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			Forward

			I’ve had the privilege of meeting many brilliant minds, and Sir James Gray Robinson, Esq. stands apart for a remarkable reason—he lays his truth bare. While so many exhaust themselves maintaining an illusion of perfection, Gray courageously shares the parts of his journey that others might keep hidden. He does so with a singular purpose: to help others sidestep the painful lessons he had to learn firsthand. He, like so many people, tried his best to “play by the rules” of society, doing what was expected of him. Ignoring his truths and letting his trauma lead to many decisions eventually pushed his body and mind into a total breakdown and an abrupt exit from a successful law career. Most people I know would either curl up in a ball for a few years or continue to try to force their round parts into square holes, exemplifying the faulty thinking that the same choices could create different outcomes. Gray chose to use the painful experience to embark on a new life path, one of profound healing and teaching. I was honored when he first asked me to collaborate on a powerful project, and I relish the opportunity to introduce him to new audiences who can benefit greatly from the magical medicine he shares. If you like a story packed with plot twists, in addition to great learning, you’ve come to the right place.

			

			My work has also always focused upon accessing parts of the mind that people often overlook, to their detriment. I believe in a spiritual world, in divinity and miracles, yet I am equally committed to practical strategies. It’s rare to find someone who blends these elements as seamlessly as Gray has in this book. From the onset, it is established that he is destined to be a seeker and expand beyond the confines of what was originally expected of him. Like so many, he tried to “follow the rules,” only to realize that many of those rules were deeply flawed and counterproductive. He could have chosen to remain on a more standard path, but when his body literally shut down, he chose to use the painful experience as an opportunity to change direction. It wasn’t easy, and it wasn’t linear, but through his trials and life experiences, he went into the abyss and came out carrying the keys to freedom. Freedom from unhappy relationships, depression, addiction, an unhealthy body, and the restraints that your mind can build more securely than any cage.

			This book is for everyone looking to expand their perception, their choices, and their motivations. If you’ve been looking for a guide to help you sustainably change your mindset and, therefore, your life, you’ve stumbled upon gold. The Guru and the Warrior is relevant and applicable to everyone, as our brains are wired in ways that can be intentionally and powerfully harnessed once they are understood. Gray makes neuroscience and the fundamental processes of the brain easily accessible, showing the reader how they can make changes accordingly. This, along with the backdrop of his incredible life story, makes this book a must-read for everyone. If you’re committed to learning how to attract what you truly want in your life, by trading in some of the power of your Warrior, your life will be forever changed. As Gray likes to say, “Hack your brain so that your Guru can reign.”

			—Dr. Joe Vitale, star of The Secret, author of Zero Limits

		

	
		

		
			Chapter Seven

			Shame Enough for All

			In 1963, the United States experienced dramatic change. John F. Kennedy was assassinated, and Lyndon Johnson became president, which resulted in a major expansion of the conflict in Vietnam. AT&T introduced the first push-button telephone. The US cut off all relations with Cuba. Lawrence of Arabia won the Oscar for best movie, and Tito was named president for life in Yugoslavia. Tab was the first diet drink sold by Coca-Cola. Zip codes were instituted by the US Postal Service. The first instant replay was used during the Army-Navy football game.

			By the time I turned ten, I was still a “husky” boy. In 1963, the term husky was a kinder version of obese. There was a special husky boys’ section in the local clothing store, and I was already starting to feel uncomfortable watching my sisters go to the normal-sized clothing racks while I had to go to the husky section.

			I wasn’t terribly self-conscious about my size yet, but all of that was going to change soon. My biggest complaint was that the choices of clothing in the husky section were limited, while brighter patterns and colors were abundant in the “normal” section. This was 1963, after all. Dark grays and blues felt drab and colorless, and I was starting to appreciate more hippie-style clothes. Unfortunately, I could only get those clothes about halfway up my thighs before volume conquered style.

			

			There was a bright spot that year to my clothing dilemmas. The local clothing store held an annual fashion show, and that year it was going to be held at Graylyn, the French Renaissance castle built by my granduncle Bowman Barclay in the 1920s. They moved into the huge residence in 1932. The house had been brought over from France and was 46,000 square feet with sixty rooms.

			With our family connections to Bowman Barclay and to cement our family’s business, the clothing store invited my twin and me to be models in the fashion show. I had clothes specially tailored for me, and I thought I looked rather dashing in the sports coat and pants, gaily colored and of the best fabrics. My Guru swooned at the sight of me in them, and I was feeling good.

			We paraded through the house, runway style, where the guests were seated. We were the delight of the show, and the patrons laughed and applauded as we passed by. I was in heaven. I relished the attention and the feel of being dashing. My Guru loved the dynamic colors and this newfound feeling. At one point, I opened my jacket to show the bright paisley lining to the crowd. They went wild, and my Guru and I both basked in the attention.

