point of view.   

 

Using the pink typewriter he had purchased in Japan, he would compose letters to congressmen 

(many of whom he knew personally), the President, or the press. Writing these allowed him to 

vent his frustration over America’s political decline and his inability to help stem the tide. 

 

From this time, I set my heart upon being a politician, desiring to help restore the authority of the 

Constitution and defend us from the communists. When Ronald Reagan came to town, 

promoting his movie “The Eleventh Commandment,” my father met him earlier in the day and 

liked him, so I went to see the movie that night. Filmed in Taiwan, it showed how the Chinese 

communist regime violated “the eleventh commandment” – “You shall not enslave your 

neighbor.” I was moved to tears, both by the movie and by the nearly-empty theater. I returned 

home and penned a letter to the Editor, which was published two days later, my first. In it, I 

warned Americans of the peril of communism and stressed the importance of Free China. My 

father saw the letter when it came out and praised me, which encouraged me, but I hadn’t done it 

for him; I had written from my heart. 

 

Tension at Home 

 

My parents had a hard time adjusting to life as private citizens in Pensacola. My father had just 

come from commanding thousands of men and meeting weekly with the President of the 

Republic of China. Now he had no authority and nothing to do. Always a sportsman, he found 

pleasure in tennis and golf, as I have said. An organizer and promoter, he got the Professional 

Golf Association tournament to include Pensacola on the tour each year. He rejoined the Rotary 

Club and took an active interest in community affairs. Since my mother’s brother was president 

of the Citizens and Peoples National Bank and my mother owned a large number of shares, my 

father was soon elected as a member of the Board of Directors. 
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Not long after he retired, my father revisited Taiwan. His friend Admiral Roy Johnson had 

command of the Seventh Fleet. He invited Daddy to meet the fleet in Subic Bay, the Philippines, 

and ride up to Taiwan. When they arrived in Taipei, none of the Chinese knew that my father was 

with the fleet; we have a picture of their delighted reaction when they saw him at the end of the 

receiving line at a dinner held for Admiral Johnson.   

 

Remember how Daddy had suspected that President Chiang understood, and probably spoke, 

English, by the way he reacted to what people said in English even before it was translated? 

While my father was in Taiwan with Admiral Johnson, the “Gimo” invited the two of them for 

dinner. Afterwards, with no one else present, Chiang Kai-shek engaged in a conversation in 

English with them for an hour. At that time, President Chiang urged Daddy to return to Taiwan to 

serve as his advisor. I shall always be sorry that my father, for family reasons, declined Chiang’s 

request. I would have loved to live in Taiwan again, and I know that my father would have 

enjoyed working with President Chiang. 

 

Daddy had booked a room at the Grand Hotel, where he hosted a dinner for all his friends on the 

Chinese General Staff. When he checked out of the hotel, he discovered that President Chiang 

had already paid the bill for his room and that dinner. The two of them maintained a close 

friendship until my father died. 

 

Why did President Chiang like my father? I’m not sure, but perhaps he admired his fighting 

spirit. You may remember that the Chinese Communists launched a massive bombardment 

against the Offshore Islands of Kinmen (Quemoy) and Matsu in the fall of 1958. Although the 

U.S. Navy provided logistical support during the siege, the status of these islands would later 

become an issue in the 1960 Presidential campaign as Kennedy accused Eisenhower of not 

defending them aggressively enough. 

 

What most people don’t know is that personalities may have played a part in this serious clash 

between the Nationalists and the Communists. As radio commentator Paul Harvey would say,  

“Here is the rest of the story,” or at least one small part of it. 

 

My father had planned to serve as Commander, Taiwan Defense Command, for two years. He 

liked and respected his boss, Admiral Felix Stump, Commander-in-Chief, Pacific – the largest 

military command in the Free World at that time. In early 1958, Admiral Stump told Daddy that 

he was recommending my father to succeed him. That would have been a great honor and would 

have capped a distinguished career in the Navy. 

 

But then some people with political connections in Washington interfered. Suddenly, Daddy 

heard that Admiral Stump was retiring in August of that same year and that Admiral Harry Felt 

would replace him. My father considered Felt a weak man and did not want to serve under him, 

so he announced that he would retire the day before Stump would. When Daddy’s replacement 

arrived, he and my mother knew immediately that this man also lacked strength and courage; 

they could tell from several things he said and did that he would not provide strong leadership 
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and they feared for the security of the Taiwan Straits. 

 

Little did they know that the Communists were planning to take advantage of this change in both 

commands to attack the Offshore Islands. My mother later told me that she believed that the 

Communists, whose intelligence is superb, realized that they would be facing two new and 

indecisive men. If they had attacked while my father was in Taiwan, he would have acted in 

accordance with the Mutual Defense Treaty with the Republic of China: He would have struck 

back immediately and with overwhelming force, committing the Seventh Fleet and the Thirteenth 

Air Force to the battle before consulting Washington. He would have been assured of Stump’s 

strong backing. The man who took my father’s place and Admiral Felt in Honolulu dallied and 

delayed, however, giving the Communists a signal of vacillation and softness. 

 

I remember how disgusted my father was with the way the crisis was handled and how he wished 

he had been there. Who knows how the Presidential election of 1960 would have turned out had 

Kennedy not been able to exploit this failure of the Eisenhower Administration? (Of course, 

Chairman Mao had other reasons for launching an attack on the Offshore Islands at this time, and 

my mother’s speculations may have been completely groundless.) From another perspective, 

however, I am thankful that my father was not in charge at the time, for a war between the U.S. 

and China would have soured relations for decades and probably made it impossible for me to 

visit China, as I have in recent years. 

 

Back in Pensacola, my father’s other activities failed to use his energies and abilities. His life 

slowly degenerated into reading, watching television, and sports.  

 

My mother, although living in her childhood home, faced adjustments as well. She had to find 

new servants to replace Francisco and Mendiola, who had helped us for years. She needed to 

train my sister Laurie and me to help with household chores, which we had never done before 

(other than keeping our own rooms neat). She hadn’t had to cook a meal in seven years, so she 

enlisted our assistance, directing us from the living room. Spoiled children that we were, we 

resented having to participate in housekeeping. I would forget to do my duties and then my 

mother would scold me. That created tension between us. 

 

As she watched my father reading in his chair, bored and with nothing else to do, she felt sorry 

for him and wished he had accepted other job offers. Around this time, Vice President Richard 

Nixon sent word to Daddy that if he came to Washington, Nixon would find a challenging job for 

him. My mother urged him to accept, but he hated Washington and thought we should live in 

Pensacola, where my mother had roots. Several friends suggested he run for Mayor. As Chief of 

Naval Air Training, he had made many friends in Pensacola. He was awarded the Distinguished 

Service Medal – the highest peacetime award for the American military – and Pensacola citizens 

read about the impressive ceremony in the newspaper. Many people knew him and would have 

voted for him, but my father wisely declined; he was not a political man. 

 

As I reflect on the last few years of my father’s life, I am struck with the difference that faith in 

Christ would have made for him. He would have had a mission in life, something else to live for. 
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Church life would have refreshed him and given him meaningful work to do. As it was, after 

forty-two years as a Naval officer, he had nothing else as challenging that could engage his entire 

energy. 

 

So, the entire family felt tense and struggled with unhappiness. Although my mother and I and 

sometimes my sister attended church, we did not have the spiritual resources we would have had 

if we had been in an Evangelical church and had known how to pray together.  

 

Thus, when my parents suggested that I go away to a private boarding school, I was pleased. 

They thought that the public school was too easy for me and that I was becoming proud and lazy. 

They wanted me to be stretched to the limit academically. So, we made application to the 

Episcopal High School in Alexandria, Virginia. I liked the place as soon as I saw its stately old 

main building, built in 1939. I hoped I would be accepted.   

 

Episcopal High School had a stiff entrance exam. I passed everything except mathematics, so the 

school insisted that I take extra work in math in order to meet their requirements. That spring, 

Mrs. Pholtz tutored me, using the standards of the New York Regents exam. Finally, I was 

admitted. 

 

Before school began, however, I spent the summer with my parents and my sister at Innerarity 

Point. Along much of the Atlantic and Gulf Coasts, barrier islands separate the mainland from 

the sea. Behind these islands runs the Intra-Coastal Waterway, stretching from New England to 

Texas. Parts of the Waterway consist of a narrow canal dug through the mainland, but parts of it 

lie between islands and the mainland. My grandfather had bought some property on Innerarity 

Point, a long promontory with Perdido Bay on the north side and the water between the barrier 

island and the mainland on the other side. My mother inherited that lot, which was 400 feet by 

300 feet – a very large piece of waterfront property, set high on a bluff looking southwards. In 

1950, when the U.S. Coast Artillery was disbanded, the Government sold old buildings to the 

public. My mother bought an 88-foot long wooden structure that had been a barbershop and 

beauty parlor. Built in 1870, the building had high ceilings and wood so hard you couldn’t drive 

a nail into it. 

 

She had the building cut in two, moved 10 miles down the highway, and placed, in two parts, 

onto the lot. Then she had a 12-foot breezeway constructed to join the two halves of the house, 

making it 100 feet long. A porch ran along the south side. Four bedrooms fill the west wing, and 

a large living room/dining room the other, with a kitchen at the end. 

 

Into this house, my mother put furniture inherited from her parents and grandparents and my 

father’s parents, so everything was old and old-fashioned. The dining room table, for example, 

was twelve feet long and made of solid oak. After we moved in, we put up pictures of Naval 

airplanes and various other reminders of my father’s career as an aviator. 

 

When we first arrived, thick undergrowth still covered most of the lot, which we spent several 

summers clearing. I worked with a “sling” – a heavy cutting tool that you swung into bushes, 
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vines, and small trees to clear them away. To dig up stubborn roots, I also used a mattock. We 

burned the branches in a bonfire on the bluff. When the heat forced us to rest, we would sip 

lemonade on the porch or go for a swim in the water just fifty yards away. I gained new respect 

for my father’s strength when I saw him lay a patio and a walkway with heavy flagstones. He 

wasn’t as impressed with me, however, for, although my parents were paying me, I worked only 

a few hours a day. I was too lazy. 

 

To make the place more interesting, my father bought a small aluminum boat with an outboard 

motor. Every morning before dawn, he would drag the boat down to the water, put the motor on 

it, and go fishing. He invited me a few times to go with him, but I found fishing to be boring and 

couldn’t get the hang of it, so he stopped asking me to come along. Now, of course, I regret my 

laziness and foolishness. 

 

They also bought a boat for me, a Sailfish, which consisted of a lateen-type sail on a mast stuck 

onto a twelve-foot flat hull. You used one hand to guide the rudder and the other to manage the 

sail. Big enough for two at most, the boat was ideal for one person. Later, they bought a Sunfish, 

just like the previous boat except that it had a small cockpit where you could put your feet while 

you sat on the deck. 

 

For the next four summers, I spent countless hours sailing up and down the Inland Waterway and 

sometimes into Perdido Bay. I enjoyed the time alone; it allowed me to escape the tensions at 

home and to drink in the quiet sound of a gentle breeze and the little boat cutting through the 

waves. I became quite adept at picking up a wind, sailing into it, “coming about” (turning 

around), and “righting” the boat after capsizing. I capsized often. 

 

Once I had a very close call. I had misjudged the force of the wind and had allowed it to tip over 

the boat. Quickly, I turned it right-side up and climbed aboard. Just as I took the tiller and 

adjusted the sail, I saw a 4-foot sting ray glide by right underneath the boat. If I had been about 

thirty seconds slower, I would have encountered that deadly creature and perhaps received a 

dangerous wound, making swimming impossible. 

