
  
  
Praise for Soul Ride
“Sherwood and I came from the same small town in Michigan. We lived during the same time frame. I was Cloyce’s son, owner of Webster’s Junkyard, and played with the band, Poor Boys Pride. Five best friends, playing music just the way we liked it: rock ‘n’ roll, loud and musically tight. We took different soul rides, but music became a catalyst, and decades later, we ended up in the same spiritual place. Follow Sherwood as he journeys through the tumultuous sixties and seventies, learning to forgive others and himself. Rock ‘n’ roll music was his map, hitchhiking his mode of travel. Quite a ride!” 
‒Lowell Webster, member of Poor Boys Pride

    
  “I am an avid motorcyclist, so I was captured at the title page. Sherwood invites us to go for a ride. Even though Jesus said the reason He was born, and the reason He came into the world was to testify to it, Pontius Pilate asks the rhetorical question, “What is truth?,” and Sherwood, along with the rest of humanity, has been on a ride in search of it ever since. Jesus found a way to cause truth to be spoken to Sherwood throughout his life in ways that he would hear. Even when he perceived only silence, Sherwood was attentive to those around him. Always listening, and with a brilliant memory, documents the soul ride of others. A compelling story! I have been blessed joining him in the narrative of his soul ride!” 
‒Mike Slocum, Chaplain with Reach the Forgotten Ministries and Chapter Chaplain with Christian Motorcyclists Association

    
  "In a time when most books, movies, and news stories end in disappointment, sadness, and tragedy, we find Soul Ride. This book ends with hope and fulfillment despite a lifetime of obstacles. Read Soul Ride and be prepared to be inspired.”  
‒A Michigan hippie

    
  “Experience a starving young soul, who finally finds his way. It may just seem like a string of separate stories at first, but there’s a method to the madness. Like the patriarchs in Genesis, there were many years of wandering in the wilderness for Sherwood and for many of us, but God showed Himself to be good in the end. The Lord often takes us into dark places for a time to refine us. But his ultimate aim is our redemption, healing, and shalom.” 
‒Steve Hemmeke

    
  “There’s beauty in music. There’s beauty in words. There’s answers in music and in words. As a musician, this book by Sherwood is a perfect fusion of a world of music and words we both experienced in the 60s and 70s. Quite a read!” 
‒Peter Rivera, Original Singer/Drummer of RARE EARTH

    
  "Soul Ride is like going on a road trip with a buddy, listening to old memories set to the background music of a good playlist. With brave transparency, this wild ride takes raw twists and turns through the dangers of longing for relationship and belonging during a tumultuous time in American history. The ultimate destination is evidence that no one is ever too lost or too broken to find redemption." 
‒J. Wiggin, Former hippie from New York 
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Other Books by Sherwood De Visser
Raspberry Wars: My Boyhood Through Berries, Bullying, and Bravery 







  
  
Disclaimer: Each of the epigraphs is styled in preference of the author’s desire to share with readers how the artists stirred his musical soul. Proper citations are handled in the endnotes. 

    
  Reader’s Note: This memoir explores mature themes of sexual and physical abuse and drug addiction. Some readers may find these accounts distressing. Please prioritize your well-being and emotional safety while reading. 







  
  
To all upcoming generations, this effort is for you. 



We in the past did our own thing and made missteps, but also had successes in our soul ride. Soul Ride is not about the author as much as it is about writing and searching for truth. It is about learning stuff in our spiritual quests. Writing and searching for truth are not necessarily to be ashamed of, but as Robert Heinlein said, “just do it [writing] in private and wash your hands afterwards.” This effort in Soul Ride I accomplished both, I think. I may have forgotten to wash my hands.