			The clothing store let us keep the clothes we modeled, and I was overjoyed. Finally, I would have some brightly colored clothes I could wear! I couldn’t bear to take them off and lose that feeling. When I got home, I proudly wore my new clothes to the dinner table. My father took one look at me and started yelling. 

			“Take those awful clothes off, right now!” he roared. 

			I was mortified and stammered, “But Dad, I love them. Can’t I wear them for a little while longer?”

			My father slammed his hand down on the table as his face turned explosively red. “Absolutely not! No son of mine is going to wear girly clothes. Take them off immediately. I am going to burn them!”

			

			I started shaking with disappointment and fear. Even my Warrior hadn’t seen this coming, but It was now standing on the table, meeting my father’s eyes with steel in Its own. I couldn’t understand why my father was so upset. I was even more distraught over not being able to wear the clothes anymore. Rather than getting hit, I slowly got up from the table and went upstairs to change my clothes. I was in shock from being yelled at for simply wearing something I liked. I couldn’t get my mind around it. I slowly changed clothes and went back downstairs. In a bit of silent rebellion, I took off my shirt and returned wearing only shorts.

			When I got downstairs, my father looked at me, his eyes still seething with disgust. What I didn’t know, and would not find out for years, was that my father had just heard a rumor that his brother had come out of the closet and announced that he was gay. My father was so infuriated about it that seeing what he thought could be an indication that his only son was gay caused his blood pressure to approach heart attack levels.

			My father was extremely sensitive about his position in society and would not allow his wife or children to do anything that could jeopardize that standing. He always felt a bit ostracized by Charlotte society because he visualized himself as a Horatio Alger type and was constantly petrified that something would happen to alienate him from elite social circles. He was also extremely intolerant and was going to nip any sign of such behavior in me “in the bud.”

			When he saw me without a shirt, emphasizing my rolls of fat, my father blew another gasket. He was trying to teach me how to dress in a proper masculine fashion, and not wearing a shirt to the dinner table flew in the face of those efforts. What he said next would destroy my confidence and self-esteem for years: “Well, why don’t you wear a bra with those tits?”

			I had no idea how to respond to that. Even my Warrior was speechless, even though It was ready for retaliation. I looked at my mother, but she quickly looked away. I stared down at my plate and didn’t say a word, willing myself not to cry. My father then laughed and tried to turn it into a joke, and my sisters joined in the laughter. It felt like they were laughing at me, and I made every effort to sink in my chair through the imported mahogany floor below me. Plunging into self-loathing, I soon turned the dagger my Warrior carried as defense and drove it into my own heart. At that moment, my Warrior shut off any feelings for my sisters. They were clearly part of the enemy camp.

			

			I could only shake my head and wonder how parents could be so cruel and disconnected from the effect their words had on their children. It would be more than a decade before I regained any confidence and pride. That night, I had one of my mystical dreams.

			“So how are you feeling?” asked the Angel.

			“Like shit,” I said.

			“You certainly chose a dramatic classroom to grow up in,” said the Angel.

			“What do you mean?” I asked, thoroughly confused.

			“We all choose how we are going to grow up and what we learn while we are growing up. Don’t let your father’s problems get you down,” the Angel said.

			“I don’t understand what you are getting at.”

			“That’s okay,” said the Angel. “One day you will.”

			I couldn’t hide my bitterness. “That is not at all helpful.”

			“One day you will understand that when people say mean things, it isn’t about you, it is about them,” said the Angel. “One day, you will appreciate all the lessons you are learning about how not to be. The only way that we can appreciate the light is when we experience darkness.”

			I stared at the Angel, and my Warrior helped me to form the words. “That is the most ridiculous thing I have ever heard.”

			The Angel looked at me for a while and then smiled. He said, “Just keep breathing.”

		

	
		

		
			Chapter Eight

			The Legacy of Shame

			As I grew up feeling ashamed, I could not know what was happening to my brain, personality, or feelings of depression. When faced with shame, the brain reacts as if faced with physical danger, activating the Warrior and the fight/flight/freeze response. Children who feel shame want to disappear. They will shrink and slouch, and their expressions become blank. The Warrior interferes with our ability to think clearly and makes us feel that we are powerless because there is something wrong with us.