 

God took care of me another time, also. As I said, I used a sling to cut down bushes. Sometimes I 

couldn’t see everything that I was hitting. We had built a guesthouse with a screen porch not far 

from the main house. Once, I was about fifty yards from it when I slammed the tool into a mound 

of dirt and plants. Instantly I realized my mistake: Out of that mound swarmed countless yellow 

jackets, furious at being attacked and burning with vengeance. God gave me the presence of 

mind to drop my tool and sprint for the guesthouse. I was pretty fast in those days, and just outran 

the swarm of yellow jackets. I reached the porch, opened the door, and rushed in just before a 

half a dozen of them jammed their noses into the screen on the door. If I had been a bit slower, or 

they a little faster, I could have been seriously injured, perhaps killed, by hundreds of insect bites. 

 

I looked forward eagerly to going to the Episcopal High School (referred to afterwards as EHS). 

One night, however, I almost wrecked that prospect. My mother had rebuked me for not 

completing some chore. Later, I spoke a critical word to my father about her, to which he 
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immediately replied, “You will never again criticize your mother in my presence.” He went on, 

“You don’t seem to be ready to go away to school. We may have to cancel that plan, unless you 

learn how to be respectful.” 

 

From that day onward, I never spoke ill of either of my parents to the other one. Nor did I 

criticize them in front of others for many years. 

 

They must have thought that I had learned my lesson, for finally the day came when they put me 

on the airplane for Washington, D.C. – the first of many flights to and from the capital. 

 

1959-62: Episcopal High School 

 

1959-60 

 

An old family friend, Admiral Taylor, picked me up at the National airport in Washington and 

drove me to the school the first time. Thus began three of the hardest – and yet most rewarding – 

years of my life.  

 

So many memories of EHS flood my mind that I find it nearly impossible to select among them. I 

shall, therefore, focus on two points: the difficulties and the rewards of life at what they proudly 

called “The High School.” 

 

EHS had high academic standards. As I had discovered, not every applicant entered the school. 

On the first day of class, I realized that I had hitherto led a sheltered life; I had always been at the 

top of my class. Now, however, I had to struggle to get good grades, and even to pass some 

courses. I found out that I was not as smart as I thought – plenty of boys matched or exceeded my 

level of intelligence and knowledge. My parents thus achieved their main goal right away: I was 

humbled and challenged academically. 

 

As a New Boy, I was also a “Rat.” The Old Boys constantly reminded us that Rats were the 

lowest form of human life. They seemed to think that berating us, mocking us, and generally 

bullying us would make us somehow better. Enduring their abuse was easier because all Rats 

suffered together. Some parts of the Rat system made a certain sense: We had to open and hold 

doors for all faculty, their wives and family, and Old Boys; we had to wake up Old Boys in our 

dorm in the morning; we had to run up and down the hall announcing “first bell for breakfast” 

and “second bell for breakfast” during our week of duty; we had to sit in the center of the long 

dining room tables and serve faculty and Old Boys water. I didn’t mind those duties, except when 

a sleeping Old Boy would try to hit me when I woke him up at the hour he requested. 

 

To me, the worst part of each term (there were three each year) came on the day of the final 

exam. At “second bell for breakfast,” all the Rats on each floor had to run together, while the Old 

Boys blocked our way and hit us with their sheets, wrapped in pillow-cases. Those bundles 

would have been harmless enough except that most Old Boys inserted shoes, books, and other 

hard items to inflict pain. One Rat had his glasses broken the first time we ran that gauntlet; I was 
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enraged for him and vowed to try to change the Rat System if I ever had a chance. I later paid 

heavily for that resolve. 

 

The school also required participation in team sports. Every day, students assembled at different 

places on campus for athletic practice. No one was exempt, except for medical reasons. I went 

out for football, like others in my class. I injured my knee at the first practice, however. The 

doctor said I shouldn’t play football, so I sat on the sidelines that term. Immediately, therefore, I 

was marked as a non-athlete. That led to the third, and by far the greatest, difficulty: 

unpopularity. 

 

I had enjoyed great popularity in Taiwan. In the ninth grade, at A.V. Clubbs Junior High School, 

I was reasonably well liked and admired, despite my lack of athletic skill and my unusual interest 

in foreign affairs and current events. Life at EHS plunged me into a struggle to maintain some 

kind of self-respect in the face of intense hostility and rejection. 

 

Not only did I not play football, but also I wore out-of-style clothing. To save money, my mother 

had accepted some hand-me-down clothing from a friend. Since he had gone to one of the finest 

prep schools in the East and his clothes carried the Brooks Brothers label, she thought I would fit 

in. She didn’t know that they were out of style. For example, the shirts she had bought didn’t 

have button-down collars. Worse, because of a problem with my feet, I wore Boy Scout shoes – 

unheard of among boys my age; my classmates all wore Bass Weejuns (loafers). 

 

While almost everyone in my class had entered the previous year as freshmen, I came in as a 

sophomore. I was, therefore, a year behind in forming alliances that would provide protection and 

support. My roommate, Harold, was also a New Boy. To aggravate my isolation, Harold 

exhibited eccentric behavior and did not fit in; he hated EHS and wanted to go home.   

 

I also had a slow start in picking up the slang terms that mark the life of any closed society. One 

day a group of Old Boys accosted me in the hall outside the dining room, picked me up by my 

shirt, slammed me against the wall, and said,  

 

“Doyle, you’d better get on the stick, or else!” 

 

When I replied, “What does that mean?” they groaned in disbelief. I was so “out of it” that I 

didn’t understand their warning! I was in worse condition than they had feared. They spent the 

next year attempting to instruct me in how to be “cool,” but never succeeded. 

 

Compounding my differences with the “cool” guys (also known as the “neats”), I actually 

enjoyed chapel, which we had to attend every morning before class. When all the other boys kept 

silent or merely mumbled, I would sing out the words of the hymns. I also appreciated the 

chaplain, whom everyone else detested. I never could figure out why they didn’t like him, but 

they made his life so miserable that he left after only one or two years. He led chapel services, 

which most boys found boring; I was seeking to know God, however, and hungered for more 

understanding of his ways. The “neats” hated me for this for my entire three years at EHS. They 
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mistook my outward piety for true faith, which it wasn’t, because I didn’t know God at the 

time.  

 

Overall, I enjoyed EHS – another cause for their animosity, since they detested the school. I even 

liked the food, which received universal criticism from my schoolmates. I did admit that the 

cooks served up some challenging dishes. We would evaluate the desserts this way: Hold the 

saucer with the pudding (or whatever) in it upside down and shake it; if the contents fell out, they 

were edible; if not, give the dessert to some starving Rat. I usually liked even those leftovers! 

 

EHS had manifold rules and regulations. These never bothered me, perhaps because I had grown 

up under strict parents. Most of my fellow students chafed at all the restrictions on their freedom 

and considered me truly weird for not complaining about them. Sometimes our headmaster 

would entertain us by reading some of the old rules. One forbade anyone but the Senior Monitor 

to hitch his horse to the rail outside Blackford Hall. Another prohibited anyone from putting peas 

up his nose – something none of us had ever thought of doing until we heard the rule! 

 

The constant hostility of some of my schoolmates finally erupted into a confrontation that may 

actually have relieved some of the pressure on me. Here’s how it happened: 

 

Do you remember my first girlfriend, Sandy? I had continued to keep in touch with her so I knew 

she lived in Falls Church, not far from Alexandria, where EHS was located. Her parents kindly 

offered many times to pick me up at National Airport and take me to the school.  

 

Sandy and I resumed the relationship we had had in Taiwan. If anything, we were even more 

intense in our mutual infatuation. We would exchange torrid love letters, with hers being 

perfumed and very thick. The Old Boys in the Mail Room knew when one had come and spread 

the word that I had a girlfriend. Of course, no one could imagine how any normal girl could like 

me. They must have developed an intense curiosity about her and those sweet-smelling love 

letters. 

 

One spring night, as I returned to my room, I heard a gang of boys laughing. Looking up, I saw a 

crowd of them in my second-floor dorm room. One was perched on the shelf that served as a 

desk and a window-sill, reading loudly. With a stab of pain, I recognized the words as Sandy’s 

and realized that they were laughing at her expressions of affection for me. Blind rage possessed 

me. Rushing up the stairs and down the hall, I burst into the crowded room, marched up to the 

reader, and punched him in the face. Soon I was on top of him, hitting him furiously. A couple of 

big football players pulled me off him. Breathing heavily, I stared at the others and said, “Who’s 

next?” 

 

Any one of them could have easily beaten me in a fight, but they apparently didn’t want to take 

on a madman. They chided me for being overly sensitive and slouched out of the room. None of 

those guys ever bothered me again. From this incident I saw two things: The destructive power of 

rage (I would have killed that boy if I could have) and the unwillingness of cowards to stand up 

to one truly determined man. 
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Although I did not enjoy being unpopular, I found the teachers, the classes, and some features of 

school life so rewarding that I preferred EHS to public school in Pensacola.   

 

A Good Education 

 

EHS enjoyed the reputation of being one of the finest boys’ college preparatory schools in the 

South. Requirements were tough: You had to make a passing grade of 75 and pass a subject two 

out of three terms each year to pass; final exams counted for one-half of your grade. Each student 

took either two years of Latin and two years of modern foreign language or three years of Latin. I 

took four years of Latin and three of French. We began writing 1,500-word term papers each 

term in tenth grade and progressed to 2,000-word papers later. The fourth year of math covered 

first year college material. 

 

As usual, I did well in English, history, and languages but struggled in mathematics and science. 

One of my parents’ motives in sending me to EHS was to give me real academic competition. I 

soon discovered that I do not possess outstanding intelligence. Used to making “A’s” easily, I 

now had to work very hard to make the “High List” – the Honor Roll of those whose grades 

averaged 90 – well below an “A” in most grading systems. As a result, incipient intellectual pride 

received a temporary setback during my years at EHS. 

 

As I have said, the school required participation in team sports. Unable to make the football team 

because of my knee injury, I spent the first term on the sidelines. I went out for winter track in the 

second term, however, and began a glorious but very brief career as a runner. Trying to escape 

from bullies while living in Pensacola years earlier and jogging long distances in Taiwan had 

given me a taste for running. I discovered that I could sprint pretty fast. I wasn’t good enough to 

win the straight sprint races, but I became the lead man on two relay teams. During the spring, 

when track moves outside, I led our relay teams to two school records (440-yard and 880-yard) 

and a state championship (880-yard), winning several gold medals in the process. This athletic 

success helped restore my self-respect. 

 

In fact, I was proud of my medals and records. God detests a proud heart and brought me down. 

At the end of the year, I was wrestling with a friend. I had never wrestled before and did not have 

the kind of muscles that sport requires. My friend weighed at least thirty pounds more than I did 

and had been a member of the wrestling team. In a few minutes he had me down and then my 

knee bent the wrong way and snapped. Crying out with excruciating pain, I told him to carry me 

to the Infirmary. The Nurse sent me to the hospital, where our school doctor said I had torn a 

cartilage in the knee.   

 

I had to use crutches during the final days of the term and even to the school dance. I remember 

Sandy’s disappointment that we could not dance together. They put me on an airplane to 

Pensacola the next day, and I was operated on at the Naval Hospital right away. One of the best 

orthopedic surgeons in the country was serving at the hospital; nevertheless, the procedure took 

three hours because I had injured my knee so badly. I recovered in a ward for enlisted men, 
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which was an education for me, especially when they flirted with the nurses. Sandy wrote 

encouraging letters almost every day so the two weeks in bed went by quickly. I had to use 

crutches for six weeks thereafter, however. The surgeon prescribed knee-strengthening exercises 

for me, which I did relatively faithfully. I probably should have done them more, however, for 

that knee injury never fully healed. My career as a sprinter came to an abrupt end. God took away 

the one athletic skill I ever had, probably to humble me further. 

 

Extracurricular activities 

 

EHS had two literary societies, Blackford and Fairfax. I joined the latter, and soon distinguished 

myself as a debater, reader, and declaimer. I would commonly speak on subjects dealing with 

foreign policy, which struck my classmates as rather odd but pleased the faculty. In my junior 

year, I also joined the drama group and appeared in two plays. All of this public speaking and 

acting would help prepare me for a career as a preacher and teacher.  