  
  In remembrance and honor of Nathaniel Adden De Visser 



“This book is not about me, not about you. It is not about anything human at all. It is the tapestry of God making each of us something amazing in it all. This is a real ride!”
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  Foreword by Steve Hemmeke


Sherwood’s life story in Soul Ride is extremely uncomfortable.
Sherwood and I both grew up in West Michigan in the Dutch Reformed church, about 40 years and 150 miles apart. I had a very placid and serene upbringing. Sherwood had the opposite.
To descend into the darkness of Sherwood’s story is very disconcerting, but it’s necessary. We need to see the depravity of man, even at his heights of so-called piety. Many young people today, as always, are extremely zealous to serve the Lord. And that is good. But they need to be prepared: God is going to do some awful things to you, in His providence. Or more likely, let you do awful things to yourself. This is Hebrews 12:5–11 and 2 Sam 11–12 (David with Bathsheba).
I’m fairly convinced that the promising Jesus Revolution of the seventies was sabotaged by Satan—it allowed for so much abuse, spiritually, sexually and otherwise. Young people desperate for direction, failed by their family and church, will go to great, horrible lengths to find what they are looking for. Today, they’ll change their bodies, alter their identity. Back in Sherwood’s day, abandoning the hypocritical institutional church only let loose other demons in the free-wheeling communes of California, though there was plenty good, too, in finding a relationship with a personal Jesus there.
I encourage you to read Soul Ride. Experience a starving young soul, who finally finds his way. It may just seem like a string of separate stories at first, but there’s a method to the madness. Like the patriarchs in Genesis, there were many years of wandering in the wilderness for Sherwood and for many of us, but God showed Himself to be good in the end. 
The Lord often takes us into dark places for a time to refine us. But his ultimate aim is our redemption, healing, and shalom.