			As infants, we learn how to interact with our parents and other caregivers based upon how our needs are met. These experiences are stored in our memory, in our limbic system, and color our interpretation of life. When we do not bond with our caregivers because we don’t feel safe, the result is Attachment Deficit Disorder.1

			Attachment disorders are psychiatric illnesses that impact children who do not bond with authority figures. This can cause reluctance to form personal relationships, or the opposite, a lack of discretion about who the child relates to. When abuse, trauma, or neglect create attachment disorders, children can exhibit:

			

			•Withdrawal, fear, sadness, or irritability

			•Not seeking comfort or showing no response when comfort is given

			•Failure to smile

			•Not engaging in social interaction

			Adults who were abused by their parents can also exhibit these traits and have trouble forming close relationships. This results from a child not having a consistent emotional connection with their parents. Adults can have anxiety about their relationships and be uncomfortable with intimate relationships. They may prioritize independence in their relationship because their parents were not aware of their needs.

			Adults can also fear rejection and abandonment, causing low self-worth and esteem issues in relationships. They don’t feel worthy and are reluctant to express their needs because their partners may reject them. They also may exhibit conflicting behaviors, craving intimacy yet pushing people away. Their relationships are chaotic and unpredictable.

			In many cases, people with attachment disorders seek out substance abuse to feel better and get high. Their relationship with the substance of choice replaces the nonexistent relationship of their youth. Even more difficult is that the consequences of substance abuse fit with their perception that they deserve to suffer. A child who is the victim of toxic shaming has a dilemma. They can experience the arousal of the Warrior and the Guru at the same time. The result is that they sit and spin their tires, unable to move forward in their understanding of other relationships they encounter later in life. This is because the toxic shame experienced in childhood impacts the limbic system (hippocampus).

			In childhood, our limbic system internalizes via memory how we should respond to situations where we feel uncomfortable or uncertain. If we are mistreated, our limbic system internalizes negative messages about ourselves and what we can expect from others.

			

			The effect is that when we encounter uncomfortable situations later in life that remind us in any way of what we encountered in childhood, we feel shame. This triggered response then sends us spiraling into a complicated dance of arousal and fear that adversely affects how we form new relationships with others. We also focus on what can go wrong with the relationship, rather than what could be right.

			Prolonged shame can result in permanently flawed autonomic nervous system responses and inappropriate imbalance between the Warrior and the Guru. This creates a heightened sense of vulnerability to others. When shame causes us to believe that there is something wrong with us, we have no power. We think everything is our fault.

			Children’s lives are marked by chronic anxiety, exhaustion, depression, and a losing struggle to achieve perfection, because shame generates the formation of low self-esteem, anxiety, irrational guilt, perfectionism, and addiction. Depression, eating disorders such as bulimia and anorexia nervosa, PTSD, and complex PTSD are only a few of the mental health issues related to toxic shame.

			The messages we internalize in childhood during a highly traumatic event cause feelings of helplessness and victimization. We see life and other human beings as potential threats to our well-being, and our limbic systems are constantly on the alert in a hyper-aroused state, looking for danger. We isolate ourselves in anxiety and shame.

			The damage to our self-esteem limits our ability to seek out and enjoy satisfying relationships. We are afraid to trust because it opens us up to hurt and pain. We are terrified. We may be consumed with self-hate and rage, and feel alienated from the people around us.

			We can become codependent on others. We feel we must care for others because taking care of ourselves is wrong. If we do find a relationship, we must maintain that relationship at all costs because we will never find anyone else. We can’t instill boundaries because we think to ourselves, “No one else will ever want me.” The isolation, fear, or codependency leaves us trapped in a quagmire of pain that we need help to escape.

			

			A Word from Kitty

			I never know how to act when my father attacks my brother. He’s my twin. We share a closeness that may lie way under the surface, yet it is there. And when he is hurt, a small ache throbs in the center of my heart. But we’re all afraid of our father, so my brother not only suffers those wretched embarrassments and violent punishments from my father, but he also experiences every female in his life watching it all in silence.

			I’ve watched my brother’s body expand, while I stay slim. Of course I know that, as a girl, I must stay as small and pretty as I can, and he probably doesn’t feel that, but I also suspect that it is another way that he hides.

			He’s often hiding. But truthfully, I think everyone in this family is always hiding something. Father hides in work, my mother in all her pills and “elixirs,” my brother in reckless pursuits, and my little sisters will surely figure out their ways of hiding soon enough. The words unspoken in our house behave like ghosts, haunting each of us with different lures.

			When our father told my brother to wear a bra, my Warrior screamed so loudly I almost fell out of my chair. “Do something!” It cried over and over. “What kind of sister are you? Help him! Defend him!” The cries were so overwhelming that I had to grit my teeth as tightly as I could so that I wouldn’t scream myself. The power of unspoken words is mighty.

			But I’ve never been able to stand up to our father. I guess I take after my mother in that way, because she doesn’t do it either. I wonder if her Warrior is screaming as deafeningly as mine. I wonder if my Warrior would stop if I did take a stand.

