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This book is dedicated to

the United States of America -

I love you and hate you

so strongly;

but my hatred for you

is a holy hatred:

you are Jacob and Esau to me.

(Romans 9.13)
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The roles God put me in are placed into different tongues.

Voortrekker literally means ‘those who pull ahead’. It is the Afrikaans word for pioneer, referring to those emigrants during the 1800s who left the Cape Colony in southern Africa and moved northeast. Jah is still pulling some of us Dutchmen heavenward. 

My story is about ‘the operation of God' (Colossians 2). I asked my father for the translation of that phrase into Afrikaans and he gave me ‘die bewerking van God’. My Messianic Jewish friend Ethel (who also lives in South Africa and is younger than my father) gave me ‘die handelinge van God’. This just goes to show how 2 believers in Moshiach, how a Gentile and a Hebrew, can interpret or translate a phrase differently. It shows the thoroughness of God's command (Genesis 11) to go down and confound the language of ancient mankind, ‘that they may not understand one another's speech.' It shows the viewpoints within the Lord's house of disciples.

Over the years I have played with different title possibilities for my story. One was Jeux d’esprits, the French plural for ‘play of spirit’ or ‘play of the mind’. Speaking of one of my spiritual forefathers, Vernon Bogdanor said of Benjamin Disraeli, ‘His early novels from Vivian Grey to Venetia had been wonderful jeux d’esprits, immature reflections of an overwhelming ambition.’ Except my story here is no novel, but it is my life’s memories and my agenda. My to-do list grew out of my experiences of a lifetime and can be summed up as follows: to show faith, hope and love; to obey the 2 greatest commandments of God - to love God and my neighbor.

Exodus 13 in the Bible has always been a special inspiration for me. I feel like my God has done for me what he did for ancient Israel, except I did not see pillars of fire or cloud - but I did feel and experience the power of those pillars. The scroll called Exodus says:


By day the LORD went ahead of them in a pillar of cloud to guide them on their way and by night in a pillar of fire to give them light, so that they could travel by day or night.
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1971 is my year!
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In the beginning God created man in God's image. God my Messiah brought me into the gates of earth on 1 October 1971 in Port Elizabeth, South Africa. He decided to give the world another goy (Gentile). I love to call my Messiah by his Yiddish term, Moshiach. According to the Hebrew calendar, I was born on 12 Tishrei 5732. This means I was born about 5,732 years after the day of creation.

Not too far from Port Elizabeth is Umtata, and Qunu, two places which compete as the birthplace of Nelson Mandela. Mvezo seems to be Mandela’s official birthplace (you would be amazed how many articles and books get this wrong). Umtata would later become the capital of the Eastern Cape Province, a newly formed province created after the fall of the apartheid government. Apartheid was the racial segregation policy of South Africa before Mandela became president.

My Mom married my Dad in February 1970. My Mom said when she was pregnant with me, I was exceedingly active in her womb, kicking around. When she placed her tea cup on her belly, she said I would kick it off. It seems I did not like that pressure on me. Or perhaps I was so strong. I have heard of other babies in the womb doing this too - being strong enough to kick stuff off the belly. But it is amazing how close the baby is to the mother's skin.

I came into the world at Provincial Hospital, under the flag of the South Africa representing apartheid. And so, with preference and good pride I wave the new flag of Suid Afrika (Afrikaans for South Africa) - the new flag that replaced the beautiful yet haunting flag of the past. John Vorster (born Balthazar Johannes Vorster) was the prime minister when I was born and he continued to be prime minister until 1978. He relaxed some apartheid practices but still maintained the overall policy. He was born in Jamestown, also located in the future Eastern Cape. He practiced law in Port Elizabeth. During World War 2, Balthazar Vorster was imprisoned for his connection with a pro-Nazi political movement as a member of the National Party, the cruel ruling party of South Africa. The National Party obviously was no better than the Nazis. You can see amazing similarities by looking at the policies that the National Party imposed upon all non-whites, and the line of reasoning is just as vile.

The month I came into the world, some were unfortunately going out in a very cruel way. A book called The Road to Democracy in South Africa (published by the University of South Africa, Pretoria) exposes the nation I was born into. Ahmed Timol was murdered in police custody in October 1971. Thabo Mbeki explains: 'The apartheid regime had banned us earlier...And then they found Ahmed...They performed upon his body...a danse macabre of exorcism through violence. It was their own neurosis that spoke through every blow, because in him our revolutionary spirit was made flesh and they simply could not believe it. He was and remained, even after his death, the spectre that was haunting South Africa.'

I am very thankful to Mbeki, the former President of South Africa, for giving us that perspective. He was born in Mbewuleni in 1942. Mbewuleni is a village of the Eastern Cape. The Eastern Cape has produced great leaders. Its 2 largest cities are East London and Port Elizabeth. As of 2013, the Eastern Cape was still one of the poorest provinces in South Africa. This is yet another justification of the Bible verse (1 Corinthians 1) which said that Jah (God) chose the foolish things of the world to shame the wise; God chose the weak things of the world to shame the strong.

The old flag of South Africa contained symbols of the following:


○ the Cape Province, represented by the Union (or Union Jack) - it was a large stretch of land which boasted of Cape Town as its chief city;

○ the Orange Free State, once an independent Boer republic, and its chief city was Bloemfontein;

○ the Transvaal, represented by the vierkleur: the 4-colored flag (red, white, blue, green, of the former South African Republic), making known the province north of the River Vaal, with Johannesburg as the chief city, but Pretoria being the home of politics - after the fall of apartheid, Transvaal became Gauteng, Limpopo, North-West and Mpumalanga.