Steve Hemmeke






  
  Let's Go For a Ride


You might be familiar with the crucifixion story from Sunday School, or you may not be religious at all. (In my youth I wasn’t, either. I was just looking for a relationship with someone who could be authentic, without manipulative transactions.) Would you let me share an account from biblical history as part of a relationship perspective? 
The Crucifixion of Christ is a pivotal story in the Scriptures, found in all four gospels: Matthew 27, Mark 15, Luke 23, and John 19. We know the story of Judas betraying Jesus in the garden. We know the part of the suffering and condemnation by the religious leaders and Pontius Pilate’s eventual concession to have Jesus crucified. And we know of the two thieves being crucified with Jesus, one on His left, the other on His right. One thief mocked Him, but the other asked to be remembered. 
To the petitioning thief, Jesus replies, “Truly I tell you, today you will be with me in paradise.” This is my focus. The moment the dying thief asked to be remembered is pivotal in an exegesis sort of way. For the thief, being remembered is his soul ride. For a moment let us take that ride with him.
In an instant the thief receives eternal life. In an instant, a relationship began, albeit an odd relationship in our modern-day terms. The Godhead and a thief are the first to enter paradise, a place Jesus calls eternal existence. It wasn’t a quid pro quo. 
Jesus received nothing. From the Lord’s point of view, the thief’s request was not transactional. It was strictly relational. It was interpersonally attuned by Jesus, who, being in extreme suffering and close to death, placed His diminishing energy into an emotional connection with the petitioning thief, who was guilty of crimes. There is no mention of him repenting from those crimes. 
Jesus acknowledged the thief as a person. There was no requiem of being baptized. There was no requirement of any last rites, prayers, and supplications. There was no time for any of that. As he was dying, the thief asked to be remembered. Jesus granted that wish on the spot. The relationship was as clean as it could get. You ask; your request is granted!
It could be implied that the thief had to ask to be remembered, making it transactional. If no “asking,” then no paradise. But in the simple act of asking, the thief would get something for giving nothing in return. Maybe the act of asking was transactional initially, but in the moment of the asking and the granting of that asking, a relationship ensued. An eternal one that could not be broken.
Think of interpersonal connection and relationship like a child asking a parent for milk and cookies. The child has nothing to give. It could be implied that the child was being good, so the request for milk and cookies was understood to be transactional. Carrying it further, the parent could say, “Have you been good?” Or, by granting milk and cookies, the parent already knows the child has been good. The child receives milk and cookies for energy expelled in the act of being good. Maybe the child simply asked on a whim when seeing milk and cookies at the table. 
Either way, transactional or relational, there is an interpersonal connection between the parent and the child in the act of asking. And if in being denied, the relationship between parent and child is not severed. At least not from the parent’s point of view. It remains a long-term relationship. Even if the parent denies the request, the relationship between the child and the parent remains. There could be a bartering of sorts. There could be a resistance to being denied. The child could protest and threaten to run away from home. He could have a hissy fit. He could feel rejected and go off sulking. There could be another act to be performed by the child before the request is granted. Yet there remains a relationship between parent and child. An unbroken relationship. 
My point is that institutional Christian church demands transactions. Over the centuries since the crucifixion, the church has made rules and etiquettes. You do such and such initially and you become a Christian. In your lifetime you do such and such, or you don’t do such and such, and you will or will not receive paradise. Maybe that’s scriptural, but I think it is getting the record scratched so that no sound is audible. 
And maybe that is where I have the issue as a teen in Soul Ride. By being “churched” as a kid and going to Christian school, maybe I lost the essence of what it was to be a Christian. Maybe I enveloped all the transactional requirements taught by the church. Which may have led to a hollowing out in my soul, unintentional as it might be. For me, it was a hollowing out, nonetheless. Something felt off, like a hollow feeling when your soul is starving for meaning, and you’re driving alone with only the music from the radio to show you the truth. 
Maybe if I simply requested to be in paradise, it would be enough. Maybe the rest would follow. Maybe, the faith in Jesus granting me paradise, and like a child I receive milk and cookies, I would understand the relational thing which existed between Jesus and me. And from that point, other things like repentance and obedience would follow. But it will be because of the relationship. Maybe, as the petitioning thief, I yearn to be with Jesus because Jesus is just Everything. 
I invite readers into that search for relationship when everyone around you seems to have the answers, albeit man-made religion, and they know in their core that those religious beliefs aren’t real relationship. This could be how you feel in your own spiritual longing, especially those moments when a song touches you in ways sermons never could. For me, Soul Ride, then, became the road I journeyed, and the soul ride itself becomes holy ground, the path that Jesus led me on. Music and strangers can be a gift speaking directly to your circumstances. Because sometimes you have to get lost on a highway before you can be found spiritually.
Maybe, just maybe, we need to rethink salvation from a relational perspective. We need to shy away from transactional things often found in religion. Then everything else in life will follow God’s natural order of things, which developed as I wrote Soul Ride. A relational thing, searching for spiritual meaning in this cockeyed world. It is the natural order of things. So, let’s go for a ride. And at the end of the ride, I hope you then understand that Jesus is true paradise.

S.D.
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one
The Natural Order of Things

He will turn the hearts of the parents to their children, and the hearts of the children to their parents.                                            Malachi 4:6 NIV  