			Our last trip to the hospital gave me a glimpse of some way that I can be of service, of some way that I can help others in ways I cannot help my own brother. Some of the doctors, and many of the nurses, were so kind that I could literally feel their Gurus convincing mine to come out of its hiding place.

			

			That hospital stay showed me a glimpse of who I can be, if I can quiet my Warrior’s screams and create a life where my Guru can thrive.

			For now . . . continuing with our unspoken family tradition (so very much unspoken!), I’ll keep it a secret. I watch my father already grooming my brother for West Point, and although many things are hard about being a girl, in this case I feel lucky. The only expectation for me is that I “marry well.” And have babies. And do as I’m told. So I’ll stay quiet as I’m supposed to and plan my future on my own. I dare not even write about it in my diary for fear that someone will somehow discover it and try to block my path.

			I shall keep it between me and my Guru.

			And for all the ways that I’m failing my brother, someday my work will make it right. Someday our Gurus can sit together, and I can tell him: “I’m sorry.”

			Someday. Till then, I’ll block out my Warrior’s cries however I can and learn to find the places where I can hear my Guru.

			Wish me luck.

			

			
				
						1  Karl Heinz Brisch, Treating Attachment Disorders: From Theory to Therapy (Guilford Publications, 2014).

				

			
		


		

		
			Chapter Nine

			How Do You Spell Pneumonia?

			By 1965, the world was swiftly changing. The sit-ins by black students at the Greensboro Woolworth’s in 1960 had begun the civil rights movement. John F. Kennedy’s brief, brilliant career had come and tragically gone. Civil unrest swept much of the country, with rioting in Watts and DC. Malcolm X had been assassinated. The war in Vietnam was escalating, the race into space was in full swing, and the march to Selma led to the passage of the Voting Rights Act. Most of this escaped me in my insulated, silk-lined prison of affluence. At the end of 1965, I would once again end up in a hospital—for a much longer stay.

			In December 1965, both Kitty and I came down with the flu. The pediatrician had come over to give us antibiotic shots. He had a clever way of giving his shots. He would tell his patient that he would give the injection on the count of three, and then give it when he said “two.” The purpose was to make sure the patient was not clenching their muscles when the needle went in, because that just made it worse. It didn’t foster a great deal of trust in doctors, however.

			Having suffered countless injections, I knew that I needed to be relaxed, but knowing his trick well, I involuntarily clenched at “two.” When the doctor pulled the trigger and inserted the needle, it hurt ten times more than it had to, but that seemed to be my lot in life. I couldn’t know it yet, but I was becoming addicted to the pain, addicted to my Warrior responses. The regret titled “If only I had relaxed” would play out repeatedly in my life.

			

			Three days later, Kitty started feeling better, but I was getting worse. I was having a hard time breathing, and I slept most of the day. I started dreaming of that hall with the light people again, and I was running a fever of 103°F+. After a week had passed, I was taken to the hospital for diagnosis. A battery of tests determined that I had double bronchial pneumonia, which was potentially fatal. I stayed in the hospital for observation for four days and was then sent home with a basket full of medication. The doctors indicated that if the fever didn’t break within a few days, I would have to come back.

			I continued to sleep more than eighteen hours a day. My fever wasn’t coming down, and I had to have my lungs cleared every few hours. This consisted of me lying on my stomach with my head below my waist while someone whacked me on the back repeatedly. This broke the congestion in my lungs, which I would then have to cough out. Both my Guru and my Warrior stayed right by my side, hating every second of it.

			It was very painful and exhausting, and I felt like I was going to die. I spent Christmas in bed, not even going downstairs to see what Santa had brought. At that point, I couldn’t care less. After a week, the fever was still 103°F+ and not coming down. So back to the hospital I went.

			I started to dream of the angels again. “Well, this sucks,” I thought.

			The Angel responded, “You are too depressed. This is God’s way of slowing you down and making you rest. You are thinking way too many negative thoughts about yourself.”

			I thought for a minute. “Well, you’d be depressed too if you had to live with my family.”

			“Probably not,” said the Angel. “It all has to do with your attitude, how you think about things. You could recognize how lucky you are to have such a rich family. You live in a beautiful home, you have plenty to eat, and you have an allowance. Life is pretty good for you.”

			

			I contemplated that for a few minutes. “I just get so tired of hearing my parents say what a sacrifice they are making for us. My father is always talking about how hard he works, and my mother is always talking about all the things she does for us. Why don’t they just have fun? If money means being miserable all the time, what good is it?”

			The Angel responded, “That is what I am talking to you about. You need to act like you’re happy and having fun. Find something to focus on that pleases you. Just because you aren’t getting your way doesn’t mean you can’t be happy. That is what is meant by the saying, ‘Bloom where you are planted.’ Maybe you chose this family because you are the only one in it who can be happy. Teach them something.”