 

The EHS Chronicle, the school newspaper, appeared about six times a year. I contributed articles 

on such subjects as, “What Are We Living For?” and, “Should the U.S. Send Military Advisors 

to Indo-China?” (This was in 1962.) My popularity with my peers plunged further while my 

writing skills improved. I served as Features Editor one year, learning something about deadlines, 

editing, and layout in the process. 

 

I have always loved to sing. Remarkably, joining the choir did not earn the disapproval of the 

“neats.” The reasons? First, the choir got to sit up near the Communion Table and thus gained a 

good view of the girls who attended church as they walked up to receive communion once a 

month. Second, the choir sometimes visited girls’ schools and occasionally did joint concerts 

with one of their choirs. I sang bass, which later proved my undoing. I remember singing a 

magnificent Russian church song which featured the bass section. 

 

You may imagine that I was at this time a totally serious, even solemn, young man. Actually, 

what I enjoyed most about EHS was the humor. We laughed constantly. You had to, to cope with 

the intense academic, athletic, and social pressure. Since everyone took Latin, many of our jokes 

dealt with that “dead” language. For example, chemistry homework problems were “chemi 

probli” (an attempt to imitate a Latin masculine plural ending). My teacher for Latin II, Mr. 

Murray, kept us in stitches with his good-natured mockery of us. After a couple of us had failed 

to decipher one of Caesar’s more difficult sentences, he would lay his head down on his desk and 

moan, “Every year they send me the stupid ones!” One time, outraged at an especially egregious 

error in translation, he said, “Would you do me a favor?”  

 

Terrified, the boy replied, “What, Sir?”  

 

“Do you see that window?”  

 

“Yes, Sir.”  
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“Just jump out of it, will you?” We were on the third floor, so Mr. Murray was asking for 

suicide, but we roared with laughter. He would probably be hauled before some silly court today 

for abusive language.   

 

I liked the nicknames best. There was “Marshmallow,” for a boy with a head that did, in fact, 

resemble a marshmallow. “Grendall” was an overweight student who seldom bathed and 

reminded someone of the monster from Beowulf. (At the time, in our boyish cruelty, we didn’t 

stop to think of what difficulties he may have had.) His nemesis was “Whaletale,” equally fat and 

untidy. “Rork” had a pronounced nasal voice. My friend and later roommate, Jim, acquired the 

sobriquet “Jesus Jim” when he grew a beard and wore sandals in preparation for a role as Fidel 

Castro in a play. “Dracula” wore black, hardly ever bathed, and possessed pronounced canine 

teeth. He even had a cape. 

 

The one nickname I detested was, of course, my own, “Righteous Wright.” I observed rules 

scrupulously, enjoyed chapel and church, read the Bible, avoided bad language, smoking, and 

drinking, and didn’t boast of sexual conquests, so I was, relatively speaking, “righteous.”  

Furthermore – and more to the point – I must have exuded an air of moral superiority; in other 

words, I struck my peers as being self-righteous. Actually, awareness of my sins pressed ever 

more heavily upon me, so I rejected any suggestion that I was righteous. In another sense, 

however, since I didn’t understand the Gospel, I was engaged in an attempt to become more 

pleasing to God by my works, and thus guilty of real self-righteousness. To make my guilt worse, 

I did sometimes look down upon them for not being as serious about life as I was. Thus, my 

classmates were right, even though both they and I did not understand why. 

 

Rejection 

 

The rejection of my first year abated during the next year at EHS, with one exception. I noticed 

that Sandy wrote fewer letters and our times together at her house seemed less enjoyable. At the 

end of that year, I invited Sandy home to Pensacola with me. She acted friendly enough at the 

beginning of her visit, so I was completely surprised when, on the last day, she informed me that 

she had a boyfriend in her public high school and that she wanted to break up with me. She told 

me bluntly that he was more fun and more available than I was. Losing Sandy so suddenly left a 

scar on my young heart that took a long time to heal, but after a few months the challenges I 

faced at EHS distracted me so much I would not have had time for a girlfriend.  

 

Jesus said, “Whoever would come after me must take up his cross daily and follow me.” 

Although I was not a true Christian while at EHS, I began to experience rejection for three 

reasons: being a Christian (although I wasn’t one), righteousness, and my own sins. In my last 

year, I served as a Monitor. These boys were selected by their classmates and by the Faculty and 

Administration for leadership. Each dormitory floor (“hall”) had several monitors. Four of us 

watched over Second Floor Berkeley. What I didn’t know until school began was that a gang of 

the wildest Rats had chosen to live together on that hall their second year. What they didn’t know 

was that I intended to see that the school rules were scrupulously obeyed. An immovable force 

was about to meet an irresistible object. We all suffered as a result. 
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The two boys with the highest number of demerits for misconduct shared a room next to mine. 

When the lights were supposed to be out and everyone silent, they insisted upon making noise. 

Sensitive to all sorts of sounds and bent upon enforcing the law, I meted out more demerits to 

them each night. They should have given up sooner to avoid trouble; I should have let them make 

a bit of “quiet” noise for a few minutes before lowering the boom upon them. Soon I was known 

as a “conch” (short for “conscientious”) monitor. To be “conch” at EHS was definitely not “cool” 

or “neat.”  

 

The confrontation I remember most clearly came at the end of our first term. Remember that Rats 

had to run the gauntlet of Old Boys wielding pillowcases filled with sheets, bedding, and 

sometimes hard objects (like shoes). The year before, some Rat’s eyeglasses had been broken 

during the run, so the Headmaster, always trying to cull out some of the worst features of the Rat 

system, forbade this activity. As we all prepared for breakfast that last day of classes, however, I 

sensed that something was amiss. Too many Old Boys, including some of the mischievous 

second year students, had foolish grins on their faces. I noticed them looking at me with knowing 

smiles as I walked down the hall.   

 

You need to remember that I tend to be a coward. I dislike direct confrontations and fear physical 

pain, especially when inflicted by people bigger and stronger than I am. Nor do I relish being 

despised and rejected. That made what I had to do all the more difficult. 

 

Passing the room of one particularly cruel Old Boy, I heard muffled laughter. I parted the curtain 

(we had no wooden doors) and discovered a small mob assembled in his crowded room. All 

carried pillowcases with telltale corners, betraying books, alarm clocks, and other sharp objects. 

Clearly, they intended to flout the Headmaster’s order and pound the Rats mercilessly until they 

drew blood, or tears, or both. 

 

Heart pounding, I said, “Empty your pillowcases and go back to your rooms. You will not be 

hitting the Rats today.” I was prepared for an angry reaction, but their shouts of rage and hatred 

still shook me. They uttered various threats but I countered with one of my own: “If you don’t 

clear this room now, each one gets twenty-five demerits.” As a Monitor I had that authority and 

they knew it, so they all left, muttering dire warnings under their breath. 

 

With that one act, I managed to alienate not only the naughty second year boys but also the entire 

dorm, because the other three monitors had been afraid to oppose the plot to beat the Rats. I was 

alone. 

 

One second year boy, whose name I conveniently forget, amassed so many demerits as a result of 

his misconduct that expulsion seemed likely. Although the ones I gave him amounted to only a 

fraction of his total, he blamed me for all his woes. One day, he stood very close to me and said, 

“Doyle, I am going to kill you the day school is out.” He couldn’t even hit me during the year, 

because striking a monitor incurred a penalty of fifty demerits, which he couldn’t afford. He 

presumably figured that he could do what he liked once the term was over.  
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He was unlikely to carry out his threat, but he was mean enough and strong enough that I took 

him seriously. I lived in fear of graduation day from then on. 

 

You remember that I injured my knee wrestling with a classmate at the end of my first year. 

When, the next year, I told him I wanted to room with him, he counseled otherwise. “Doyle,” he 

said, “You had better not room with me. I am not strong enough to withstand popular opinion. If 

for some reason others don’t like you then I shall have to turn against you.” That year had been 

relatively quiet so I had no idea I would become a pariah as a senior, so I persuaded him to agree 

to room with me. 

 

He had known better. As soon as others on the hall began to turn their anger against me, he 

distanced himself from me. When the tension mounted, he chose to align himself with the others 

rather than identify with his roommate.   

 

He and I both belonged to the drama club, “Grins and Grimaces.” Despite slender acting ability, I 

was given the lead role in a play called “Arsenic and Old Lace,” a part which Cary Grant had 

made famous years earlier. The female lead was a truly beautiful girl from a nearby high school, 

whom I “had” to kiss during the play, so I relished the part. My roommate played the villain – 

naturally. 

 

In one scene, the villain ties up the hero and threatens him with death. I think it was a Sunday 

afternoon when he suggested we practice that scene in our room. Naively, I agreed. Imagine my 

terror when, after I had been securely bound, he took one of his many knives, touched the point 

to my neck and said, “Doyle, I would just as soon kill you as look at you.” You never knew what 

this guy might do – he collected Nazi memorabilia and adored Hitler and Nietzsche – so I didn’t 

know how serious he was. I now think he might have been putting on an act for the sake of others 

on the dorm, who were cheering him on. 

 

Just then the dinner bell rang. His hunger overcame his hatred so he untied me and we all walked 

to the cafeteria. I don’t think I enjoyed the meal very much that night. 

 

I was always conscious that my education at EHS cost a great deal of money, so I tried to be 

frugal. Instead of buying my own track shoes, I picked up some used ones. They were sprinter’s 

flats, meant only for running. I also participated in the long jump, however. That meant pounding 

the board with my foot and sometimes my heel. The resulting injury to my heel has stayed with 

me. 

 

Walking with an unstable gait, I then threw my back out of line. The doctor prescribed rest on a 

hard bed. Since the bunks in our dorm all had soft, spongy mattresses, I was ordered to the 

infirmary. Beds there provided adequate support. They also gave me pain relievers and medicine 

to relax my muscles. I got well after a while and returned to the dorm, but soon my back bothered 

me again. The doctor suggested I just move into the infirmary, which I did. Now I realize that 

tension from dorm life probably aggravated my back pain and that the quiet and absence of stress 
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in the infirmary probably tempted me to want to stay there as long as possible. 

 

Looking back on this period of intense rejection, I thank God. Early in life, he gave me an 

experience that would prepare me for rejection in the future. I suppose I became a bit tougher as a 

result. I know that I began to develop a sense of humor amidst tension and trial. 

 

Successes 

 

With all that rejection, why did I still like EHS? 

 

I thrived on the tough academic atmosphere and did reasonably well, making the High List often. 

Our teachers demanded high standards; we all tried our best – the entire school sparkled with 

intellectual alertness and intensity. Contrary to many of my schoolmates, I thrived on the 

disciplined schedule and regular lifestyle. Even though I didn’t excel in sports my last two years, 

I mostly enjoyed the athletic challenge of cross-country, winter track, and spring track. When I 

graduated, my body had no fat and much more muscle than I would ever have as an adult. Choir, 

debating, acting, journalism – all engaged my mind and stretched my ability to the limit. 

 

The Quiz Team 

 

Our class had two outstanding intellects, Mills Thornton and a boy whose name I have forgotten. 

In those years, Washington D.C.’s Channel Five featured a high school quiz contest each Sunday 

night. A group of us went for auditions, and I was chosen to join Mills and the other boy as the 

third member of the EHS team. Although I possessed less knowledge than the other two, I was 

selected to be our team captain. We competed three consecutive times and won each contest – the 

best any team could do. The TV studio lights made me nervous at first, but I soon got lost in the 

excitement of the competition. My status with the other boys wasn’t hurt by my participation on 

this winning team. At the time, however, I knew that I wasn’t really that knowledgeable, since I 

had missed a number of questions. Our team had won because of the other two boys, but I was 

happy to bask in their reflected glory. 