What if God is silent? Silent for a long time? 
Home life, which God had thrust me into, was messy. And God wasn’t speaking. 
And soon I felt He didn’t want me. I lashed out, feeling oppressed because He was silent. 
It took decades, but I too discovered that in God’s silence, God was restoring me personally. But this astounding epiphany didn’t come from preachers’ pulpits. For years I refused church going. To this day I have an aversion to preachers, which, ironically, came from disorderly music. It came from Pink Floyd.
 I didn’t particularly like Pink Floyd during their successful time, but a song of theirs reminded me that God was there in the silence. There is busy building in silence. Silence is part of the natural order of things. In silence there is the rebuilding of broken things. 
In the introduction of Pink Floyd’s “Speak to Me,” the listener hears a heartbeat. A transitory heartbeat. No sound other than that heartbeat, but it was a new beginning that was going be a song. That heartbeat was alone, vulnerable, and if stopped, would—well, could—the song languish and die? 
Then comes ticking clocks, then clinking coins, and then a ringing cash register, and tearing of paper and more rhythmic sound patterns transitioning to the song, “Eclipse.” In its fragmented madness of unspoken words comes a push to reflection. The covering of sounds builds angst in its isolation from words. Then mercifully the main song begins. 
Or like the opening “ping” on the Echoes LP (a record), an isolation of distance. The sonar “ping” sound explored a spiritual quest hoping for a connection. The song, to me, explored loneliness in the silence of sonic landscape with the “pinging” sound, searching to interconnect with the Designer and me. 
The music that captured me seemed noisy while God was silent. God was quietly letting me develop into something better than my raucous world. Yet He hears even us as we busily fight for bad things, or just go our own way. 
My family was devoid of peace. The familiar atmosphere completely in a dark space. My maternal grandmother, Agnes (Heijboer, Zweemer, Vander Weele) De Visser, didn’t have to do what she did, but she did what she did. She took me in. It was her sort of natural order of things. 
Agnes wasn’t the best of mothers one could have, but God knew she was the best mother I would need. It was God’s natural order of things. 
She wasn’t much to look at. Frumpy in plain clothes, an apron around her waist, a hairnet covering her head, except when she went to church. The only shiny item in her repertoire was a gold-plated necklace, which we gave her when we laid her to her final rest. 
Agnes couldn’t cook, or at least I don’t recall her cooking. She was old then. Her daughters cooked. They weren’t that good. Once, by accident, when boiling water for tea, one of my sisters turned from the stove, and I, being a child, was under foot, dropped entire pot of boiling water onto on my head. I ran into the living room screaming. Miraculously my head healed. When I become bald, I may discover if my head had actually scarred. 
Agnes couldn’t sew, neither could the daughters, and yet I went to school with stitched-up jeans rather than holes. 
Agnes didn’t read. I never saw her with book in hand, not even the Bible. Yet somehow books ended on my lap filled with great stories and wonderous illustrations of battlements, siege engines, and glorious knights with man and horse in full plate armor of gold or silver. 
 I never saw her pick up a newspaper or a letter received in the mail. Mae read all the letters. Agnes never wrote letters. Mae wrote all the letters, with Agnes silently praying as Robert Plant and Alisson Kraus sang, “Please read the letter I [wish I could write].”
She did revere the Bible, keeping one on the oak buffet dresser. If I laid anything on that Bible, she’d scold me. To this day none of my Bibles have even a piece of paper on top. Without evidence of reading, Agnes could express biblical truisms at perfectly applied times. 
Mom had no stories of school. Nothing of friends, nothing she may have learned, yet she knew historical nuances going back to the Middle Ages. She was a storyteller, especially of the Dutch reformation years. “We destroyed our dikes, flooding the poulders so to drown those damn Catholic soldiers in their fancy silver armor,” she’d say with vigor. “They sunk like anchors in the deep waters coming in from the North Sea,” she’d add for animated effect. “The Schelde swelled and bodies of Spanish soldiers floated back out to sea and even tide.” 
As a kid I believed she had been there, so animated was her storytelling. She gave me books about Martin Luther with intense illustrations of the German princes engaged in hand-to-hand combat dispensing the poor German peasants with prejudice. Battle-axes and long spiked weapons, bloodied swords thrust onto the enemies of the Protestant reformation. 
As a late teen in full rebellion, I didn’t get along with Mom. Our relationship declined mightily. We fought most of the time. In part, my listening to raucous rock music poked at her. I let my hair grow out, thinking myself cool.
She chastised me and claimed, “This long-haired thing is a fad and will go away.” 
I laughed. 
She was spot on. I wish she could see me now. 
As time went on, I waited for God’s voice to answer me, but there was only silence. Yet in that silence He filled it somehow with a soft trace of patient love, overcoming all the other noises. 
I equate God’s silence to me, and to my family in general, was as He did with the Jews after the prophet Malachi died. God silenced the Jews for four hundred years. That’s twenty generations of not saying a word, mutter, or peep from a prophet. 
Starting with the Babylonian exile, to the Persian exile, through Alexander the Great and the Seleucids’ oppressive regimes, and a hundred years of eventual, cruel Roman “peace,” God kept silent. He was not napping. He was not ignoring His people. He was busy building something for them. He was fixing the family. He was turning the hearts of the parents to their kids, and the hearts of the kids to their parents. 
It’s imperceptible. But when things cleared, I was built the way the Designer wanted. But it would take decades for me to realize that. Once I realized that, the birthing of a new me was so perceptible. 
Mom said, “The Lord has His hands on you.” 
It is as though Jesus wanted to take me to the spiritual stratosphere through a genuine soul ride. And in that soul ride, in that silence, He made good. 
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two
The Big Dutch Church