Johannesburg sits in Gauteng. Johannesburg is the largest city in South Africa. It is the center of the world’s most important gold producing industry. Johannesburg was founded in 1886 upon the discovery of gold on the Witwatersrand (a range of rocky hills). The first Hebrew inhabitants there came mainly from Central Europe and Britain. Then more came from Eastern Europe, especially Lithuania, who ended up forming the bulk of Johannesburg’s Jewish population. The first congregation in “Jo’burg” was the Witwatersrand Old Hebrew Congregation, formed in 1887. The South African Zionist Federation formed in Jo’burg in 1898.

But back to Mbeki. Should anyone doubt the words of Mbeki and his co-laborers? Surely they were more in tune with their persecutors than I would know, so perhaps he is right about their emotional state.

Ahmed Timol’s ghost became Ahmed Timol Secondary School in Azaadville, just outside of Johannesburg. Paradise lost became in some small way innocence gained.
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My parents


[image: ]


My parents were married at St Andrew's Presbyterian Church in Pretoria, the administrative capital of the nation and situated in the province of Transvaal. Their ages at this ceremony were 25 and 28. The Abridged Marriage Certificate stated they were without an antenuptial contract. They had become man and vrou, Afrikaans for husband and wife.

My parents were born during the World War Two years. My father was born on May 7, 1944. The prime minister of South Africa at that time, Jan Christiaan Smuts, had joined his nation with the Allies against the Axis Powers. 'As a child,' my father says, 'I had to adhere to the tradition in this country of attending Sunday School, which I did until, as a teenager, I was finally "confirmed" as a saved individual. However, although I became versed in knowledge of all those Bible stories, it was all as a "lovely song" to me.'

At this point in his account, he instructs me to see a verse in Ezekiel 33, which says, ‘Indeed, to them you are nothing more than one who sings love songs with a beautiful voice and plays an instrument well, for they hear your words but do not put them into practice.’

My Dad continues, 'At last I was set free from the drudge of having to attend Sunday classes and could now enter the "real world of sanity and self-satisfaction."' Of course, that is how he felt at that time, and later he would see how blessed he was to attend those classes. And he would find out that the real world was not very sane and could not give him the satisfaction he desired.

My mother was born on November 3, 1941. The United States of America had declared war on Japan in December, and then on Germany and Italy very soon afterwards. This was a dark time for the world. God proved, once again, that he sends rain on the just and on the unjust (Matthew 5).

My mother won the choice of my first name, Rhett, which she got from Rhett Butler, a character in the book Gone With The Wind, which became a famous film. She honored my father by giving me his middle name, except she Americanized it by spelling it Adrian. My father is an Afrikaner, a citizen of the Republic of South Africa. My mother is of British stock (an uncertain mix of Irish/Scottish/English), a citizen of the United States of America. The maiden name of my mother is McAdams. She attended Ben Milam Elementary on McKinney Avenue in Dallas, and North Dallas High School not too far south of that elementary. These are buildings which are still standing (but the last time I checked was 2012). Believe me, in Dallas that is almost a miracle, the way things are torn down and built up at such a high rate of speed. She grew up in a house on Cole Avenue, not too far away from those schools.

Martin Gilbert, one of my favorite writers, reports that in June 1971 an attraction to the American anti-Vietnam War movement was made possible when The New York Times published secret ‘Pentagon Papers.' That is to say, the movement against the war was truly moved into action when the public was given access to papers officially titled United States - Vietnam Relations, 1945-1967: A Study Prepared by the Department of Defense. The study showed the history of American political-military involvement in Vietnam, and was not intended for publication. The most damaging revelation in the papers was that America had deliberately expanded its war with carpet bombing of Cambodia and Laos, coastal raids on North Vietnam, and Marine Corps attacks - all done without letting the American public in on it.

My birth was preceded by cultural movements like the Canadian ecology warriors called Greenpeace, who staged their first protest in Alaska on September 30, 1971. In this year, Gene Hackman, who would become one of my favorite actors, won Best Actor at the Academy Awards for his role in The French Connection, which film also won Best Picture. The film told the story of some New York detectives. 

In this year Pablo Neruda of Chile won the Nobel Prize for Literature. The Baltimore Colts defeated my Dallas Cowboys in the Super Bowl - yes, even babies connected to Dallas root for the Cowboys! John Newcombe the Australian was the Wimbledon Champion. On November 12, President Nixon ended the US offensive role in Vietnam. People love to talk of how we should not have been involved in Vietnam (in some ways I agree), but, on the other hand, some Americans ignore the fact of how many wonderful contributions the Vietnamese have made to American society because they were helped by us in Vietnam, and many self-righteous people overlook the desire for help that some Vietnamese had. But I believe it is good to fight communism.

As a baby I cried from colic. I was told my father used to bundle me up real tight in blankets or towels or something like that, to calm me down. About six months after my birth (if I was told correctly), my parents left South Africa to come to America, to live in the city my mother knew as her home, Dallas, in the state of Texas.

And so America became my new land, and the American flag my new flag, a flag which segues nicely into the fact that the Dallas Cowboys have been given the nickname ‘America’s Team’.

***
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SINCE HEBREW HISTORY is important to me, I must say that in my research I have found that Temple Emanu-El (TE) has always seemed to be the shul (synagogue) which represents the general Hebrew history of Dallas. Irwin Goldenberg was the earthly rabbi of TE the year I was born. In 1972, Jack Bemporad replaced him. 

5-6 September 1972 were dates known as the Munich massacre, when Palestinian terrorists killed 11 Israeli athletes at the Summer Olympic Games in Munich, West Germany.

On 12 November 1972 my sister Courtney was born at a hospital in Dallas. Sometime after her birth our parents separated. My father returned to South Africa. They eventually divorced.

In 1973, America removed its last troops from Vietnam. Egypt and Syria attacked Israeli forces, starting the Yom Kippur War. Richard Nixon became the first American president to resign from office. These events shape a young boy more than men realize. This sentiment was later confirmed in my reading of Nadine Gordimer, my fellow South African and a Jewess, whose writing expressed that the life of the individual cannot be separated from the problems of society. 