			I tried to protest. “But I’m a kid, why should I have to—?” But the Angel had disappeared.

			The doctors put me on an IV because I had become dehydrated, and it was easier to administer antibiotics. After a few days of this, my fever finally broke, and I was allowed to go home. By that time, I had missed several weeks of school, and my parents were worried that I would have to repeat a grade. My twin was complaining because I didn’t have to go to school. I begged to have my teachers send home my lessons so I could catch up.

			Being a voracious reader, I quickly got back up to speed and avoided having to repeat the grade. One night, however, I got out of bed to go to the bathroom and slipped on the schoolwork that I had placed on the floor around my bed. I fell, breaking two ribs by landing hard on the footboard pedestal.

			My mother heard the loud thump all the way down in the kitchen and came running, already anticipating another accident on my part. She found me curled in the fetal position, holding my ribs, trying to squeeze them back into place. She screamed at me, “What did you do?” 

			All I could get out was, “I fell, and I can’t breathe.”

			

			My mother struggled to get me to my feet and walked me down the stairs. She said to me, “Good lord, Gray, are you trying to die? Haven’t you been to the hospital enough? Your father is going to be so mad!”

			I could only gasp for air; my ribs were throbbing, and it felt like a three-pronged scythe was stuck into my side.

			Back to the hospital we all went, for the fourth time in five weeks. I was x-rayed and bandaged, the doctors finding that there had been no damage to my weakened lungs. Having cracked ribs while healing from double pneumonia was extremely painful. I had constant trouble breathing, a condition I carried with me the rest of my life. I had to focus to take a deep breath. Eventually, though, everything finally healed, and at the end of January I was allowed to go back to school. It was the only time I had ever been happy to return to school. Both my Guru and my Warrior couldn’t wait to escape my house either.

		

	
		

		
			Chapter Ten

			Trauma and Teenagers

			The traumatic events I experienced during my teenage years seemed to be even more excruciating than those in earlier years. Traumatic events are circumstances that threaten our safety and place our lives or the lives of those close to us at risk. It seemed like when anything unexpected happened, I would go into panic mode, and I couldn’t function. I noticed that I tended to bounce back and forth between independence and insecurity in life, which greatly expanded after any traumatic events.

			If the trauma is caused by parents or authority figures, teenagers tend to bury their feelings rather than argue with an authority figure whom they don’t trust. Teenagers react to trauma differently than children or adults.1 A child will look for support from close family members. A teenager will look for support from their peers.

			Teenagers can experience strong feelings of sadness, anxiety, anger, and terror, which they will repress rather than seem vulnerable and seek help. They tend to overreact to minute irritations and obsess over the trauma. They only think about the trauma, which ironically keeps them in Warrior mode. They can’t sleep, and they withdraw from family members.

			

			To find some feeling of safety, teenagers are drawn to their peer group for validation and support. Unfortunately, most teenagers can be unkind and are not equipped to deal with the demons of a traumatized friend. If they can’t find support from their peer group, they will isolate themselves. They may even regress and reject responsibility or become rebellious.

			Some teenagers may seem unfocused and uncaring about their situation, detached, and lost. They may engage in high-risk endeavors, embracing unsafe behavior and habits. Promiscuity and drugs are often used as part of this pattern.

			It is believed that trauma shrinks the hippocampus, the part of the brain responsible for storing short-term memories and recalling long-term memories. It also affects the frontal cortex, which diminishes the teenager’s ability to learn and retain new information. Teenagers with unprocessed trauma have problems with decision-making, suffer from chronic fear, and can’t discriminate between threatening and safe circumstances.

			Strong, frequent, and prolonged trauma rewires the adolescent brain and interferes with the functioning of their emotions and body. Not only is the hippocampus affected, but the amygdala can be damaged as well. The amygdala is the gateway to the Warrior and the Guru. It is the part of the brain that assesses whether circumstances are safe or not. If not, the Warrior is activated, and the teenager can overreact, obsess, enter fight-or-flight mode, or freeze.

			Additionally, trauma affects the frontal cortex and the teenager’s ability to observe and analyze their world and learn new things. It can also impair their ability to think rationally and logically. Connected to the frontal cortex is the anterior cingulate cortex. This part of the brain helps us to regulate emotions. When damaged by trauma, the teenager has problems managing their emotions. Emotions get stuck in their consciousness and linger in their thoughts. Irritation, anger, fear, and other negative emotions are amplified out of proportion to their cause.

			

			The negative effect of trauma on adolescents is multiplied when the parent creates the trauma. I often overreacted to any criticism or guidance from my parents that reminded me of past traumatic events. Ironically, I found myself repeating that behavior with my own children, which made me feel like it was a generational curse.