The bell was heard all around the community; twin spires reach toward heaven.                                                                             ‒Fremont First Christian Reformed Church (Church Directory, 1988)


The winter of 1936–37, my parents moved to Fremont, Michigan. My dad got a job at Gerber Baby Products, which, he exclaimed, began the best seventeen years of his life. 
Mom and Dad became members of the largest church in town: First Christian Reformed Church known as the Big Dutch Church. They settled in and fairly assimilated in the Calvinist Dutch culture of Fremont, with some social hiccups. 
A typical Dutch church service was characterized by highly structure order of worship. A strong emphasis on sermons, and an intense element of pure silence by the congregation. Hardly a hush could be heard for an entire service, minus the reciting of confessions of faith and psalm singing. 
Church service was one thing, and the twice-on-Sunday thing for a wiggly boy held its own anguish. The sermons, dry and abstract in Reformed exegesis, made my kid eyes figurately bleed. The congregational prayer by dull preachers wearing drab suits of black literally put me to sleep. The drone of the preachers’ voices with no vocal ripples caused me to nod my head and drool on my nice church clothes, especially my clip-on tie, which irked Mom. A well-placed elbow to the ribs got my undue attention, but only for a moment, then back to head nodding and drooling.
An arena of concentrated solemnity existed. It was said our church held 33 percent of the town’s population. We had 100 families. Imagine approximately hundreds of folks in solemn prayer, with only an occasional cough breaking the silence. Or suddenly at the end of the congregational prayer, an asleep kid, when hearing the preacher end the prayer with an “Amen,” that kid wakes up and shouts, “Amen!” The word came out of my mouth and echoed through the high rafters of the Big Dutch Church. 
Mom, the usual family arbiter of proper church behavior, showed a small smile. The church folks, who were generally reserved, collectively gave up hushed laughter. The preacher even smiled. 
Yet the regimen of memorization of The Heidelberg Catechism, Bible verses, Sunday schools, Christian school, and restricted life on Sundays held for me a dryness bordering on a lifeless spirituality. 
Going to a Dutch Christian parochial school had benefits. I had a grand education, so much so, that by the time I reached high school, I was ahead academically to the public school kids. All of us Christian school kids were light years ahead. I was grateful for that high learning environment. The church had an education fund for the “needy” Dutch families, which my family being eligible, paid for my private school education kindergarten through ninth grade. 
Yet, picking up my mom’s paradigm of seeing sin and hypocrisy, I began witnessing wickedness behind every teapot. Adults and their kids behaved differently on weekdays. The bullying by the more affluent church kids; the business deals by church folks, whether cheating or showing favors, began to grab my attention. 
Mom held no quarter in pointing out the hypocrisy in the church. I don’t believe she could truly understand the hypocrisy was a symptom of the deeper illness. She followed church doctrine and seemingly had no issue with rigidity. Go to church. Follow the dos and don’ts, primarily mostly don’ts. Church doctrine became a space that abandoned love. Connectivity to the traditions pushed aside Christian charity. 
There were, as I would describe as best I could in “real” Christians, those who the yielded to the qualities of the fruit of the spirit found in Galatians 5:22–23: love, joy, forbearance, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control. These folks were the exceptions. My measuring stick for who was “Christian” would be how their children behaved outside of their parents’ gazing eyes. How their kids treated others, how they treated me, and how they and the adults treated peers in our social construct of Fremont, an affluent little town.
The less affluent kids had a tough time in our Christian school. I garnered myself in that category. My family was poor. I would later learn we were a social anomaly. 
But that revelation came much later in life.
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three
Corwin “Cornecky” Green