In 1974, Palestinian Arab terrorists attacked the Israeli town of Kiryat Shmona on April 11, killing 18 men, women and children.

In 1975, industrialized nations were faced with the dangers of their own economic success and industrialized expansion. Henry Kissinger warned: "The division of the planet between north and south, between rich and poor, could become as grim as the darkest period of the Cold War." 

In 1976, in South Africa, student demonstrators in the Soweto suburb of Johannesburg began a protest on June 16 against a government proposal for compulsory teaching in Afrikaans. On June 24 our family celebrated the birth of my sister Lindsay. She had a different father, from Argentina. His name was Joe Flores. We called him Pepe.
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My disco soul
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My father relates the following about his life, starting in 1976: 'I did a good friend of mine a favour by accompanying him to an evangelist's meeting as advertised in the paper. This is where the Truth hit me like a thunderbolt. He was preaching about that woman with the 12-year blood problem. Suddenly, I was in that woman's shoes, pushing and shoving closer and closer to get to Jesus just so I could touch his garment. And when I finally did - I became born again. And right there I was called. I rushed forward to be prayed for, sobbing uncontrollably as I surrendered my all to Him. From that moment onwards my only interest became the Bible and every Christian book I could lay my hands on. Meditating in the Word day and night truly came naturally to me. Nothing else in life interested me and it was with great difficulty that I continued to work. I felt lost in my secular world and could not wait to rush home [everyday] after work to grab my Bible and get into it. I started writing about the word, distributing it to all and sundry. I had people writing to me from all over, wanting more and thanking me for bringing about a new direction in their lives. One man testified that he was about to commit suicide and decided to check his mail box for the last time before putting a gun to his head. In the mailbox was a Christian Bulletin from me. He read it, got saved, and eventually entered the Ministry.'

In March 1977, the American Secretary of State, Cyrus Vance, went to Moscow with new proposals for the second Strategic Arms Limitation Talks (SALT). On August 18, 1977 in South Africa, Steve Biko was detained by the authorities and taken to Port Elizabeth, where he was kept because of his continuing fight for civil rights. On September 12, he died due to the violence of his captors. In the city of my birth this brave man died for his belief. I believe he believed that we are made in the image of God. That concept is the core of individual freedom.

It was 1978 and my mother was getting ready to reunite with my father. According to my passport records, we were scheduled to fly to South Africa around the end of November. We flew back to South Africa and joined him to live in Pretoria. They remarried. Richard Poplak made an almost completely fair assessment of the city and politics I was moving into, ‘If Apartheid had a spiritual home, Pretoria was it.’

In 1979, Egypt and Israel signed a peace treaty. My father and mother had settled under their own peace treaty, namely, re-marriage. Our family had settled into the Sunnyside area of the city, at Lodge Indwe (though we later remembered it as Indwe Lodge).

There was a wading pool nearby, and I am quite sure it was concrete. I think it was in a park. Perhaps I just jumped into the shallow end. I cannot remember if I had seen it before, but in my excitement I ran toward it and jumped in head first. My 2 front teeth quickly hit the bottom of the pool and they cracked in the shape of a triangle. I went home weeping and my Mom scolded me for ruining my 'beautiful face'. I was upset that she didn't comfort me. The remedy was that I ended up getting caps put on my teeth at the dentist's office.

I cannot remember what year it was, but at a torn down building (near our Lodge Indwe) Courtney and I were playing in the rubble. In a playful manner she threw a piece of wood at me with nails in it, and the nails stuck into my leg, on the inner side of my knee. I cried walking home with it hanging in my leg, too afraid to pull it out, and she followed me, apologizing, and she was afraid of what would happen to her when Dad found out. I was afraid for her too. Everything turned out alright.

There are other things about Pretoria that stand out in my mind. There was a rough teacher who kicked me in the spine for some reason when I was sitting on the floor, as the whole class was discussing some subject. Then there was the boy I got in a fight with. We had to wear ties as part of the school uniform, and I grabbed him by the tie and swung him around a few times, then let go, and he flew, like a rock out of a slingshot! As an adult, I read Benjamin Disraeli's hilarious fight scene in one of his novels, which reminded me of that boyhood day of mine.

I remember having to go to the house of a tutor because I was struggling with my studies.

***
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MY MOM TELLS ME SHE remarried my Dad on 28 February 1980.

On 30 March 1981, President Ronald Reagan was shot by John Hinckley, Jr, missing his heart by less than one inch. He was rushed to George Washington University Hospital and endured emergency surgery. The bullet was removed and the surgery was a success. He became the first serving American President to survive being shot in an assassination attempt. I remember seeing and hearing of this in South Africa on TV. As an adult, I learned that Reagan’s favorite book of the Bible was Ezekiel, a fact which influenced his policies.

My family in South Africa eventually moved to an area called Waterkloof. We lived on a high hill (kop), and our house was located on Mons Road. We lived next to an embassy or two. I am almost certain one was Japanese. I recall Courtney and I jumping the fence one day and running up the large lawn that led to their residence. We made friends with the embassy family, and had pillow fights with the children.

Some other pleasant memories are when my Dad woke me up before sunrise so we could watch our South Africans playing rugby on TV, against teams like New Zealand or whoever. My mother and I relished watching Dallas - the opening credits are what made our souls especially soar. Our family had a black nanny, which was customary in Afrikaner households, and she was very nice to us. We were served mealy pop, a popular corn-based meal, sort of like having oatmeal for breakfast in America.

It was in this house on Mons Road where I had my out-of-body experience. It seemed to be a vision or dream of heaven, God's heaven. But it seemed so real that it was more than just a dream. I do not remember if it was before or after my belief and confession in Yeshua. I wish I could remember all the details of the scene and conversations.