			I was desperate to receive love, support, and a sense of safety from my parents. Instead, whenever I received criticism or emotional and physical abuse, it disrupted my sense of who I was, and I never felt safe around them. As a result, I experienced a lack of emotional management, intense negative emotions, trust issues, fear of rejection and abandonment, negativity, and heart conditions.

			I was not aware that these events were laying paths for future problems.

			

			
				
						1  “VA.gov | Veterans Affairs,” n.d., https://www.ptsd.va.gov/understand/what/teens_ptsd.asp.

				

			
		

	
		

		
			Chapter Eleven

			The Vacations from Hell

			In 1966, popular music was dominated by the Beach Boys, the Rolling Stones, and the Beatles. Protests of the Vietnam War were becoming more frequent; the US had five hundred thousand troops in Vietnam. Cassius Clay changed his name to Muhammad Ali and refused induction into the military. The Supreme Court ruled that suspects had to be informed of their Miranda rights before they were interrogated. Miniskirts came into fashion as the women’s movement continued to gain momentum. The US Department of Transportation was created. The US and the Soviet Union raced neck and neck to the moon. Ronald Reagan became the governor of California.

			When I turned thirteen, it was cause for a huge celebration in my family. We were the first twins in our extended family, and our thirteenth birthday was a big deal socially. My father made it known that he wanted me to be his legacy at the United States Military Academy at West Point. I wasn’t so sure about that, but what the hell, that was a long way off and I didn’t want to start any arguments. That always ended badly for me.

			

			Instead of having a coming-of-age celebration for my sister and me, my father decided that what his highly dysfunctional family needed was some quality time together. Although he knew little about boats, and even less about Florida, he announced that he was going to take us on a houseboat cruise through the inland waterways of Florida. We were to leave the docks at the north end of Lake Okeechobee and proceed west through the Everglades until we got to the Gulf of Mexico and turned north to Tampa. In keeping with his military background, my father enrolled himself and me in a motorboat course to learn navigation, the rules of the seas, and motor craft maintenance.

			The fateful summer of my thirteenth year approached, and we piled into our Vista Cruiser station wagon for the trip to Florida. This would be the longest trip we had ever taken together and the longest period of captivity we had to endure. My Warrior was on high alert, and my Guru busied itself with extra singing and fervent prayers. The drive down to Florida was long, hot, boring, and a foreshadowing of the weeks to come. My father entertained us with descriptions of the adventure we were going to have, the huge and modern houseboat on which we would sail, and the exotic places we were going to visit.

			When we arrived at the marina in Okeechobee, we went out to look at the houseboats docked in the marina. There were some beautiful ones and some not-beautiful-at-all ones. My father went in to talk to the harbormaster and take possession of the magnificent boat he had described to the family.

			Like a scene from a comedy movie, while we were out admiring the boats we thought we would be getting, the harbormaster took my father to a far dock where an old, worn, somewhat dilapidated houseboat was moored. Upon sight, my mother instantly said, “I am not getting on that boat.” My father was caught in a dilemma. He tried to bully the harbormaster into renting him a nicer boat, but the harbormaster stood firm and reminded my father he had wanted a cheaper rental, and this was all he had at that price. My father, with the rest of us anxiously standing by watching, had to decide whether to take what he had paid for, rent a much more expensive boat, or go home. Since there was no refund, my father chose door number one and decided to take the boat offered.

			

			The rest of the family was mortified. Not only was the boat questionably seaworthy, but it also stank, was too small for the six of us, and the air-conditioning unit that had been slapped on the side of the boat didn’t work. Besides that, there was only a single fifty-horsepower outboard motor powering the craft, which was woefully inadequate.

			Rather than admit defeat or surrender, my father put on a game face and started loading the gear. My mother was horrified. Nothing in her upbringing or adult life had prepared her for this kind of grueling expedition. True to form, she marched back to the marina and bought every bottle of wine the little store had. She even bought a few bottles of bourbon—my father’s favorite—because she knew the situation called for extreme measures. You could hear the Warriors of the whole family vehemently sharing their fear about the upcoming trip.

			In any event, we got on the boat and cast off. There was one small bed in the aft compartment that barely held two adults. My sisters and I would have to sleep on the couches along the sides of the boat. There was only one bathroom (called the head), which had seen better days and smelled of sewage and bilge water. My father sailed out of the marina before anyone could run to the car and lock themselves in.

			Although my father was generous, he was very frugal. (Later a law partner would say that was the kindest word he could think of to describe Dick’s love of money.) It drove my mother up a wall and surely contributed to her steady diet of wine and liquor. Even though my mother was extremely wealthy from her inheritance, my father insisted on staying in cheap motels and eating at modest roadside stands when he traveled with the family.