“The Beach Boys’ music does have a spiritual quality about it. That’s the basic truth of music. A living expression. People connect to it because people are ‘spirit.’"  ‒Carl Wilson


In 1963, Corwin Green was introduced into the family. He was a calming effect on a family of raging females. Dad had given up and taken to covert drinking. I just tried to keep my head down, hide upstairs, and when permissible, hang out with friends at their homes. 
Mae, Mom’s eldest, had married a “carney barker.” Everyone had a name for him. My brother, Gordon, called him “Corkscrew” because he was so shifty and crooked, so that when he died, he would have to be screwed into the ground. Most called him “Corky,” which he particularly didn’t care for. Some just called him “Green.” Mom couldn’t enunciate “Corky” because of her thick Dutch accent, and her added “n” made it come out cute: “Corneky.” 
Janet called him Rev. Green because he said he wanted to become a preacher. And he did just that. By 1979 Corky proudly held up his framed certificate from The Church of Gospel Ministry from Chula Vista, California, certifying C. L. Green of Shannon, Mississippi, as an ordained reverend. A mail-order reverend is what he was and from a ministry with a checkered past. But Janet was proud of Rev. Green, and Mom warmed up to him, which made most of us happy. 
Corwin bought Mom and Dad a Curtis Mathis console television the day before Thanksgiving of 1966. Mom feigned mild disgust as a crew brought in the console and sat it in the main parlor room up against the large picture window. 
Once set up, plugged in, and the antenna positioned perfectly, I got to watch my first football game: the Detroit Lions vs San Francisco 49ers. 
Corky was excited, which made me excited. Here was someone who liked football. He claimed to know the Detroit Lions’ receiver, Terry Barr. 
I watched Corky more than Lem Barney run. 
When Lem Barney ran for a touchdown, Corky would leap out of his chair, biting his tongue, fist in the air. 
This moved me, pivoting me into a new relationship with this enigmatic character. This Corwin was going to take me for a ride. And I was loving it. 
Detroit lost 41–14. 
Mom said nothing and allowed us in our secular sin. After she learned to love television, she never called him a jailbird anymore. 
And the new gift of the television solidified Corky into our mad world, with the strictness of The Heidelberg Catechism to keep the Sabbath holy, relaxed. The girls quieted, fights lessened, and everyone had a distraction. Television. 
Corky would be a centerpiece for me as I reached high school. Some bad, some good, but for a kid, it would be grand ride. 
Corky broke every social norm. He married Mae, a quadriplegic from childhood polio, when he could have had one of the other daughters. With his own sketchy childhood, he could have done us bad, but overall, he didn’t. 
He had grown up in the foster system because his mother was a prostitute in Grand Rapids. He told stories of his mom locking him in the bathroom while she did “tricks.” He ended up in reform school, juvenile jail, and eventually through the foster system, working on a farm in Coopersville. Pa Gunniman was his foster dad, a hard-working farmer. It was a hard life, and his jaded attitude would come out at times. 
“They only wanted me for free labor,” Corky said. 
I met Pa Gunniman when Corky would take me to visit his foster family. Pa Gunniman was a gas, full of jokes and farm anecdotes. He was a kind and deeply devoted Christian man. He reminded me of Tom DeKryger, the Dutch farmer with the feedbox. 
When I married and had children, Pa Gunniman, then in his late eighties, visited me. He still wore overalls and had that sly smile as he told me those light-hearted stories I had heard when I was young. He gave my kids handmade wooden toys: rocking horse, windmill, wagons, and cars, all with movable wheels. I never understood Corky’s point of view with Pa. 
One day Corky quit smoking. He pronounced he was going cold turkey because Jesus told him to. He held up a pack of Camel cigarettes, promptly crushed the soft pack and threw it into the garbage. His decision to quit smoking had more to do with cigarette prices. Cigarette prices jumped from twenty- to twenty-five cents a pack, reaching closer to fifty cents by the end of the decade. 
Nevertheless, I was impressed with that rigor of self-will. He had been my hero since he married Mae and moved into our house permanently for the remainder of the sixties.
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The Black Transistor Radio