This is what happened. I left my body, and my spirit went through the roof, heavenward, God-ward. The real me - in spirit/soul form - saw my body sleeping as I was leaving my body. Going upward, I found myself being carried by an angel and I landed in the heaven of God's throne. Heaven was a grassy, green place with slightly rolling hills and trees, like earth. People were sitting around talking, etc. It was sunny. Then I was shown a treasure chest and the angel said, ‘This is your life.’ It was like this was the angel saying that my life was filled with gems and precious stones, because that is what was in the chest. Yeshua (Jesus) was sitting there and he hugged me and told me he loved me. Then an angel swung me through hell, showing me where I would have ended up. As I was about to leave heaven, I was facing the throne of God (Elohim) and all his angels and happy people were surrounding him. I left heaven still facing them, and as they got smaller they were waving goodbye but rejoicing just because they were there, and glad to be there.
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Transformed by the dream
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When I woke up in the morning I told my Dad and he got very excited. He told me to write it all down. In my ‘dream’ I was told to give a message to my parents. The message involved encouragement and admonishment for my parents. I relayed to my Dad that he must not worry about putting the money down for some type of payment. He was amazed about my insight and knowledge, because he said I had told him things that morning about things I had no way of knowing about. The dream or vision obviously happened after the birth of my sister Ashley because one of the things God our Father told me to tell my Dad was something about Ashley's medical condition.

For a good while, my father had been training me to come to the Lord, by doing things like encouraging me to read the Bible, giving me Chick Tracts to enjoy and adding to that the entertaining Crusader comic books.

I think I was about nine years old when I believed in the Lord as my Savior. My Dad led me to him in prayer, as we prayed together. Little did I know that at that moment the apostle Paul’s words (Ephesians 2) were coming to pass for me, 'Therefore remember that at one time you Gentiles in the flesh, called “the uncircumcision” by what is called circumcision, which is made in the flesh by hands - remember that you were at that time separated from Christ, alienated from the commonwealth of Israel and strangers to the covenants of promise, having no hope and without God in the world. But now in Christ Jesus you who once were far off have been brought near by the blood of Christ.'

***
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MY MOM WAS PREGNANT with Ashley, so it was decided that Courtney and I should be sent to PE to stay on our grandparents' farm to make things easier for my Mom days before her due date. Lindsay stayed with Dad and Mom. We were sent by train, but in separate rooms on the train. Each of us were assigned a chaperone. Mine was a crazy soldier who scared the living daylights out of me! I remember him showing me how he opens a bottle of beer. I think he smashed the neck of the bottle on the edge of the table to open it. I recall seeing Courtney's chaperones; they seemed to be a group of 3 decent ladies.

My sister Ashley was born on 24 July 1980. She was born with medical complications, which would bring about numerous surgeries in the future. My father comments on this: 'Ashley was no accident, else God would not have formed her spirit within her.'

Several fond memories come to mind. At this house on Mons Road is where Courtney and I would sit on the stone wall separating our house’s property from the road and would be a witness to strangers about Yeshua. We would also make paper people and act out scenes of crucifixion, etc. outside. We played with Lindsay, but Courtney and I were closer due to age. My Dad baptized Courtney and I in the bathtub.

A rather disconcerting time was when, on our way to school and back, we had to walk by a residence on our block which sometimes left the large gates open, and two Doberman Pinschers would sometimes be loose and we would try to get past the gates before they noticed us and tried to kill us. I am not sure if they were trying to kill us, but we felt like they were going to kill us. They never ended up getting us. Sometimes fear is a good thing. We would come upon their gate area very quietly and then run like the wind, and eventually their invisible fence somewhere in the air past the gate would stop them from continuing the chase.

Conflict between my parents led once again to a split. My Dad admitted there was a moment in this conflict that brought on my ‘visit to Heaven’ where I “sat on Jesus' knee and He told you to give me a message about shopping. You also came out with things that were impossible for you to know. I was astonished.”

Looking back at that time, the book The Road to Democracy in South Africa has this to say: '1980 should have been the year in which the apartheid regime celebrated the beginning of a ‘golden era’. There was an unprecedented rise in the world price of gold and in the United States a Republican administration headed by Ronald Reagan came to power, while in Britain, a Conservative administration was led by Margaret Thatcher. But instead, 1980 saw the NP’s political fortunes decline precipitously to their lowest point ever, with apartheid in a state of undisguised collapse.'

Not only was apartheid collapsing, but the Vorster family was collapsing. Before we had to leave our father, he gave Courtney and me a Bible each, the Good News Bible, as a going-away present. I cherished that Bible, until it had worn out, even after a rebinding or two. It is a translation formerly known as Today’s English Version.

We flew back to Dallas, Texas, which sits in the southern part of the United States of America, and I remember most vividly being greeted by my maternal grandparents. Other relatives were at the airport, but my grandfather to me was such a comfort. He was a strong, older man that made me feel safe, comfortable and loved. His name was John Curtis McAdams, and his wife was Eleanor.

Under the iron fist of the apartheid regime, in a 7 August 1981 letter written to a sister and comrade, Curtis Nkondo made reference to Nelson Mandela’s speech upon being sentenced to life imprisonment: 'I am constantly hounded and harassed by the police, but this will never deter me from the struggle. In the words of my comrade and leader, ‘the struggle is my life’...'

What is more, the South African government was active against the guerrilla forces of the banned African National Congress (ANC).
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University Park
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Later in life I was glad to see that Bob Dylan’s gospel years in music were 1979-1981. Those were albums which were a direct result of Dylan’s salvation experience. I find that timeframe to be symbolic for me. While I was discovering Jesus in a whole new way in South Africa, Dylan was too.

Though our entire household in America claimed to be Christians (I think my Aunt Charlotte was the only exception, though Charlotte had the reputation in her youth of being a lay nun and dragged my mother and Aunt Kathy to Church of the Holy Cross Episcopal), we warred against each other, using emotional guerrilla techniques. Sometimes there would be surprise raids of a physical nature, the sabotaging of communication and supply lines.

