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I feel it will be best to give a brief background of
my life. I was born in Trenton, New Jersey.
Father and Mother separated when I was
two-years old; Mother married again but was
never happy. When I was five years old my
mother died. She had wished one time when her
sister’s child died that - it had been me. Life had
been so bitter to her she would have liked if God
would have spared its ordeals for me-but God
knows best. After my mother’s death, my grandfather took me to raise. He was living with his
second wife and had a large family of his own,
so, I really wasn’t wanted and 1 always felt it. I
was a great lover of Alger books, maybe some of
you remember them.
They always
pictured the hero running away from home and
going to the big city and making good. Tony the
Peddler, Tom the Tramp and so forth.

At the age of thirteen things were unbearable to me, at least in my own estimation.
My grandfather was old-fashioned and very close. He made me wear cowhide shoes
with wooden soles and clothes like he were when he was a boy. I was a misfit at
school; all the children shunned me because of my peculiar appearance.
One day I got into a quarrel with my Aunt, there were blows and, she said, “Either
you leave or I leave.” She cried a long time and kept saying those words. So I
decided the time had come. I had thought of it before but just never got started. I.
packed my belongings in a red bandana handkerchief like the boys in the story books
did, tied it on a stick, put in. on my shoulder and started out into the world. I went to
Philadelphia, about 60 miles from my grandfather’s home. I lived in places of vice,
slept in flophouses and ate nickel meals, using any means to get a living. When I was
a little past 15 I got a job with the Y.M.C.A. in the check room while they were
giving me a course that would have prepared me to be a secretary. I had worked
there about 3 months when war was declared. The drums were beating, the, bands
were playing and my patriotism was at a high pitch. I stood it about 7 days, then
lined up behind the band and marched down to the recruiting station. They had me
jump around on one leg, then on the other, say Ahh, etc., all the buddies will

understand. The old trained eye of the army doctor looked me over, he smiled, and
asked me how old I was. I told him 18. He looked at the other officer and smiled
knowingly and said, “Ah, let him go.” So I went.
I was sent to the Mexican border first with the 6th Calvary and from there to the 3rd
Ammunition train with which I went over seas. I spent 18 months altogether over seas.
We were the second last of American troops to return from Germany. I shall never
forget the lonesome feeling when I returned home; no one to meet me. The rest of the
boys had loved ones to gather them in their arms while I wandered aimlessly around
Philadelphia and was soon skinned out of the money I had received when discharged. I
decided to go back to my grandfather’s. When I arrived they told me that they thought I
had died.
Three days after I reached my old home my grandfather died so I again felt moved to
leave, and did so the day after the funeral.
The war had left me with a terrible wanderlust and I could not settle down. I would stay
on a job a few weeks and due to the nervous strain left from the war I would go all to
pieces. I eventually arrived in Detroit, Mich., broke and hungry. I stayed at McGregor
Mission, an institution still there. Across the street was a Gospel Mission and I noticed
a sign on the window, “Coffee and Doughnuts after Services”. Eventually I mastered
my pride and slipped into a back seat. . The sermon was over and the last part of the
altar call was being made. I saw some of the wrecks of humanity, Paregoric hounds,
Jamaica Ginger and Canned Heat drinkers going up for prayer and these dear Christian
people kneeling with them there - it touched my heart. I always told folks from that day
forward if I ever got religion, I want the kind those folks had that made you want to
pray with folks that need prayer. I got my coffee and doughnut and left. I do not
remember hearing the Gospel that night but the scene never left my mind and I spoke of
it many times after that.
I enlisted again for three years in the Hawaiian Islands. During my stay there I went
into the depths of sin. Dope, gambling, drink - anything, the sky was the limit. Only
God’s Grace kept me from being a physical wreck. I was discharged in San Francisco
and from there went to Fresno. I met a young man there and we became friends. He
gave me his address in Kansas City, and told me to drop in and see him if ever in that
city. After about a year of wandering similar to those told of before, I found myself in
Kansas City and decided to call at my friend’s address. He had not returned as yet but
his mother invited me to board with them while I was in the city, which I did.
About six months later I became associated with the Western Electric Co., traveling for
them installing in telephone offices. It was on my travels that I met my wife, in Tulsa,
Oklahoma. It was love at first sight and it didn’t take me long to ask the question. I

gave up my work with the Western Electric, as I didn’t want to travel and went back to
Kansas City alone to look for work. During my absence, I found that my friend’s whole
family had become very religious. as I then called it. They had all been saved and filled
with the Spirit while I was gone. They began to tell me about the meetings and what the
Lord had done for them. The one sister spoke to my heart especially. She had such a
disagreeable disposition before she was saved and now she was so different. Being in
great need at the time I decided to go to church with them. It was the first time I ever
remember hearing the Gospel and I was 24 years old. I had always thought some people
were naturally good and others naturally bad, but when I heard that all were sinners and
above all that Christ came to save sinners, that was news to me and good news. Many
had tried to clean me up but this was the first time I ever recall hearing the Gospel. I
would have gone to the altar that night but no one asked me to. I told them about it when
we reached home and there were plenty to ask me the next night. The Lord came into
my soul and gloriously saved me. The next day the lady I was staying with sent me for
something downtown and I was so overcome with the goodness of God that He would
receive a vile sinner like me that I wept against the street corner. Sat down on the curb
and wept and came home without what she sent me for. I guess the people that saw me
thought I was crazy or drunk but I had just gotten my right mind.
Three weeks later I was filled with the Blessed Holy Spirit according to Acts 2:4 - and
after studying the word for nearly four years, entered the ministry through a call from
God. Oh dear ones that’s why I love Him so. As I look back at the life He saved me from
it causes me to weep with gratitude. All that I am or ever will be is because of the
marvelous Grace of Our Lord, Jesus Christ. Won’t you turn to him today? He will save
you now and in years to come you will look back, as I look back, to the day when you
decided for God as the most important day in your life.
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