“This is why events unnerve me / They find it all a different story / All the time the wheels are turning / Turn again and toward this time.”                                                                                                     ‒Peter Hook


Christmas 1966. Everyone was happy. Mom didn’t get angry that Christmas, which meant we’d had the Christmas tree up all season instead of it be flung curbside, ornaments and all, because someone in the household made Mom mad. 
Mae and Corwin Green took me Christmas shopping to a K-Mart store in Grand Rapids, Michigan. 
Just going to Grand Rapids, an hour away from our town, was exciting because we generally did not leave Fremont, not even for emergencies. We had Gerber Memorial Hospital. If my parents wanted to buy presents or clothes, they went down the street to the local Montgomery Wards catalog store, a pre-modern Amazon, where you could flip through the thick catalogs and order your needs and desires. The Karnemaats owned the Montgomery store and were members of our church.
Inside K-Mart, Corwin said, “Meet up in an hour,” and he and Mae went their own way. 
I ambled through the aisles, looking for something nice for Mom. She deserved it. This year my behavior had added to her other worries. Then to the toy section and ogled at the WWII ship models. Too expansive. Car models were okay, but WWII stuff was the fait accompli. But I knew getting any good presents was not happening. My family wasn’t into that joyous season. 
But this Christmas there seemed to be hope. 
Corky had already shaken up our dull paradigm with the Curtis Mathis. 
When the hour was up, I met Mae and Corky by the exit doors. 
As we departed, Corwin turned and handed me an unwrapped box. 
The cover had an image of a black transistor radio. 
He simply said, “Merry Christmas” and flipped me a 9-volt battery. 
Back into the car, I hurriedly opened the box, inserted the 9-volt, plugged in the ear phone plug, and turned on the radio. Static! 
I flicked a side switch to FM and slowly moved the dial up the frequency ladder to 97.9. Then, at once, sonic deliverance burst forth from that mechanical box of wires and transistors. I had hit into a radio station from Grand Rapids. 
A new life began for me. 
I flipped to other FM stations such as WLS, the voice of labor, and a Chicago power station. Turning the dial, I heard WOKY in Milwaukee, then turned back to WGRD.
Then I landed on 97LAV. Leonard Adrian Versluis’s radio station, WLAV, was the first progressive rock format out of Grand Rapids. The first song I remember is “Tuesday Afternoon” by The Moody Blues. It was dreamy and melodic, on Mellotron strings and an orchestra, along with Justin Hayward’s ghostly voice, carrying me to imaginative worlds.
Worlds apart which only dreams could compete, as Justin Hayward sang, “Something calls to me … / I got to find out why.” 
I couldn’t wait to get home, get to my work desk in my bedroom, and allow this black transistor radio to transport me to new worlds. 
That winter I hunkered over my desk, hurriedly finishing droll homework so I could get to important tasks: making lists of the Top 40 songs and the weekly changes. I tracked the new songs moving up the charts. I noticed a new group moving up: The Who. Pete Townsend’s use of feedback and power chords along with lyrics belted out in classic growls to screams by Roger Daltrey cut deep. They were not like everybody else. They seemed to know my inner frustrations and all my questions.
The family and noise downstairs moved away, disappearing as the radio waves from the black transistor entered my mind and my soul. The Beach Boys carried me away on sad days. I could feel the sun-kissed beaches, the sun, surf, and girls in French bikinis beckoning me. Youthful self-determination.
That radio took my soul in and made two worlds collide. 
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