My Aunt Kathy and her son Scott lived with us too. So there were ten family members living in a two bedroom house at 6630 Airline Road in University Park, which is a small city surrounded by Dallas. Not too long after we had resettled, there was more continual conflict in the house. Without going into details, let's just say it turned us children into nervous wrecks. Nevertheless, we had our good memories too. Charlotte tutored us; she had dinosaur figures in the kitchen which we delighted in; she encouraged our artistry; we enjoyed playing in our safe neighborhood; we watched more than enough TV; an adult in our home was almost always available to talk to.

And I cannot say this enough: our Grandpa made sure we made it to church! He arranged it so Libby Reynolds at First Baptist Church would pick us up in her station wagon and take us to church. It was because of that that Courtney and I received a KJV Bible from the hands of their legendary Pastor Criswell, with our names written therein.

Our family was proud of Charlotte McAdams, who had attended Southern Methodist University (SMU). One day as an adult, I went to the archives library at SMU and delved into the SMU yearbooks. An interesting thing I noticed in the 1950 yearbook (each yearbook was called Rotunda) is that she had a classmate by the name of LaJuan McAdams from Atlanta. 1952 and 1953 were senior years for her, due to her heavy study load.

While a student, Charlotte was a member and secretary for the Delta Zeta sorority; she was also listed as a recording secretary for DZ. She had a pledge with Pi Delta Phi, an honorary organization whose purpose was to stimulate a wider knowledge and greater love of the contributions of France to world culture, by instigating the student of French to activity/interest in French language, literature and civilization, and by fostering a friendly spirit between peoples of French and English speech.

Charlotte was a member of the SMU Choral Union, a fine arts activity. She was in the College Organization for General Service (COGS), founded in 1943 by Elizabeth Ann Pierce and Peggy Wallace, patterned after the original COGS at Duke University. (My American grandmother’s maiden name was Wallace.) COGS rendered general services to the campus and to the community; projects included building the float for the queen nominees during Homecoming and Carnival; for Christmas they collected toys for underprivileged children; they worked in Dean Spragin's office and cared for children at the Hawks Nursery in the theology quadrangle; they also worked the Fall orientation/registration and ushering for the Dallas Symphony. In Charlotte’s last year she added the Y and Sigma Delta Pi to her college record. She graduated with a Bachelor of Arts degree in Spanish and French, in the class of 1953. She completed a Masters of Arts degree in French in 1959. She was the only one in our family (I do not know about the South African side of the family) who has ever completed college.

Charlotte was sort of the unofficial historian of my maternal history.

My grandfather taught me how to ride a bike in a park next to the SMU sorority houses. I went out canning with him: just me and him, our sweet time alone together. We would walk down alleys and with a hooked stick we would reach into dumpsters and get the aluminum cans. We would walk into fraternities and walk over (drunk) sleeping bodies and get the cans too. Then we would come home to the backyard, and there was a stump where my grandfather would show me how to flatten the cans with the side of an axehead. Then we would bag them up and take them down to Safeway and sell them. I would always get a monetary share. These times with Grandpa were exceedingly precious to me. I always felt safe with Grandpa. It always made me feel good when I saw people come up to him in grocery stores and places like that and start chatting with him; it seemed he knew everybody in town. I always felt a good pride in being around him.

My grandfather, Curtis McAdams, was persuaded by his brother Marvin to come to Dallas from Farmerville, Louisiana to work at the famous Highland Park Cafeteria in Dallas. Marvin was chief cook there. It is said Marvin was poisoned by his 5th wife.

There was an article written about my grandfather Curtis in the local newspaper called the Dallas Morning News. The article was entitled ‘Curtis dishes out homespun tales’ (January 1975). The article was written by Leigh Fenly, food editor of that newspaper.

What follows is part of what the journalist wrote, interviewing my grandfather. It is interesting to see the difference in what words were used back then, as well as spelling and what terms were utilized compared to today, as you can see in that article:




When you get Curtis thinking back over the last years, he can really come up with some stories. He has a uncanny memory for faces and for matching faces with plates - he knows who likes their roast beef cut off the well-done end...

Curtis was hired as a busboy at the cafeteria in 1927 at age 17, just two years after Sallie Temple Goodman and her son Dewey opened the cafeteria. Dewey's wife Carolyn heads the cafeteria family today.

In those days the cafeteria also served breakfast. “Funny," Curtis recalled, “You got where you knew what table somebody would sit at - just the chair. You'd have their paper waiting there for them."

He fondly remembers his early days working at the cafeteria. In those days the Goodmans threw parties for their employees. Sometimes they would rent a roller rink for the crew for an hour or plan a picnic or wienie roast...

Curtis said that 75 per cent of the staff at the cafeteria has been there almost as long as he has. None of them has been to cooking school. “We cook homestyle here," he explained. “We teach them how to cook our way."

Although some menu changes have been made over the years - Highland Park no longer serves homemade ice cream, Virginia baked hams, home-churned buttermilk or chicken tamales - the method of preparation has stayed the same. They still cook in big pots and use hog jowl and ham bone for seasoning...

It's that consistency and good home-cooked flavor that has made Highland Park a favorite of so many. Van Cliburn, Jane Withers and Chill Wills have eaten there. H.L. Hunt even had a charge account there.

Curtis recognized them all and called them by name. One long-time patron has ventured that Curtis knows the likes of customers so well he can have their plate ready for them before they even open their mouths to order.

And his memory for faces is uncanny. "I saw this professional bowler from New Jersey on television one day. I was so surprised when one day he came through the line. He was just as surprised when I called him by name."