			We, the intrepid crew of the SS Minnow, headed south out on Lake Okeechobee on our incredibly adventurous vacation (cue the theme song of Gilligan’s Island). My father had been warned by the harbormaster that a storm was brewing out on the lake, and he should wait until the storm was over before he went out. He ignored the warning, as that would have added another day to the trip, and he refused to deviate from his plan. When we got to the middle of the lake, the storm hit.

			

			Lake Okeechobee is one of the biggest lakes in the southeast, and the seventh largest lake in the United States. It is also referred to as Florida’s inland sea or the “Big O.” Surprisingly, it is only nine feet deep at its deepest parts, all of which means that a thunderstorm coming across the lake will generate hellacious waves.

			In our case, the waves exceeded ten feet and came rolling in with fierce intensity. It took both Dick and me to hold onto the steering wheel and keep the boat from heading into the waves. If any of the waves had hit the craft broadside, we would have capsized like a rowboat.

			It was the most terrified I had ever been. My father kept screaming at us to “hold on!” The rest of the family had retreated into the back bedroom, where one or more of them were getting sick. There was not enough room in the shower-stall-sized bathroom for everyone, so the master bedroom was quickly coated with vomit.

			Luckily, we came through the storm unscathed. Much to my mother’s dismay, most of the wine had been destroyed, and obviously the bedroom was a mess. If looks could kill, my father would have been fish bait in the first ten minutes after the storm subsided.

			Ironically, the storm had blown us so far off course that we lost a day getting back on course. It would have been easier to stay at the marina after all. We got the bedroom cleaned up and put the mattress up on the roof of the houseboat to air and dry out. My mother took out some of her expensive perfume and sprayed it copiously around the bedroom to cover the stench.

			Eventually, we got to the western entrance to the Intracoastal Waterway to Tampa. For those who have never been in the Everglades or central Florida, there is absolutely nothing to see for hundreds of miles but swamp and Brahman cattle, which were bred for hot climates and insect resistance. There was a booming business raising cattle for the fast-food industry, and central Florida had some of the largest ranches in the country. As far as excitement goes, it was a total bust.

			

			After the first day trolling along the inland waterway, we were introduced to the mosquitoes and horseflies that make the region nearly uninhabitable. The horseflies had a hideous waxy green head and could bite a chunk of flesh out of any unsuspecting human who unwisely ventured into their realm. This forced us indoors with the malfunctioning air conditioner. After two days of this, my mother’s liquor supply ran out, and she started her period. To say things were not going well was a huge understatement.

			I had never heard her scream at my father like that before. The volume and profanity increased when she found out there were no hotels for the next 250 miles. The only civilization within that range was local gas marinas that only sold gas and bait. My mother’s Warrior was ready to explode, and Its energy caused everyone else’s anxiety to heighten too.

			It took a week to travel the 250 miles from Lake Okeechobee to the western coast of Florida. The water was brackish and looked more like sewage than the pristine water my father had promised. It wasn’t long before the family discovered the water lilies that clogged the waterway from time to time and fouled the propeller repeatedly. Even something so beautiful was a scourge on this cursed trip.

			When the propeller became entangled, I was ordered to go into the water and unwrap the lily pad stems from the blade. I was terrified of snakes and alligators, and every time I went in the water, I knew I was going to die. Each time I had to go in, I shut down more and more until I was totally numb.

			By the time the boat got to the western reaches of the Florida coast, it was fortunate that there were no weapons of mass destruction on board. My mother was reduced to a sullen mess, hating the small bathroom, lack of shower, and especially the lack of alcohol to dampen the effects of her period and her frustration at the horrific trip. Whatever misery the trip had unloaded on the rest of us, hell has no fury like our mother in that condition.

			

			Eventually, we got to the Gulf of Mexico, and for the first time in ten days, smiles broke out on our faces. The water was clear and warm, and we could anchor and swim without worrying about being blindsided by some amphibious nightmare from below. The next day, when we were returning the boat, we pulled into the marina and all of us got off and kissed the planks of the dock. Our Gurus gave a collective sigh of relief—no one had died or killed anyone else on the trip. As a final punctuation to the misadventure, my father got into a pushing match with the harbormaster, who charged him one hundred dollars more than expected to bring our station wagon from Lake Okeechobee.

			We spent the night in a nice hotel in Tampa (my mother insisted) and had a great meal, which I still remember. It was a popular Cuban seafood restaurant, and I had the all-you-can-eat shrimp special. I made my parents proud by eating about three pounds of shrimp with all the fixings. Unfortunately, I spent most of the night in the bathroom throwing up because I wasn’t used to the spicy Cuban food. It was the perfect terrible ending to a perfectly awful trip. No one spoke of the great Florida vacation ever again.