 

Other honors 

 

Since we all had read at least one play by Shakespeare each year and had studied that great 

Elizabethan dramatist intensively our last year, all seniors had to take a test to determine our 

degree of knowledge of Shakespeare. I received the highest score and was awarded the 

Shakespeare Prize for that year. 

 

Far more important, however, was the Morehead Scholarship. My parents had told me from the 

beginning that they were spending so much money on EHS so that I could earn a scholarship to 

college.   

 

When the Headmaster announced the opening of the competition for the prestigious Morehead 

Scholarship, I quickly applied. John Motley Morehead had founded Union Carbide Corporation. 



 

 

59 

 

As a way of repaying his debt to his alma mater, the University of North Carolina at Chapel 

Hill, he had established a full scholarship. Most awards went to outstanding graduates of public 

high schools in North Carolina, but a few boarding schools were allowed to send two students 

each as nominees for the award. 

 

The requirements were high: You had to stand out as a scholar, athlete, and leader. I knew I could 

not compare with several in our class, but I wanted to win the scholarship. When the results were 

announced, I wasn’t surprised to learn that the two obvious choices in my class had been 

nominated. What did surprise me was the announcement that I had been named the Alternate. 

Imagine my thrill, then, when the better of the two nominees accepted a full scholarship to Yale, 

leaving me as one of our school’s nominees! 

 

Interviews took place in Chapel Hill a few months later. For some reason, I recalled that I had 

said on my application that I was interested in constitutional law, so I took along a book I had 

never read, The Story of the Constitution, which had long lain on the bookshelf of my room at 

home, and which I had brought with me to EHS. Then, while the other boys went out with the 

college fraternity students to drink beer, I stayed in the Carolina Inn and read that book all the 

way through. The next morning, when the Chairman of the Committee asked me several difficult 

questions about the U.S. Constitution, I knew the answers – thus surprising both the other 

members of the Committee and myself! The successful interview ended, and I received the 

coveted award, aware of my unworthiness. Even at that time, despite my lack of true spirituality, 

I saw God’s guiding hand in those events. 

 

Pleasing Daddy 

 

Another event produced an indelible impression upon my mind and brought me closer to an 

understanding of God and his ways with us, but before I tell you about it, I want to go back to my 

junior year. My knee injury had slowed me down so that I never again excelled in track. I did run 

for the Junior Varsity team, however. In the winter, we had a meet with a strong rival. My father 

happened to be in Washington on a trip, so he stopped by for the afternoon and watched the 

meet. Our team needed to win second place in the half-mile – my event – in order to win the 

meet. I was our best chance, so the coach urged me to try hard. I followed two of their runners 

around the track. The bitter cold made breathing painful, but my father was there, so I pressed on. 

On the final turn, I sprinted ahead of one of their boys and captured second place in the last ten 

yards of the race. I shall never forget how proud my father was of me; it recalled the day when I 

had won the mile in Taipei. 

 

The next year he said one sentence which I shall never forget. It was the night before the math 

exam. I had a 63 average going into the exam; I needed a 75 average to pass, which meant I had 

to make 97 on the exam, a manifest impossibility. Since the second term would be even harder, I 

would surely fail it (as I did). Failure in the first term also would prevent me from passing math, 

a required course for graduation. That would mean no high school diploma and, of course, no 

possibility of receiving the Morehead Scholarship. All my parents’ money and dreams would end 

in nothing. 
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To warn my father of the impending disaster, I made a preemptive telephone call. With trembling 

voice, I told him that I would probably fail the math exam the next morning. I explained the 

awful consequences of that failure and expected him to respond with either a rebuke or a strong 

exhortation to do better. Instead, he quietly replied, “That’s all right. You just do the best you can 

and don’t worry about it.” 

 

I shall never forget those words. In one sentence, my father calmed my fears. I could face not 

passing math and even not graduating. What I dreaded was hurting my parents by appearing to 

waste their investment in this expensive school during their retirement years. Now I knew that 

my father would accept me no matter what happened. Looking back, I see why he advanced so 

far in the Navy: he knew how to motivate people. 

 

The next day I arose determined to do my best. The exam contained questions of the sort that had 

stumped me all throughout the term but I answered them one by one. When the grade was 

announced, I was stunned: by some miracle I had made a 97! That brought my average for the 

term to 75, just enough to pass. 

 

The teacher called me into his office to discuss my performance. Our school operated on the 

Honor System; I did not cheat in any way. But neither he nor I could figure out how I had 

suddenly comprehended difficult concepts well enough to make almost a perfect score. I 

attributed this feat, even then, to God’s grace. I knew I wasn’t that smart!   

 

I proved that by failing the next term and doing poorly all through the last term, which we had to 

pass in order to graduate. I had a 75 going into the final exam, which proved to be quite tough. I 

thought I had failed it and would therefore not receive my diploma. My parents had driven all the 

way from Florida for the commencement exercises, proud of all the honors I had received. Really 

terrified of their probable reaction when they discovered I would disappoint them, I spent an 

anxious day waiting for my math teacher to compute the grades. Meanwhile, however, my father 

had discovered that this teacher, Captain Taylor, had been a classmate of his at the Naval 

Academy in 1920. I shall never know how I did on that exam, for Captain Taylor merely posted 

my final grade: 75. I had passed math and would march down the aisle with my classmates after 

all! My relief knew no bounds. In my heart, however, I realized that God had given me an 

undeserved gift, one which I only too happily received. 

 

To answer the question: Why did I basically see my EHS years as positive? The reasons are 

complex but they include some sense of accomplishment, the joy of learning, physical fitness, the 

companionship of a few friends, lots of humor, and – most of all – the knowledge that my father 

approved of me. If he had put pressure on me, I would have tensed up and failed, I am sure. 

Instead, he let me do what I could and gave me much-needed praise. He made it clear that he was 

proud of me – that was enough for me to withstand all the rejection of others. 

 

In later years, I would use this taste of grace to understand and explain Paul’s words, “If God is 

for us, who can be against us?” If our heavenly Father accepts us in Christ, who can bring any 
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charge against us? Knowing that no one and nothing can separate us from his love, we can face 

the hatred of an unbelieving world. 

 

Summer Vacations 

 

Before leaving the high school years, I should tell you about my summer vacations. The first year 

home from Taiwan was spent fixing up our home in Pensacola. The next year, as I have said, we 

moved out to the house at Innerarity Point, where I helped clear the land and paint the old 

buildings. I also got a job at the Pensacola Home and Savings Association as bank runner. Since 

my uncle was Chairman of the Board, getting the job was easy. My duties weren’t hard, either, 

but they provided valuable training. Basically, I ran errands for this mortgage bank, carrying legal 

documents to lawyers’ and title offices and even taking cash to the bank. Sometimes I had as 

much as ten thousand dollars worth of bills with me, a lot of money at that time. 

 

The next summer I received a promotion: I served as a teller, the youngest they had ever had (I 

was only sixteen). It took a week or so to master the complicated machines that figured interest 

on mortgage payments, but after that I was only “out of balance” one day. Each of these jobs 

introduced me to the everyday world of ordinary working people. I had to “punch a clock” 

recording my actual time at work. I discovered how quickly a short tea or lunch break, or arriving 

to work a bit late, could rob time from your total and thus reduce your paycheck. I learned, too, 

the importance of working quickly and accurately while at the same time displaying courtesy to 

customers. 

 

“Grand Tour” of Europe 

 

My final summer vacation shall forever stand out in my memory, however, especially the first 

two months of it. I had long wanted to go to Europe and had explored the possibility of doing it, 

as a popular book said, “On Five Dollars A Day.” My parents supported this plan. Then, my great 

aunt died and left me some money. I decided I would get more out of a trip if I went with a 

group. I had another motive: Margaret, a cute girl who attended the church EHS boys did, had 

told me she was going on a tour of Europe. Eager to spend more time with her, I got the 

information from her and signed up.   

 

A few days before school ended, I received a call from the tour organizer. “Mr. Doyle, I have 

some bad news.” I was flattered at being called “Mr.” for the first time in my life but anxious 

about what he might have to reveal. 

 

“It turns out that of the twenty-five people on this tour, you are the only man; all the others are 

women. I am calling in case you want to change your mind and switch to another tour.” 

 

I waited a second before answering, to give the impression that I was actually pondering his 

suggestion, and then said, with feigned casualness, “No, that’s all right. I’ll just stay with this 

one.” Inwardly, I rejoiced at the thought. A three-year drought of feminine companionship would 

soon end with a seven-week journey through Europe with twenty-four women! This news 
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stunned and confounded my schoolmates, who were green with envy. 

 

The tour did not disappoint me. I have no time to tell you all the details; as usual, I can only point 

out a few highlights. One was, of course, the women with whom I made what in the nineteenth 

century was called “The Grand Tour” of Europe. With the exception of Margaret, all were older 

than I. Furthermore, they all knew a lot about Europe, since they were mostly history or art 

majors. Their comments augmented those of the excellent guides who introduced the cultural 

riches of Europe to us. Those seven weeks gave me the equivalent of a college humanities 

education, I am sure, and prepared me for the Western Civilization course I would take as a 

freshman. When we came to study Michelangelo, for example, I had seen the famous David; I 

had “walked the bloody Tower” of London and seen where Henry the VIII’s wives met their end.  

 

Lest you jump to the wrong conclusions, I should say right away that I did not develop a romantic 

attachment to any of the women on the tour. I’m not sure why, but I hardly spoke to Margaret. 

Perhaps God was protecting me from falling in love with her. I did make friends with two 

women, Janie and Janet. After the first day on the ship, we were inseparable. In this way also 

God preserved my moral purity, for we went about as a threesome and neither of them had any 

interest in me; I was too young, for one thing.   

 

I flew from Pensacola to New York, where I walked the famous streets the day before my ship 

sailed. I stayed in a small, hot room in a hotel my parents had frequented years ago. I ordered a 

taxi and made my way to the wharf where the Queen Mary lay berthed. I see now that God was 

allowing me further to develop an ability to travel alone, something I would later do a lot. The 

giant passenger ship sailed on my eighteenth birthday, June 24, 1962. My parents had wired 

flowers and champagne to my room, which deeply touched me. The group ate dinner together 

and sang “Happy Birthday” to me that night.  

 

We were allowed access to the luxurious First Class deck only once, when we had boat drill. 

After that, we were confined to Cabin Class areas. I spent my days on the deck, reading The 

Selected Works of Mao Tse-tung. Why that book? Because my father had often told me of Mao’s 

military and political genius, and had given me this volume with the recommendation that I 

become familiar with Mao’s thought. Little did I know that I would later spend several years 

relating to people who had been ruled by Mao and educated in his ideology! 

 

The next seven weeks passed quickly as we toured much of Western Europe. Beginning in 

England, we took the boat train to Holland. Buses carried us to Belgium, Luxembourg, Germany, 

and Switzerland, where I left the tour for a few days to visit my brother in Basel, whence I took 

the train to Italy. I loved Florence, Venice, Naples, and Capri, but Rome was the highlight of that 

part of our trip. I shall never forget hearing the Aida sung in the Baths of the Emperor Caracalla. 

As I read about persecution of Christians around the world now, I recall the strange silence in the 

ruins of the Coliseum, where early believers were thrown to the lions. 

 

The train passed close to the leaning tower of Pisa on its way to Nice, on the French Riviera. As a 

young man, I stared at the women in bikinis; now I realize just how degenerate European culture 
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had become even then. The magnificent buildings of Paris had not yet been cleaned up, but 

that city cast a spell over me. 

 

The only incident I want to focus on, however, shows again how God took care of me physically, 

just as he was watching over my moral purity. On the boat from England to Holland, I had a 

single room. Late at night, I heard a knock on the door. Opening it, I saw the terrified face of one 

of the women in our group. Behind her stood a leering man, obviously drunk. I quickly put on my 

shoes and stepped outside as she begged me to protect her. She had had a few drinks with him at 

the bar before returning to her room. He followed her, however, and would not let her leave him. 