Harvey Lavan Cliburn, Jr - the famous pianist born in Louisiana and educated at Juilliard; he became a sensation as the first American to win the Tchaikovsky Competition in Moscow. Jane Withers was born in Atlanta, Georgia and was notable as an actress. Chill Wills was born in Texas and died in 1978, an actor known in American Westerns. Haroldson Lafayette Hunt, Jr has always had a prominent name in Dallas: he was from Illinois and made it big in the oil business.
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Expanding outward
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My grandfather Curtis retired in 1975. He came out of retirement around 1980 or 1981 (I think) and worked at Luby's Cafeteria located at Meadow Road and North Central Expressway. I am not sure, but I would not be surprised if he did that because he knew we were coming back to America, and it seems evident that my Mom would need all the help she could get.

And so I attended Preston Hollow Elementary for fourth grade. Ken Thomas was our principal. Ken would later have a deeper impact on my life. I recall my grandmother telling us kids to lie about our home address so that we could qualify to be in Preston Hollow's school district. I was always afraid I would spill the beans.

That is, I was afraid of revealing our true address unintentionally (it seems a student had to go to the school assigned to their home address). That saying, 'spill the beans', seems to have its origin in the ancient Greek voting system, where people would cast their votes using white beans for yes and black beans for no, and if someone accidentally spilled the container holding the beans before the vote was complete, it would reveal the results prematurely, thus spilling the beans, or exposing the secret.

I do remember fainting at that school. I think it was when I was going up a staircase and suddenly I started seeing stars and a black view of everything.

For fifth grade I attended University Park Elementary and had a good teacher by the name of Honey Bracken. The highlight of this year seemed to be the public reading of an essay I wrote, which I think was about American history. I think there were 4 of us kids who were selected for the best essays, which we got to read at a gazebo in a public park not too far from the school.

In my adulthood, I visited Honey and asked her what stood out about me as her student and she told me she remembered me being one who saw the big picture. This gratified me and confirmed much for me. While in fifth grade, we had a substitute teacher (or teacher's aide?), whom I had a crush on. I cannot remember her name - her face was so beautiful to me. I think she lived at the Kappa Alpha Theta sorority house, which was about two blocks from my house. I made her a homemade love-card, rode my bike to University Boulevard, walked up to the sorority's front door, asked for her, and hand-delivered it to my sweetheart. Those were heady days! Such sweet intoxication of pre-teen love for what appeared to be a Greek goddess! At least her sorority was Greek.

One of the happiest moments as a family - grandparents, Mom, aunts, kids - were the nights in the living room together, and we would watch Benny Hill, Dynasty or Dallas on TV. Looking back, I am amazed we were able to see adult shows like that (not anything skanky) as preteens. We were blessed to have such freedom, and to have adults in our life that gave us the benefit of the doubt, that we could understand what was going on, or that we needed to see fictional interpretations of life.

Early in the mornings before school, we would eat cereal while watching The 3 Stooges, The Pink Panther, or something like that. I am glad that my Mom and aunts were allowed to let us live in freedom in our grandparents' home, a home that was guided by the love of liberty in the hearts of my grandparents.

***
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I WAS PLACED INTO A boarding school called Masonic Home and School of Texas (formerly an orphanage) in Fort Worth, along with Scott and Courtney in 1983 - Lindsay came to the school later. My grandfather was a Freemason (something I am not proud of), which was the deciding factor in getting us in; we were sponsored by Louis Priester Lodge 1150. My father said, 'For a year I battled to get you children back to South Africa but my lawyer finally persuaded me to give it up as you were all US citizens.' I am not sure if this comment by him refers to just after we left South Africa, or if he battled once he found out we were placed into MHS.

In the 1983-1984 school year I was able to calm down; I began my love affair with the trombone, immediately becoming first chair (the best trombone player). And I was awarded in ready writing and for perfect attendance.

In my early teen years, I wasn't concerned too much with the Trinity either. I knew it was important, but I don't think I saw it as a do-or-die doctrine. I was not mature enough to care. I wasn't indifferent to Father, Son & Holy Ghost, and I loved the concept, but I think I viewed them in a more separated fashion. I don't recall the chapel of the Masonic Home (a chapel run by Southern Baptists) making a big deal out of the importance of the Trinity the way traditional Catholic-based churches do. However, it was a fundamental doctrine of the Southern Baptists. Keep in mind, we were told that our ministers were sent to us from the not-too-far seminary in the same city. Southwestern Baptist Theological Seminary was almost 6 miles away. Later in life, I realized that embracing and understanding the Trinity was very important.

In the 1984-1985 school year I played a solo on my trombone at the spring concert. I started playing on the football and basketball teams.

It was about this time in South Africa that President Botha established a state of emergency, creating even greater powers of arrest and detention without trial, due to the momentum gathered by protests against apartheid. Hitting closer to home was our family's own emergency - my grandfather Curtis died. It is my understanding that he was an employee at Luby's until his dying day. I was always inspired by him. It was at this point that my only practical father figure was gone. Sometime during my teenage years we started attending Park Cities Baptist Church and got baptized there, under the good leadership of Pastor James Pleitz.

In 1985-1986 I was already established as a center on the football team. There is a photo of me learning strategy during half-time while drinking water at the feet of Coach Bone and his writing board. I learned to throw discus for the track meet. I was awarded for my participation in a literary contribution.

In the 1986-1987 school year I was number 55 on the football team; I enjoyed being on the junior varsity basketball team. This is when I first appeared on the tennis team, as the youngest member of the team in my favorite sport. I was still going strong in the band: my place was in the third row, and I was still first chair. Severe winds damaged a storage barn near the industrial arts building and I was one of the boys who helped in the debris removal project.

During 1987-1988 I was feeling more confidence on the junior varsity football team, listening to Coach Hines. The high school drama department had its One Act Play, in which we did our version of 12 Angry Men, but called it 12 Angry Jurors, because our cast was not all men; in zone competition, I was voted all-star cast - there is a fine photo taken of us in a certain scene, in which I am holding back my schoolmate Greg as he plays the part of a juror who is ready to lunge toward Michael in anger.