Although the man was older, bigger, and stronger than I, there was no choice but to interpose 

myself between the two of them. He realized what I was doing and became angry. We slowly 

backed down the passageway to her room while I tried to speak kindly to him. As she put her 

hand on the knob of her door, the man pulled out a long knife and began to curse and threaten 

me. She escaped, leaving me to face him alone.   

 

Then I remembered an incident from my father’s days on a battleship in the 1920’s. A sailor, 

armed with a knife, had gone crazy. My father was ordered to go down into the bilges (the lowest 

part of the ship) to bring him under control. Unarmed, Daddy slowly talked the man into giving 

up his knife and returning to the decks above. I tried to remain calm as I reasoned with the 

reeling, enraged Dutchman. As with Horace, I was saved by alcohol; I managed to race back to 

my room and lock the door before the intoxicated man could lunge at me with his weapon. 

 

A Bear and A Bible 

 

After a quiet trip from Le Havre to New York on the Queen Elizabeth, I flew to Pensacola. A few 

days later, I set off for the Smoky Mountains with four friends, riding in a covered pick-up truck. 

We camped in the National Park for several days; I can still smell the fresh mountain air and hear 

the bubbling brook that flowed beside the road. 

 

Two incidents stand out from this trip: Before I left, I had purchased a small, pocket-sized Bible 

in the King James Version. I don’t know why I did this, but I do remember reading it during 

every spare minute on that camping trip, to the amusement of my buddies. I carried that Bible 

with me for years, long before God gave me new life in Christ. I’m sure that my frequent reading 

of it prepared the way for me to be born again by the Spirit. 

 

The other highlight of the trip deals with how, once again, God protected me (or at least how I 

thought he did). Soon after we pitched camp, a large mother bear with two cubs came through 

our area. They were making their thrice-daily tour of the garbage cans in the campgrounds. We 

roared with laughter as the mother put her head far down into the can while her two back feet 

perched on the rim. When she left with her two cubs, my friends began to throw small stones at 

her. Proverbs says, “Better to meet a bear robbed of her cubs than a fool in his folly.”
1
 I urged 

them to stop, fearing that she would turn on us and kill us, but she and her brood scampered 

quickly away as I sighed with relief. 
                     
1 Proverbs 17:12 
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That night, we all lay in the tent, five across, with my sleeping bag touching the wall of the tent. 

Suddenly, I heard heavy breathing and smelled a powerful odor. Something was approaching us! 

I tensed up in horror as I perceived that that bear had returned! She was going to pass our tent on 

her way back to the now-full garbage can. For some reason, the huge beast brushed the fabric 

next to me; I could even feel her with my stiffened arm. I now know that she meant no harm, but 

fear gripped me at that moment. When she went on without doing me any harm, I felt that God 

had once again taken care of me.  

 

The next day we took a hike. Foolishly, we left the trail in order to take what appeared to be a 

shorter route back to the camp. Suddenly, we saw a large black bear; then we spied her two cubs! 

I don’t know whether it was the same bear, but I remember that my friends regretted having 

thrown rocks the day before. She apparently did not see or smell us, or perhaps she just didn’t 

care about us, for she went crashing on off through the underbrush and we were safe. 

 

Thus, when I headed off to the University of North Carolina, I carried with me a Bible, memories 

of deliverance from danger, and a strong sense that I was entering college as a Morehead Scholar 

entirely by the mercy of God. 
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Chapter Five: The Springtime of Youth  1962-63 

Academics 

 

In the fall of 1962, I entered the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill as a freshman. 

Because I had received the Morehead Scholarship, I was also eligible for the Freshman Honors 

Program. Other students called us the “suicide fifty” because of the number of participants and 

the rigorous standards. We were split into two groups of twenty-five for the main courses, 

English and Western Civilization. I shall always be grateful for the education I received that year. 

 

Dr. Weldon Thornton, a world-famous critic of James Joyce, taught English. He often used the 

Socratic method to test our comprehension of texts from Shakespeare, Joyce, Eliot, and other 

great writers. Dr. Ryan, our Western Civilization professor, gave brilliant lectures covering the 

whole range of Western philosophy. Neither man seemed to believe the Bible in the way that I 

did, although Thornton’s gentle humor contrasted starkly with Ryan’s aggressive skepticism. 

 

As at Episcopal High School, I quickly became known as the class Christian. I suppose I had 

absorbed enough of the Christian worldview by going to church and reading my Bible so that I 

saw things through the lens of faith. My professors, seeing in me a useful foil, often called on me 

to defend a “Christian” position while they and my classmates attacked it. I didn’t mind this at 

all, even though I knew in my heart that I didn’t know God. I now realize that God was allowing 

me to test the validity of Christian concepts in the crucible of sharp debates. 

 

Fraternity 

 

My parents strongly encouraged me to join a fraternity. My father said, “College is people,” 

meaning that I should learn how to get along with all types of people. Participation in fraternity 

life would give me a good opportunity to develop my social skills. So I went through Fraternity 

Rush, a process of visiting different fraternity houses for an endless round of parties. I didn’t like 

to drink beer and generally felt out place, but received two “bids” anyway – from Chi Psi, one of 

the two leading houses, and from Delta Psi, otherwise called St. Anthony Hall. I should have 

accepted the former, for Chi Psi’s membership contained most of the leaders of the UNC student 

body, including a number of star athletes. 

 

St. Anthony Hall, on the other hand, consisted mostly of “Yankees” in conscious reaction to their 

Southern environment. The Hall (as we also called the fraternity) also focused more on literary 

activities than on athletics, so I felt more at home there and accepted their bid. I met Dick at the 

Hall. Dick and I looked remarkably alike, so that others sometimes confused the two of us. The 

son of a divorced couple from New York, Dick dazzled me with his brilliance and encyclopedic 

knowledge. I followed him around like an adoring puppy for much of the next two years. Dick 

exuded supreme confidence. One time, for example, he said, “Wright, I shall let you play 

Boswell to my Samuel Johnson,” meaning that I could someday write his biography. 

 

Martha 
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Achievement tests had gotten me out of the first two years of Latin and of French, so I took Latin 

and French 21, normally for Juniors. Soon I noted an attractive girl in each of these classes, 

Martha. It didn’t take long for us to develop a relationship that lasted through four years of 

college and beyond. UNC did not admit women as Freshmen at that time; they made exceptions 

for residents of Chapel Hill, however, because these women could live at home. Martha’s father 

worked at the Morehead Planetarium; their house stood on a lovely lane about a mile from 

campus. I must have walked that path hundreds of times in the next few years. 

 

Martha awed me with her intelligence, hard work, and practical skills. She could cook, sew, 

clean house; she knew Latin and French, science and history. We took classes together whenever 

we could and often discussed what we were reading. I admit that my male pride kept me hard at 

work to keep up with Martha, who made straight A’s every semester. She didn’t like to drink or 

dance or go to parties; our times together were much quieter than the usual college date. Overall, 

God used Martha to help me get the most out of college. 

 

School Life 

 

I did not enjoy my first few weeks in the dormitory. Both my roommates loved to play 

basketball; one had almost won an athletic scholarship to UNC in that sport. Frustrated by the 

lack of athletic opportunities, he would say to me, “Let’s wrestle.” Since he weighed fifty pounds 

more than I did and I had injured my knee the last time I had tried wrestling, I would decline. He 

would insist, however, and soon he and the other boy would be on top of me. The other boys in 

the dorm found sport in throwing half-empty beer cans at each other – in the hall – or in tossing 

balloons filled with water through the transom over our door.   

 

I decided to move out and soon found a room in a house adjacent to the campus. Thus began one 

of the happiest periods of my life. As Shakespeare said somewhere, I was in “the morn and liquid 

dew of youth.” Everything seemed new and fresh, especially when the justly-famed Carolina 

springtime arrived. One night I was so enchanted by the balmy weather that I slept on the lawn at 

the edge of the campus. I joined the local choral society, standing next to men forty years my 

senior in the bass section as we sang magnificent classical chorales. Following Martha, I also 

became a member of the choir of the Episcopal Chapel of the Cross. I’ll never forget singing 

about Jesus’ resurrection from Handel’s Messiah on Easter Sunday. 

 

In the nineteenth century, the school once had two debating societies, called, respectively, the 

Dialectical and the Philanthropic. As interest in debating waned, they merged into one, 

conveniently termed the Di-Phi Society. We met on the top floor of Old West, one of the first 

buildings to be constructed at UNC. Shining oaken desks resembling those in the U.S. Congress 

gave an air of dignity and importance. We delivered solemn speeches on topics like “Whether 

Red China Should Be Admitted to the U.N.” or just how much America should become involved 

in Indo-China. When the Cuban Missile Crisis broke, we denounced the Soviet Union with 

impassioned rhetoric while one member kept his ear to the latest radio news broadcast. I didn’t 

know it at the time, but this type of weekly public speaking was training me for my later ministry 
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as a preacher. 

 

Meanwhile, we tried not to notice how few people attended or the lack of recognition by the real 

leaders of the student body. 

      

Intellectual Development 

 

Sometime during the first semester of my freshman year I had read Russell Kirk’s epoch-making 

The Conservative Mind. His analysis both of conservative thinking and of liberalism, first in 

England and then in America, opened my eyes to the essentially philosophic nature of current 

political and cultural controversies. Although I was not a true Christian yet, I did agree with Kirk 

and his eighteenth-century mentor, Edmond Burke, that the sinfulness of man makes all Utopian 

undertakings impossible and even dangerous. Burke’s thoughts about the French Revolution 

apply to the Communist movement and to the only slightly less utopian dreams of the reformers 

who have dominated English and American politics since the early 1800’s. 

 

Naturally, my professors and classmates thought that I was hopelessly out of step with the times. 

They could not have foreseen the rise of Goldwater, then Reagan, and finally the Conservative 

Revolution that led to the election of a Republican Congressional majority in 1994 and the 

disavowal of big government as savior by Democrat Bill Clinton (at least rhetorically, if not in 

actual practice). Nor could they envision the wholesale rejection of Communism among the 

world’s intellectuals, especially those behind the Iron and Bamboo curtains, in the Eighties. 

 

Radical Friends 

 

When I entered UNC, the turmoil of the Sixties had not yet begun. But the seeds had been sown, 

as I quickly realized. In Slouching Toward Gomorrah, Robert Bork has brilliantly described 

some of the driving ideas of this turbulent period, so I shall not attempt an analysis; rather, I shall 

show you how the Sixties impacted me personally. 

 

Through Dick I met the few radicals on campus in 1962. What a contrast between them and me! 

Fiercely anti-communist, I supported our growing commitment to defend South Vietnam from an 

invasion by the communist North; Dick believed that America was the aggressor. 

 

Dick became heavily involved in the Civil Rights Movement. When Martin Luther King, Jr., led 

his followers to sit in places in restaurants not allowed for Blacks, many were arrested. Dick and 

his cohorts would join Blacks in sit-in demonstrations in Chapel Hill. He went to jail many 

times. I agreed with their aim – the equal treatment of all races – but I wondered whether their 

methods were wise. I thought that such demonstrations provoked anger from Whites rather than 

promoting reconciliation. I still think that the Civil Rights Movement went astray when they 

chose public confrontation rather than private means, but perhaps there was no other way to gain 

their ends, which were laudable. 

 

For example, why didn’t Black servants and employees, who were often held in great affection 
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by their White employers, go to them and say, “You may not realize this, but it hurts me deeply 

when people treat me like an inferior being. I am created in the image of God just as you are; 

how can you allow these segregation laws to continue in force?” If Blacks and their White 

supporters had turned to prayer and had repeatedly implored White leaders to change, I think the 

nation might have been spared a great deal of turmoil, violence, and the animosity between races 

that now poisons American society. Most people consider me wrong, however, and they could be 

correct, because it’s hard to tell whether Whites would have responded to anything but 

confrontation. 

 

Dick and his friends wanted the Federal Government to intervene; they strongly supported the 

Civil Rights Acts of 1964, as did Martha. I thought Senator Goldwater was right, however: 

Although racism is wrong and segregation laws had to be rescinded, the Federal Government 

should not get involved. Once Washington interferes, then it imposes greater and greater control 

over more and more aspects of American life. My companions thought I was using these 

arguments as a cover for racism, but I was not. 

 

They thought me strange for other reasons, too. I remember one late-night debate in Harry’s, the 

after-hours section of a restaurant where we would gather to drink tea and talk about all sorts of 

topics. On this particular night, I found myself defending the idea that pre-marital sexual 

relations were wrong. I can see their bewilderment and outrage in my mind’s eye now as they 

howled in protest. About a dozen of them tried for several hours to convince me, to no avail. 

Even though I was not a born-again Christian, God took care of my thinking on this vital subject. 

 

They also smoked peyote, a weed used by American Indians as a narcotic. Later on, Dick 

“progressed” to marijuana. As he did, his thinking became more and more unclear and we had 

less and less in common. 

 

Choosing a Major - For Life! 

 

Both my Honors courses required long term papers. Dr. Ryan had us write three 3000-word 

papers each term. Since I could not type, I had to write everything out by hand. I had intended to 

be a history major, but the sheer work involved in this class turned me in another direction. I 

soon discovered that the Classics Department at UNC stood near the top in the nation; that 

classes were small and were all taught by professors, not graduate students; and that I could 

complete a major in Latin with only six more courses. 

 

One spring afternoon at the end of the year, I was sitting on the lawn with Martha talking about 

the results of the exams we had just taken. Then, the Chairman of the Classics Department, Mr. 

Suskin (all professors were called “Mr.” then, as they still are at the University of Virginia), 

stepped out of the building and called to me. “Mr. Doyle,” he said. I was flattered to have him 

call me “Mister,” but even more to hear what he had to say. 

 

“You did very well on your Latin poetry exam. I believe you have great promise in the field of 

Classics. I urge you to consider majoring in Latin.” With this statement, he confirmed my 
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previous reasoning and altered the course of my academic life.   

 

An Exciting Summer 

 

My parents wanted me to find a paying job for the summer. I tried several options, poring over 

books listing vacation job opportunities. I had heard that you could work at National Parks, and 

remembered the clean-cut college students who had waited upon us at Yellowstone Park when 

we traveled out to Taiwan in 1957. I longed to return to the West and enjoy the dramatic scenery, 

so I pursued this avenue. Late in the semester, I discovered that these jobs were hard to get. My 

choices were few. Then I saw an announcement in the Episcopal Chapel of the Cross, where I 

attended church, that the Good Shepherd Mission on the Navaho Reservation in Arizona needed 

helpers for their Vacation Bible School program. The job didn’t pay anything except living 

expenses. My parents objected, but I had made up my mind to go. 

 

I had no money for transportation, so I decided to hitchhike. I had a friend going to Oklahoma 

City; he agreed to accompany me that far. My mother told me later that the idea of my 

hitchhiking almost two thousand miles terrified her. In my youthful naiveté and ignorance I had 

no awareness of the dangers involved.   

 

Our trip began well enough, but we ran into difficulty the second night on the road. A car full of 

drunken youth picked us up. The driver accelerated wildly, taking us through winding mountain 

roads at breakneck speed while I tried to control my fears. Once he passed the bottle of 

homemade whiskey to me and said, “Have a drink.” Afraid to disobey, I put the bottle to my lips 

and took a tiny sip. The liquor burned in my mouth; I dared not swallow it. No matter; in a few 

moments it had evaporated! After about an hour, we asked to be let out. They complied, and we 

found ourselves standing on a lonely mountain road with nothing in sight. I don’t remember how, 

but we managed to get to Chattanooga that night; there we joined two men driving a huge tractor-

trailer to Little Rock, Arkansas. After that, we found a ride towards Oklahoma City. Two or three 

rides later, we again stood on the side of a deserted highway in the vast prairie. We waited for 

hours as an occasional vehicle passed by without stopping. Most of the time, we listened to the 

wind whistle through the telephone wires and watched buzzards circling ominously in the clear 

sky. 

 

Someone finally picked us up and drove us to Oklahoma City, where my friend left me. On the 

outskirts of the city, I found a ride going west. After a few minutes, I sensed that something was 

wrong with the driver. He appeared friendly enough at first, but then began to talk about his 

relationship with his wife. He kept bringing up the topic of sex. With a stab of fear in my heart, I 

recalled what Dick had said about homosexuals: “They can’t take their minds off sex; no matter 

what the topic of conversation, they always manage to return to sex.” 

 

With mounting anxiety, I listened to him tell of his frustration with heterosexual sex and 

introduce the idea of homosexual relations. I had met a gay person only once before. He had 

openly tried to seduce me after giving me dinner in his home, but my parents had warned me 

about him; his parents were friends of theirs, so I had nothing to worry about. Now, however, I 
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rode alone with a man bending every effort to persuade me to engage in sex acts with him. As 

the car sped into the dark night, far from any town, I began to realize my dangerous plight. 

Somehow, however, I got him to let me off without harming me. Angrily, he did so. 

 

Earlier that day, I had had a friend to share the emptiness of the American plains. Now, however, 

I faced true loneliness. The hour was late – about 11 P.M. The gay man had deposited me at an 

intersection where a deserted gas station stood in the darkness. The clear air had long since lost 

its summer warmth and chill entered my bones. I don’t remember whether I prayed at this time of 

need; I probably did. My mother, meanwhile, must have been interceding for me. 

 

Out of the night, a vehicle appeared. It was a Ranchero, with a car-like cab and a flat bed like a 

pick-up truck. The driver wore a ten-gallon cowboy hat and tall boots. In the back, I saw a fancy 

saddle. From his kind voice, I knew at once I had nothing to fear from him. He drove me to a 

nearby city and took me to a motel whose owner he knew. This place had been by-passed by the 

new superhighway, so the rates were low. The kindly proprietor gave me a warm meal and 

showed me to my room. After a wonderful hot shower, I collapsed in the clean white sheets and 

slept like a contented baby.   

 

The next morning, I caught a ride all the way to Albuquerque and then took a bus to Fort 

Defiance, Arizona, the home of the Good Shepherd Mission. This mission served the Navaho 

Indians on their reservation, the largest American Indian group in the country. It had been 

founded many years previous by devoted missionaries of the Episcopal Church. 

 

The only other volunteer there when I arrived was Bob. He came from a Baptist background and 

radiated the joy of the Lord from his sunny face. We became fast friends. Since Fort Defiance lay 

on a high plateau more than a mile above sea level, my body took several days to adjust to the 

altitude and low humidity. When I felt stronger, I suggested to Bob that we climb Black Rock, a 

prominent feature of the nearby landscape. We didn’t tell anyone where we were going when we 

set out. In the clear Western sky everything looks closer, so the hike took us much longer than we 

expected. We arrived at the foot of this volcanic remain around mid-day, already famished and 

thirsty. Being young and full of energy, however, we decided to climb to the peak, perhaps one 

hundred feet high. The distance wasn’t great, but the Rock rose up with an almost sheer face. We 

made slow headway, both because of the steep slope but also because loose rocks covered the 

surface; it was hard to get a firm foothold.   

 

Suddenly we noticed a huge eagle circling above. I had never seen one before and stood awed by 

the graceful flight and massive wingspan. We were only a few feet from the peak of the Rock 

when this massive bird began to scream and dive towards us. Repeatedly, she flew within a few 

feet of us, striking terror into our hearts. We threw rocks at her to protect ourselves. Figuring that 

her nest was at the top of the Rock and that she was protecting her young, we descended as fast 

as we could. She left us alone after what seemed like a long time. 

 

We returned to Good Shepherd Mission, brimming over with the tale of our adventure. To our 

surprise, the Director replied, “Your greatest danger came not from that eagle, but from the 
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countless rattlesnakes that infest the place. Many people have been bitten, and some have died, 

trying to climb Black Rock. You are lucky to be alive.” 

 

Spiritual Challenge 

 

Bob had grown up in an Evangelical family and had believed in Christ as a youth. He seemed to 

be a sincere Christian. When he heard that I read my Bible daily, went to church, and believed all 

the articles of the Apostles’ Creed, he said, “You are a born-again Christian.” But I knew that 

something was missing in my life, for I had no sense of inner peace. He said, “Just ask Jesus into 

your heart and you will.” I had tried that each time I went forward for Communion in the 

Episcopal Church and nothing had happened. He didn’t understand how I could seem like a 

Christian and not have the love, joy, and peace that flow from confidence in God’s love.   

 

Now I realize that Bob believed in free will. That is, he thought that a man can determine the 

time of his salvation by simply saying a sincere prayer of faith. My reading of the Bible has led 

me to another conclusion, however: God decides when He gives us the new birth. Just as a child 

cannot decide to be born, so we cannot control our spiritual birth.
2
 My experience bears out that 

interpretation of the Bible, as we shall see. 

 

We had come to Good Shepherd Mission to help with their Vacation Bible School. Each college 

volunteer taught a class of about ten Navaho children, the classes moving from site to site as the 

summer progressed. My favorite “classroom” was at the foot of a huge Ponderosa pine tree on 

the top of a plateau that was nine thousand feet high. We reached the plateau by a winding, rocky 

road up the steep slope. One of the students had come with her parents, who owned a World War 

II surplus Army Jeep. Made in 1942, this sturdy vehicle, now painted red, had begun to show its 

age. It would overheat if your speed exceeded 35 miles per hour. 

 

One day, I was driving that girl and her mother back down the mountain after class. The side of 

the mountain rose up in a sheer face to our left; the narrow road dropped off sharply on the right; 

several thousand feet below lay a rock-filled gorge. We were all a bit nervous each time we made 

the trip, but I enjoyed the challenge of handling the four-wheel-drive vehicle. 

 

Suddenly, the brakes failed. I am usually pretty confused and slow to react in a crisis. If I had 

delayed at this point, the Jeep would have careened off the road, plunging us all into the gorge far 

below. Somehow, however, I had the presence of mind to turn the steering wheel towards the 

wall of the mountain on our left. The Jeep slammed into the rocks, sputtered, and stalled. We 

looked over the right side of the road and realized that we had narrowly escaped death. The girl’s 

mother praised me for my quick reaction. Now I realize that God had preserved us by allowing 

me to respond with uncharacteristic speed and wisdom. 

 

That summer I watched Christian missionaries at work for the second time (the first being Father 

Morse in Taiwan). The Director of the Mission had become an Episcopal minister as a mature 

adult and had come to the Navaho Reservation only a few years before. He had not taken time to 

                     
2 John 1:12-13; 3:8; 6:37,44 
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learn the incredibly difficult language of the people he came to serve, so his sermons had to be 

translated. He never knew just how well the interpreter conveyed his original words. Later in the 

summer, I met an older woman who had lived in a small mining community for two decades. Her 

fluency in the Navaho language engendered a close bond between her and the Indians. You could 

sense the difference. 

 

We short-term workers had no choice but to teach in English. Since the children all went to 

government schools, they presumably understood us. I’m sure that some of the Bible stories we 

told helped to draw some of them to faith in later years. I am equally sure that our almost total 

ignorance of their language and culture seriously limited our effectiveness. (I did learn one word, 

which I transliterate as “jatageezi.” I had purchased a French-style beret in Europe the summer 

before and wore it all the time. The mischievous Navaho boys would giggle and call me 

“Jatageezi,” which meant “crooked hat.”) 

 

Besides language and culture learning, one could pick up a deeper distinction among us. Bob and 

the woman in the mining town seemed to have close personal relationships with God through 

faith in Christ. The Director and most of the rest of us, including me, did not. When we read the 

Bible together, its meaning usually eluded us. We entered into the Prayer Book rituals sincerely 

enough, but more as seekers than finders. 