In home economics (the homemaking class), I cooked with Beverly, baking muffins; I much preferred this class to industrial arts, since I was more of the gentler artistic type and loved to eat. This sadly was my last year to be in band, because the next year’s academic schedule required me to choose either a science class or band, and I wanted to get ready for college. In math, I struggled in geometry, though algebra had been a joy. I was still number 55 in football, but was secure in my junior varsity position. I was coming into my own in tennis - in district competition, I won second place.
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Surviving high school
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In 1988-1989 I had my established seat at a dining hall table, displaying my social status and a sort of unspoken rule of dominion. I sported the in-style jean jacket. The camera caught me wearing my INXS T-shirt in math class (INXS was a popular rock band from Australia) - I was the typical lover of American 80's pop music; I was known as probably the greatest fan of Prince and the Revolution, along with two other friends, Raymond and Jayson (but I think Raymond could prove he loved Prince the most). In football, I was still 55, but now on the varsity level; the list of teams we played showed the manner of folks we were relating to in that part of Texas - Chico, Venus, Grandview, Bosqueville, Godley, Santo, Bryson, Perrin, Paradise and Tolar. These were teams which stretched from northwest of Fort Worth to far south of Tarrant County (Ft Worth is in Tarrant County).

In basketball, I was number 32 on the varsity team. In tennis, I got second place in district, but was eliminated in the first round at regionals. In drama, I was technical support for the play I Never Sang for My Father; our director got us Hard Rock Cafe caps (from his trip to the cafe in London), which I remember sporting on our way to the district competition, where we won the district title. Science class offered jars of honey collected from hives owned by our teacher Bill Dollar, who was a God-fearing man and a lover of Christ more than any man I remember at the Home; he made sure we were not deceived by evolution.

In South Africa, on July 18, 1988, Nelson Mandela celebrated his 70th birthday, still as a prisoner - a prisoner for 24 years and counting.

I believe the summer before or after my sophomore year was when my cousin Scott along with a handful of other bullies were expelled from MHS. That was one of the happiest moments of my life, and I knew I could finally enjoy my high school life. It gave me a sense of relief, because it always broke my heart that Scott chose his evil friends over me, and sometimes even picked on me with their approval. I think it was also around this time when a flaming homosexual of the school was kicked out for raping a gentle student there. When we got to the Senior Boys dorm, we had a shower room which had 5 to 10 shower heads all next to each other, or across from each other, where he would try his best to catch a look at our naked bodies. Our clothing lockers were also a shared room next to the showers, and more than once I would have to try to hide behind the locker door or rebuke him for looking lustily at my nether region while I was dressing or drying off. Let us hope that that homosexual person has found his way to Christ. Romans 1 makes it very clear what the wicked must do; God our Father and Jesus the Christ and the Holy Ghost say that those perverts will have their name blotted out just as I have blotted out his name here. Only the Lord can save a pervert.

***
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PCBC RECORDS SAID THAT on 28 May 1989 I was immersed in the sanctuary baptistry. I remember my uncle Harry being so proud.

That summer I worked my first job, at the federal building in downtown Fort Worth. We were given clerical work, like filing, copying and bookkeeping.

1989-1990 was the big school year for me. This was the year that I continued giving up my beloved band class to take college-prep courses; I think it was only the science courses which required the hard choice. Mr Dollar, the science teacher, was always cutting edge. I took mind-blowing classes like trigonometry. In varsity football, I was number 80 - finally I was tight end, after 5 years of playing center. I walked my sister Courtney out onto the football field, presenting her as a Homecoming Nominee. We were the respected ones at events like pep rallies, having fun in contests like enduring in big plastic cans filled with ice water. When Christmas came around, we seniors had the privilege of decorating the Oak Cliff tree, which was the center of an event where we were given presents from the Freemason families of Texas.

Our drama team became the cast of the play Greater Tuna, and I think I played either the part of sheriff or policeman. I was number 32 on the basketball varsity team, known for my hook shots from the right corner of the top of the free-throw line. In district tennis I placed third. Our class sponsor, Tim Colley, arranged a western theme photo shoot for our senior class, displayed in our yearbook; I worked on the tennis page design and took photos for the pool demolition (and I think I even wrote the article about it too, with Mr Colley's help).

In my carnality and my unwillingness to live a sanctified life, even though I was a human saved by Jesus, my profile on the senior page of the yearbook shows my favorites:

●  TV show - Jake and the Fatman,

●  radio station - 100.3 JAMZ,

●  singer - Prince,

●  hobby - drawing.

When I say carnality, I am referring to the radio station and Prince.

I was class president. Our class song was ‘Forever Friends’ by Sandi Patty. I convinced the class to vote for our class flower to be the African violet, because it was my maternal grandmother's favorite plant. Our colors were royal blue and silver - why do I get this feeling that that decision was a subconscious way of rooting for our Dallas Cowboys?

For our Galveston senior trip, Mr Colley got us Groucho Marx glasses to wear on the beach. We got to tour the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA): the campus we were guided through was the Johnson Space Center in nearby Houston. We hopped onto a sailboat from the deck of the Flying Dutchman restaurant after eating a great meal there. The restaurant is just east of NASA on the bay, in the town called Kema.

1990 was our turn to get roasted by the juniors, have laughs with them and be honored at the Jr-Sr Banquet. I gave the valedictorian speech at our class graduation, throwing out a light wooden plane as an illustration, which nose-dived into the orchestra below - a prophecy of things to come.

This memoir may not sound like it was written by a valedictorian, but I did end up with the highest grades in a class of 7 souls. And those grades came from hard work, and I did sense that I was a smart person in most things.