 

I left Fort Defiance sooner than the others, because my mother had sent an emergency telegram 

saying that my sister Laurie had become ill and I was needed at home. Since the owners of the 

Jeep didn’t want to drive it back to their home in Texas, they gladly paid me $20 to perform that 

arduous task for them. I was broke, so the arrangement met both my needs and theirs. 

 

I’ll never forget the trepidation with which I embarked on the journey from Fort Defiance, 

Arizona, to Abilene, Texas, four hundred miles away. I knew the Jeep would overheat whenever 

I exceeded 35 miles per hour. I would be traversing some of the most desolate territory in 

America alone, depending on this ancient vehicle to take me safely to my destination.  

 

I left after supper and reached the ridge overlooking Albuquerque just as the western sun 

disappeared and the city lights illuminated the valley; it was a beautiful sight. Driving all night, I 

made good time in the cool air. Once, I slept beside the Jeep at a roadside picnic area, but 

otherwise I kept going. My worries about the Jeep proved accurate: As the sun beat down upon 

us mercilessly, the engine would get hotter and hotter, and I would have to stop and fill the 

radiator with the water I had stored in abundance. But my beret was no match for the intense 

rays. After watering the Jeep one time, I woke up under the front of the vehicle sometime later 

and realized that I had fainted from the effects of the heat and the sun.   

 

As the Jeep plodded along the deserted road, I took interest in an approaching freight train. We 

were going up a very slight incline, so I passed the train. My progress was so slow that I could 

count all 139 of its cars. Then we reached the invisible “peak” and the train picked up 

momentum. Soon, I was all alone again. 
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Around noon, I entered a small town. At once, I went into a drug store and drank a huge 

lemonade, then devoured a hamburger. Leaving the store, I sought somewhere to rest a while, 

away from the unrelenting sunlight. I saw no one else – not even a car – as I drove through the 

village. Then a familiar “Episcopal Church Welcomes You” sign indicated the presence of a 

friendly place – or so I thought. I found the Spanish-style building just one block away. Walking 

around the courtyard under a wide colonnade, I looked for someone to ask for a place to rest a 

while. I found no one. All the doors were unlocked and the lights burned brightly, but not a 

person was to be found. 

 

At length, I decided to lie down on the flagstones under the cover of the colonnade. After all, I 

reasoned, I had given the Episcopal Church a whole summer; surely it could give me a place to 

take a short nap! My head was burning and my throat still parched, despite the lemonade, 

however. I noticed a faucet in the yard. Taking off my beret, I put my head under it and allowed a 

stream of cool water to pour over my head for a long time, then slaked my thirst. Refreshed but 

still exhausted, I lay down to sleep. I used to wonder how Jacob could sleep with a stone for a 

pillow (Genesis 28:11), but I soon fell into a sound slumber lying on those cool, hard stones. 

When I awoke, I saw that an hour had passed. Looking around again to find someone to thank for 

the use of their premises, I could see no one, so I climbed into the Jeep and headed out of town.   

 

Surely this was one of the strangest experiences of my life: Aside from the man who served me 

lunch, I saw absolutely no one in the entire town. And yet God gave me food, water, shade, and a 

strength-renewing siesta. I wonder whether I would have survived the rest of the day out in the 

blazing sun without that interlude. The rest of the journey passed without incident. From Abilene 

I took a train to Mobile, Alabama, and then a bus to Pensacola. 

 

Thus ended the first year of my college experience. I had grown intellectually and socially. My 

debating skills had improved. But I had not yet found the peace for which I with increasing 

hunger longed and searched. The next year would prove to be far less pleasant for me, but would 

serve a necessary purpose in my growth. 
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Chapter Six: Depression and New Life 1963-65 

 

In contrast to my freshman year, my sophomore year at UNC was filled with depression, almost 

despair. 

  

Outwardly, I had no reason for sadness. St. Anthony Hall had elected me House Manager, the 

number three position in the fraternity, but to the public, the leader and virtual president. The 

Dialectic Society, one of two ancient debating groups (the other was the Philanthropic Society), 

had likewise chosen me as President.   

 

I had made all A’s in my first year and was on my way to another stellar academic performance. 

The Freshman Honors Program accepted fifty students – dubbed “the suicide fifty” by other 

students – out of an entering class of more than 2,000. The next year, only ten were admitted into 

the Sophomore Honors class. I was one of them. We spent the first semester under the tutelage of 

a Classics professor, who also served as Dean. He took us through the Great Books of the 

Western World. I remember weeping in the University Arboretum when I finished Homer's Iliad. 

We studied philosophy of science with a Physics professor the second semester. 

 

With the rest of the money from the inheritance left by my great aunt Leila, I had purchased a 

shiny red Volkswagen Beatle (known as a “Bug”), with white upholstery and a sun-roof. 

 

Furthermore, I had snared one of the few available freshman women as my girlfriend. Martha 

continued to accompany me throughout the day, to our mutual delight. The Morehead 

Scholarship continued to pay all my expenses, so that I had plenty of money. Dick and I 

continued to be fast friends. His ready wit and wide knowledge awed me.  

 

Fraternity life offered its pleasures, like the excellent food served daily in Antoine’s, the 

fraternity dining room – so much better than the cafeteria fare I had eaten during my first few 

months at UNC. We enjoyed jokes together, often at the expense of Dick and others who joined 

the civil rights demonstrations. 

 

Why, then, did melancholy overtake me? 

 

The human psyche admits of no simple analysis.   

 

Serving as House Manager stretched my limited capacities. My primary duty was to keep track of 

finances, receiving monthly dues from the members and monitoring the operation of the dining 

room. I paid all the bills for the maintenance of the fraternity house, as well. When brawling 

members broke windows or furniture, I fined them and ordered the repairs. 

 

After a month or two, we all discovered that I had no administrative, much less bookkeeping, 

ability. When the real leader of the fraternity discovered that our accounts were more than one 

thousand dollars out of balance, he suggested I step down. I readily agreed. 
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Nor did I really enjoy living at the house. Always an early sleeper, I resented the noise made by 

my boisterous brothers, depriving me of rest. Meanwhile, my complaints only alienated them 

from me. Although I did go with them once to a local tavern and drink to intoxication, I hated the 

taste of beer and usually would not join their parties. I only went to one dance at the Hall (as the 

house was called). I had joined The Hall because it purported to be a literary fraternity. Monthly 

meetings featured reading of compositions by various brothers, most of them quite accomplished. 

But the rest of the time seemed devoted more to grumbling about the South, since few were 

Southerners, and to indulging in alcohol.   

 

A non-drinking Southerner, I finally realized I just did not fit in, so I moved out of the Hall and 

eventually went inactive. 

 

I left in January and settled into a room on the second floor of an old house on the outskirts of 

town. My little apartment seemed always to be cold and dark. The gloomy atmosphere probably 

further dampened my mood.   

 

My parents came up to visit me one time that fall. I had chosen to major in Latin. Here’s why: In 

High School, I had taken four years of Latin. When I took the Latin placement exam at UNC, I 

placed into the fifth semester course, thus gaining credit for two full years. I realized that I only 

had to take six courses in Latin in order to complete a major. That appealed to my laziness. 

Furthermore, the Chairman himself had encouraged me after I did well in his class the second 

semester of my first year. The department was small, so professors taught all classes, which had 

no more than ten students. Most of these men had distinguished reputations in their field, making 

the department one of the highest-ranking in the nation. 

 

I planned to go to law school and to take courses in various subjects in order to prepare myself. I 

thought a Latin major would set me free to gain a broad education (which turned out to be the 

case). 

 

My parents’ visit came just after I had made this decision. As we sat in the traditionally-furnished 

lobby of the Carolina Inn, my father asked, “And what did you select as a major?”   

 

“Latin,” I replied, expecting a favorable response. 

 

Instead, he smiled sardonically and quipped, “That’s fine, but what are you going to do with it?” 

 

His comment reflected the wisdom of experience and should have caused me to think further, but 

I felt as if an arrow had pierced my heart. I don’t recall whether I even tried to justify my choice; 

I was too crestfallen.    

 

My father and I had never been close. I knew I had disappointed him by not being able to attend 

the Naval Academy. He made known to me how pleased he was with my high school 

performance and with my first year in college, but I had disappointed them by going out West at 

the end of that year. Now I was pursuing academic studies that, in my father’s opinion, would not 
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lead to a profitable career.  

 

His quick response and failure to probe for my reasons, which I thought would satisfy him, hurt 

me deeply. 

 

Soon, I had fallen into depression. I was taking a course in introductory psychology at the time, 

so I knew a little bit about disorders of the mind. But I little understood myself. I sought out the 

psychologist retained by the University, a kind man by the name of Dr. Little. He referred me to a 

psychiatrist, whose name I have forgotten. 

 

When I entered his office, the doctor asked me what was wrong. 

 

“I don’t know who I am,” I replied, drawing upon a phrase I had heard somewhere before. 

 

“Don’t tell me that!” he responded. “Use your own words to describe how you feel.” 

 

As I shared, he listened intently, and I felt I finally had found someone who would take me 

seriously. 

 

The next week, I returned to see him. He performed a great service, for which I shall always be 

grateful, by showing me I had buried resentment against my mother. 

 

Then he offered his assessment of my attitudes: After all my mother had done to me, I ought to 

be angry with her. Although I was not a true believer at that time, I had been brought up in the 

church and knew the Ten Commandments. God said, “Honor your father and your mother.” This 

psychiatrist was telling me to dishonor them by blaming them for my bad feelings towards them. 

 

I knew he was wrong. I left him, never to return. 

 

In the spring, Dick and I joined each other in a little house farther outside of town. As different as 

we were, we had a great time together. Dick was a very messy person. I kept my little room neat, 

but he filled the rest of the house with debris of all sorts. I didn’t cook, so I seldom used the 

kitchen. He used all the pots and pans and dishes before washing any of them. We filled the 

garbage cans until we were joking about the awful creature that was probably growing inside. 

 

We had a great time listening to classical music together and discussing all sorts of intellectual 

topics, but we were clearly moving in very different directions. I’m amazed we got along so well 

together. 

 

That summer, I further upset my parents by not taking a job in Pensacola. I did not then 

understand the intention of the Fifth Commandment, or I would have followed their advice. 

Instead, I went on an archaeological trip to England.  Organized by our university, the group was 

led by the choir director of the Episcopal church which Martha and I attended. I think there was a 

small stipend connected with the work; I don’t know how I paid the airfare. 
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I flew by myself to London, where I was to meet up with two girls from UNC who were also 

participating in the “dig.” Arriving early in the morning, I took the bus from the airport to a bed-

and-breakfast in the city. The next day, I found the girls at the YWCA. We spent some time 

enjoying the museums and the theater, where we saw a marvelous play by Sophocles and an 

absurd one by Ionesco. 

 

Then we set off on our adventure: We planned to hitchhike around the British Isles for a few 

weeks until the actual archaeological project commenced. 

  

One of the girls, Pam, was beautiful enough to appear on a magazine cover. After waiting for a 

while beside the road while speeding vehicles passed by, we devised a plan: She would stand by 

the curb, while we retired out of sight. When a car stopped, we would appear and join her. 

 

The plan worked. Our first ride was in the Jaguar of an airline pilot. Dismayed at first to see the 

beauty’s companions emerge from the bushes, he took it in good humor and welcomed us into 

his vehicle – although he did ask Pam to sit up front, with him. He discerned that we were 

Americans from our accent and asked on what airline we had flown.   

 

“BOAC,” I replied. 

 

“What flight?” 

 

“Ten, arriving in the morning,” I said. 

 

“Oh, that must have been George flying. Was he sober?” We laughed at his question, then 

shuddered. 