Probably the highlight of my senior year, besides my valedictorian status, was an event in South Africa on 2 February 1990. After meetings with the imprisoned Mandela, PM Willem de Klerk informed the South African Parliament that the ban on the African National Congress was over. On February 11, de Klerk released Mandela from prison. Though I did not fully understand his situation, I knew in my heart that something through Mandela was happening of great import and my soul was filled with joy for my native country.
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Home summary and transition
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I was at MHS for seven years, from sixth to twelfth grade - which I, along with most students, considered a type of prison. But there were many fun times, like when we had dances; some of my buddies and I entered the talent show as Prince and the Revolution. Besides that, breakdancing was a favorite dance move for some of us.

Over the course of those 7 years, I (along with the other students) was moved to different buildings on campus, based on grade levels and behavior. We lived under rules stricter (I am quite sure) than those of the other schools in the Fort Worth Independent School District. I awaited the trial of my senses which was to follow graduation.

Andre Agassi was my favorite tennis professional.

Every year the Home took us to the State Fair and Six Flags. Located in Arlington, Six Flags is a fun park of over 200 acres, filled with rides and shows. It is named Six Flags because of the six flags which flew over Texas throughout history: Spain, France, Mexico, the Republic of Texas, the USA and the Confederate States of America (during the Civil War). The State Fair is in Dallas and lasts for about 3 weeks. As a boy, it was such a thrill to see the fair's main icon, Big Tex - a 55 foot statue which has a booming voice! Us guys loved their auto show, and we never left without eating the huge turkey legs and cotton candy. Then there was the petting zoo (probably my favorite thing there) and the crazy rides. The architecture and fountains made the place one big lot of eye candy.

I cannot finish talking about this part of my life without mentioning my State Fair trip with Uncle Harry. I can't remember exactly when it happened, but I think I went with him in the autumn after high school graduation, or during the fall the year after that. On a sunny day, he decided he would pick me up where I was now living with my Mom on Sandhurst Lane. He was old, probably in his 70s, because he was close to my maternal grandmother's age (they were brother and sister).

I remember him showing up in his simple pickup, with his wheelchair in the bed of the truck. I was so glad to spend this time with him, just me and him. Up to this point in our relationship, I don't think we had had much private time together. I pushed him around the fair in his wheelchair, and I thought it was cute when we got to where country music was, at the live music stage. I think they were playing music from a music player (that is, a speaker, an audio device for the entertainment of the folks for lack of a band playing), and he got up to dance in his cowboy hat.

I fondly recall us kids making family visits to his house in the 1980s. Uncle Harry's and Aunt Juanita's home was in southeast Dallas. We would play with their grandkids and get to know the adults as well. They would come over to visit us too, on Airline Road.

***
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UPON GRADUATION, I was very fearful of leaving, even though I wanted to leave the Home. The psychiatrist M. Scott Peck says that those who grow up in loving homes usually have relatively little difficulty in leaving those homes, while those who grow up in homes filled with hostility and coldness often have a great deal of trouble leaving. My foundational home life was with my parents and grandparents; and even though I had spent my last years of boyhood at the Masonic Home where life was not bad all of the time, I still felt scared about leaving, knowing that most people in America expected me to face the world independently as a man. I felt like I was not ready to be the man the world expected me to be.

Child psychologist David Fontana says that the harm done to children may not be visible on the surface, but it does not mean it is not there. I had entered the Masonic Home with my American grandparents still alive; before I graduated high school, they were both laid to rest at the Restland Cemetery in Dallas, in the lovely and peaceful section called Garden of the Trinity. While my grandparents rested, I was about to participate in exciting undertakings I never dreamed of.

The Bible says that after the death of Moshe the servant of the Lord, the Lord told Yehoshua son of Nun that Moshe was dead, and so Yehoshua should prepare to cross the Yarden into the land Elohim would be giving to the Israelis. After graduation, I felt free, but I think I had the same sense of anticipation that Yehoshua did, and the likely anxiety and fear that all of the people of Israel felt. Nevertheless, I was drawing near to God, as he promised I would.

I stayed with my mother in a house on Rosedale Avenue, which happened to be a block away from the red brick house we lived in on 6630 Airline Road (that red brick house is no longer there). This geographic occurrence seemed symbolic to me, like I had come full circle, in an elliptical sort of way. That circle started in University Park and extended to Ft Worth and brought me back to University Park, about a block from where that brick house used to stand.

This two-story house on Rosedale was next to the old cemetery where my sisters and I played as children. The park next to the cemetery gave us kids opportunities to explore the cemetery surroundings. We remembered cycling around the cemetery's borders and weaving through the trees which bordered it; we buried dead squirrels and birds we would find, giving the little creatures solemn funeral services. We ran around or cycled around playing Dukes of Hazzard. I think a few times we entered the cemetery to look at the tombstones. We discovered all around us. We considered those childhood days of discovery our good old days.

I think my first job out of high school was at Highland Park Village Theater. I remember it only lasting a short while, maybe a day or two, or a week. I got angry at the boss for some reason - I felt belittled in some way (I have always been very sensitive). I am unsure why I felt belittled, but looking back I know it was because I did not know how to handle my passions - but I don't doubt it was also a case of me chafing under dark capitalism and the desire I had for something more out of life (a case of great expectations). After that employment disaster I ended up finding a valet parking job at Medical City Dallas, a hospital. I did not have any substantial experience driving vehicles with manual transmission (stick shift) and so my confidence in doing so was low, and my performance inept and embarrassing.

Sometime before or after Medical City I attended Richland College, for about 3 weeks or so. I really did not have the finances to maintain a Cadillac, which my Aunt Charlotte had sold to me. Living with my mother was too stressful. I ended up withdrawing from Richland. My art teacher made a harsh comment, calling Baptist artists ‘anal’. I considered myself to be a Baptist artist; I was not sure what anal meant, but I knew it was not good. What is more, I did not like the idea of being force-fed evolution in the biology class. All these gifts of sorrow were too much for me. I was not mature enough to handle being a college student there and unable to carry such burdens. This world was already overwhelming to me.
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