 

The next several weeks were unforgettable. We journeyed slowly north, spending a delightful 

day or two in the Lake District and then at York. I remember listening to Beethoven’s Pastoral 

Symphony (the Sixth) while sitting on the lawn of the youth hostel, which was a converted castle, 

overlooking the old city. To this day, that melodic symphony evokes feelings of peace and high 

delight. We toured the walled city the next day. I think I was becoming attracted to Pam by then, 

and she to me.   

 

Inverness, Glasgow, then a ferry to Belfast and a bus down to Dublin. I realized that my ancestors 

were Irish when every other pub sign said “Doyle” on it. On June 24, 1964, my birthday, we 

rented bicycles and rode out to the promontory at the mouth of the river. We climbed the hill and 

gazed out at the Irish Channel. Below us, enjoying a rest in the noonday sunshine, was a portly 

middle-aged couple, lying side by side on the grass. That night, Pam and I left our companion, 

who was ill, and boarded the ferry to Wales. (I now think we should not have done that, but she 

urged us to continue.) Landing at dawn, we rode on the top of a double-decker bus through the 

Welsh countryside until we came to a town with a castle, which we explored.   
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The next day found us at Stonehenge, the ancient and mysterious circle of huge rocks placed 

by Druids who knew their astronomy well. 

 

At some point, Pam and I separated, and I visited some relatives of the Smeetons (good friends of 

my parents), who also gave me a tour. Later, I met Pam and the rest of our UNC contingent in 

Winchester, where we would be digging. 

 

We stayed at an abandoned British Army camp and took buses into Winchester each morning. 

We were digging among 14th century ruins. It was hard work in the hot sun during one of 

England’s driest summers. Using a four-inch garden trowel, I scraped the floor of the section 

assigned to me until I found something, which seldom happened. The archaeological highlight of 

the season came when I hit upon part of a well made with chalkstones. My supervisor was 

ecstatic, since wells contain articles which, though discarded hundreds of years ago, were of 

interest to scholars. 

 

We had an hour for lunch. I would walk a few blocks to a baker, purchase a loaf of bread and a 

pint of milk, dine in the shade next to the lovely cathedral, then sit inside the cool building to 

read. I was working through a number of novels that year. Sometimes I even prayed in the 

solemn stillness of the ancient sanctuary. 

 

One evening, Pam and I got all dressed up for a special occasion. My parents’ good friends, 

Admiral Sir Richard and Lady Smeeton, had invited us to a party they were giving at a naval base 

not far away. Our friends stood in speechless awe as a massive luxury car arrived, and a 

uniformed driver took us away. Since Pam’s father was a Marine colonel, she knew how to 

conduct herself on such occasions. I remember vividly the portrait of the Queen hanging 

prominently on the wall, and the toasts in her honor. We had a lovely time. 

 

You may ask whether my relationship with the beauty developed further. For a while, I was 

infatuated with her, but God preserved us from sexual involvement. I think I was too timid. 

Once, I was foolish enough to write a letter to Martha about her. Later, my friendship with Pam 

came to a sudden halt, however, when she cut my hair one day. She did such a poor job that even 

she laughed at the result; I could not bear that. Meanwhile, she had fallen in with a muscular 

playboy, who swept her off her feet. I see now that God was watching out for me. 

 

I enjoyed talking with our British teammates, who were mostly younger than we. Still in high 

school, they seemed to know more and speak better than we did. Towards the end of the summer, 

I became ill. The director of our group let me stop work early, so I traveled to the Smeetons’ 

home to rest. Rick Cooler, a fellow American, joined me shortly afterwards. When I felt better, 

he and I embarked on another hitchhiking adventure, this time to the Southwestern tip of 

England, in Cornwall. The Smeetons had arranged for us to stay at a Royal Navy base near 

Penzance; the commanding officer there treated us to a wonderful performance of Shakespeare’s 

The Tempest at an outdoor theatre carved out of the cliff overlooking the sea. Rick and I spent 

about a week touring the south of England, then took a boat train to Paris. 
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Rick had spent two years in France as an exchange student and spoke fluent French, so he 

served as my tour guide. We stayed on the Left Bank. Breakfast consisted of delicious French 

bread, washed down with milk in a three-cornered waxed container, usually consumed as we sat 

on a wall overlooking the Seine. Lunch and dinner we took at one restaurant after another; Rick 

knew how to order and savor French cuisine to the full. 

 

I’ll never forget that trip. We visited all the usual spots, including the Louvre, where I marveled 

again as I gazed up at the Winged Victory. I had a great time in the museum dedicated solely to 

Rodin’s work. The high point came as I sat in Notre Dame and a magnificent organ piece filled 

the cavernous church. The low point took place when I endeavored to purchase a copy of the 

Memoirs of General (then President) Charles De Gaulle. I had taken three years of French and 

could speak a little, so I thought it would be easy to ask for this book. After three attempts in 

French, however, the salesman said, “Perhaps you would prefer to speak English.” That haughty 

remark sealed my growing prejudice against the French and would help guide my future. 

 

Looking back, I see that God used the summer to prepare me for future service as a missionary. 

My travels in the British Isles and work with English students familiarized me with the culture of 

my forebears and of the organization in which I would spend thirteen years later in life. The trip 

to Paris broadened my education further. Touring with only one or two companions taught me 

how to find my way, obtain transportation, eat local food, and secure lodging for the night 

without the help of a travel agent. 

 

Back in Chapel Hill, I began my Junior year at UNC. My favorite course was the 19th Century 

Russian Novel, for which I had to read 5,000 pages. I also took Constitutional Law, 19th Century 

French Literature, Sophocles (in Greek), and Ovid (in Latin). The bitterly-contested presidential 

struggle between Lyndon Johnson and Barry Goldwater was about to culminate in the latter’s 

crushing defeat. I supported Goldwater who, I felt, was much maligned by the press. Martha, who 

tended to be more liberal than I, favored Johnson. My father drove up from Pensacola to help the 

Republican campaign. He honed his letter-writing skills and answered donors’ letters from an 

office in Washington. Martha and I drove up to visit him once; he took us out to lunch at the 

Army-Navy Club, where he shared some of his frustrations working for what was obviously a 

losing cause. I admired him for his volunteer efforts. 

 

In November, I developed a high fever and a terribly sore throat. Soon the doctors diagnosed me 

with infectious mononucleosis, which they said may have come from a summer of poor food in 

England. My parents, who knew the illness as “the kissing disease,” were ashamed of me. They 

assumed I had gotten it from Martha. I laughed at them when Martha stayed healthy. I had to 

spend a month at home recuperating, but I was content to do so, and used the time well by 

reading all those Russian novels. 

 

Meanwhile, my brother Peter had returned from Basel, Switzerland, where he had studied under 

Karl Barth. He had run out of money for schooling and had taken a parish in Leesburg, Virginia. 

God had marvelously turned his life around. Instead of being morose and serious, he laughed and 

seemed full of joy. Always wanting to be with him, I enjoyed his company more than ever and 
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tried to make the six-hour drive to his home whenever possible. 

 

Once, while I was with him, he received a phone call from a member of his church. Their eight-

year-old son lay dying of a mysterious abdominal illness in the Children’s Hospital in 

Washington. The doctors had exhausted all their remedies and wanted to do an exploratory 

surgery out of desperation. Would Peter come and pray for the boy? He took me with him as we 

drove quickly into Washington.   

 

With the boy’s parents by the bedside, my brother spoke of God’s power to heal and related some 

stories of real miracles performed through Peter’s prayers in recent months. He told some of 

these: Two sets of X-rays had shown that a man’s skull had been fractured in a terrible 

automobile accident. He lay unconscious, and doctors said he would be a virtual vegetable. After 

Peter and his friend prayed, another set of X-rays showed no sign of any damage, and the man 

walked out of the hospital well. 

 

Then, Peter laid his hands on the boy and prayed for him. I stood by myself, a bit embarrassed by 

Peter’s boldness and by his praise-filled prayers. As we waited for the elevator, I asked, “Well, 

what do you think?” 

 

“He will be okay,” replied my brother confidently. 

 

“How do you know?” 

 

“Because, whenever I feel the heat and energy flowing through my hands as I did today, the 

person for whom I pray is fully healed.” 

 

Not long after we arrived back in Leesburg, about an hour away, the telephone rang. The doctors 

had made their evening rounds and found nothing wrong with the patient; he was being released 

from the hospital that moment. 

 

Needless to say, the change in Peter and the miracles done through him captured my attention 

and strengthened my faith. Not that I had any doubts about God’s power. I read my Bible daily, 

attended church every Sunday, and fully believed all the articles of the Christian faith. I just did 

not know God myself. 

 

My inner struggle intensified as the months passed. I knew myself to be a sinner, as the Prayer 

Book said, doing what I should not and not doing what I should. Outwardly law-abiding and 

moral, I was filled with selfishness, pride, and passion. I knew I did not love God or my 

neighbor, even Martha. My love for her was conditional and partial. I had not forgiven my 

parents for their lack of understanding for me, and I knew I had not been a grateful son. I had hurt 

them by not wanting to return home for holidays and by not expressing thanks for all they did for 

me. I went forward for Communion each time it was offered, and drank in the words, “Come to 

Me, all ye who labor and are heavy laden, and I will refresh you.” I received comfort when the 

priest said, “Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners.” Reading my Bible, I found a 
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precious promise in John 6:37: “All that the Father gives Me will come to Me, and the one 

who comes to Me I will by no means cast out.” 

 

My friends, including Martha and my roommate Patrick, considered me a Christian, but I knew 

that I had no real life within me. By this time, I didn’t even know to pray; I was unaware of the 

doctrine of regeneration. 

 

In the spring of 1965, I drove up to Leesburg once again to visit Peter and his hospitable wife 

Sally Ann. A wistful longing for I knew not what must have shown on my face for, just as I was 

about to go home, Peter asked, “Would you like for Frank and me to pray for your eyes?” 

 

For several years, I had suffered from what I thought were eyestrain headaches. Peter knew about 

this, and was offering to help. 

 

“Yes, please,” I answered. 

 

We drove to Frank’s office. Prominently placed on his desk lay a pair of spectacles. Thinking to 

persuade me that God could work wonders, he told me how he had been healed of extreme 

nearsightedness, even worse than mine (I am very nearsighted). I grew impatient with him, for I 

believed in God’s power. What I doubted was His love for me. 

 

Soon we were in a back room, with me seated and Frank and Peter standing behind me. After 

laying their hands on my head and shoulders, they began to pray. Both spoke softly in tongues for 

a while; then Frank and Peter broke into a sustained praise of God in English. I sat with my arms 

folded, utterly disheartened by the contrast between Peter’s faith and my unbelief. How could he 

be so happy? How could he say such confident things about God? In my heart I said, “God, if you 

want me to praise You, you are going to have to make me do it, for I cannot.” 

 

Suddenly, I was filled with a supernatural energy and felt a mighty power flowing through me. I 

began to laugh. Embarrassed, I tried to restrain myself, but Peter wisely said, “Go on and laugh, 

Wright; you need to.” He fully knew how depressed I had been for several years; God’s Spirit 

had come, bringing release from sin and a new joy. 

 

Before I drove back to North Carolina, Peter said, “Wright, I believe you have received the Holy 

Spirit. Now you must read your Bible every day. I am going to send you a book that will help you 

with this.” 

 

I returned to Chapel Hill a new man. The next week, I celebrated Easter in church with new eyes 

and ears. Peter mailed the three-year Bible study book to me, Search the Scriptures from Inter-

Varsity Press, and I began using it daily, taking notes and building a solid foundation of Biblical 

knowledge. For the first time, I really understood what I read. From that day until this, not a 

single morning has passed without my spending at least a few minutes reading God’s Word and 

praying. 
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My guilt was gone; my headaches disappeared. The “black cloud” dissipated in the light of 

God’s glorious grace. God had rescued me from depression, self-absorption, and a life of 

uncontrollable sin. If he had not, the habits which I was establishing would probably have led to 

an early death; at the very least, I would have alienated more and more people and have become 

quite an unpleasant person. To God be the glory! 

 

 