			One would think that my father would learn from his experiences, but in true military fashion, he decided to recreate the scene of the crime the next summer. In 1967, I thought it was an exciting year to be approaching fourteen in the United States. The first ATMs were introduced. The Vietnam War was escalating. Israel defeated Jordan in the Six-Day War and recaptured East Jerusalem. Thurgood Marshall was the first black appointee to the United States Supreme Court. The first heart transplant was successfully performed by Dr. Christian Barnhart in South Africa.

			An old proverb states that the definition of insanity is repeating the same behavior and expecting different results. At the end of my thirteenth year (approaching my fourteenth birthday), my father declared that the problem with the previous summer’s vacation was the boat, and he had found a much bigger and grander boat he could rent in Miami. He had decided that we were going to do another houseboat trip, but this time on the eastern coast of Florida to enjoy the sparkling waters of the Keys, far away from the Everglades, cattle, mosquitoes, and horseflies. I had grave concerns about this.

			

			In an overwhelming bout of déjà vu, we piled into our station wagon and headed to Miami for the “reload” of last year’s houseboat vacation. My father kept soothing everyone’s concerns with promises of a much different experience due to the lessons of last year’s debacle. Never one to give up on anything, my father passed around photographs of the new boat we would be renting for the cruise through the Keys.

			It was a beautiful houseboat, looking more like a yacht. My father had spared no expense this time, under the merciless eye of my mother. We would be docking at various resorts along the way for air-conditioned rooms, showers, restaurant food, and white sand beaches. Call bribery what you will, the trip sounded more like a vacation than last year’s rite of passage.

			We got to the marina in Miami, and everyone piled out of the car in anticipation of seeing our luxury houseboat. For some reason, it was a good hour before my father returned, and the look on his face foretold grim news. He gathered us around and reported that the houseboat we rented was in dry dock for emergency repairs. “Don’t worry, we have been promised a good boat.” I looked at him with some trepidation. What kind of boat would they have?

			The family walked down the pier to where the houseboats were moored. As we approached, I was somewhat encouraged by the large, modern houseboats. We got to the slip where our houseboat was moored, and we froze in disbelief. It was an identical version of the houseboat we had rented the year before.

			Mutiny instantly ensued. My mother’s eyeball dissection of my father’s testicles was classic. He shrugged and then bowed up, turning into the commander in chief. “Silence!” he barked. “I know this looks like the boat we had last year, but it isn’t. The air conditioner works, and it has two inboard-outboard engines.” The reluctant crew climbed on board and, after a cursory inspection, had to admit that it was a bit cleaner, bigger, and more modern than the last boat. We loaded our luggage and food onto the houseboat and shoved off.

			

			To get to the waterway south of Miami, we had to go through the millionaire enclaves that dot the eastern shores of Miami. We climbed up on top of the roof and marveled at all the million-dollar yachts and homes. We had never seen the new wealth of Miami; it was impressive. The yachts and homes of the islands of Biscayne Bay sparkled white in the sunlight.

			The impression was short-lived, however, as the idyllic sights and sounds of the affluence of Miami were pierced by a sound that was all too familiar: a police siren. Looking behind us, we could see a harbor patrol speedboat coming up fast with lights flashing and siren wailing. Looking around, we could not see what the police would be interested in; we were the only boat going through the expensive neighborhoods.

			The skiff pulled up beside the houseboat, and one of the officers yelled through a megaphone, “Cut your engines!” He did not sound pleased. My father cut the engines, as instructed, and the officers boarded. They demanded identification and registration. My father was extremely nervous; I had never seen him be so meek. The officers asked him if he knew how fast he was going.

			My father said, “Not exactly, around fifteen to twenty miles per hour.” The officer shook his head and pointed at a nearby buoy and said, “Can you read what is on that buoy?” My father looked and read “NO WAKE ZONE! 5 mph MAX.” He turned white; he knew he was in trouble. The officer looked at my father like he was something that had crawled out from under a tarp.

			“This area has some of the most expensive yachts in the world. Do you have any idea what a wake can do to these yachts?” The officer yelled at my father.

			My father stammered, “No, sir.”

			

			The officer shook his head and stated, “This is a very serious offense. You will have to come to the station with us.”

			My father then did something I had never seen him do before—he groveled. “Please, sir, my family and I are just starting our vacation. I honestly did not know I was going too fast. I was just trying to get to the waterway so we could make it to our hotel before nightfall. If you just give me a warning, I promise I will not go faster than five miles per hour again,” my father begged. I was embarrassed. I thought going to the police station would have been fun. 

			Then my father did the second thing I had never seen him do: he lowered his voice and said, “Surely there is some kind of arrangement we can reach where everyone can enjoy the rest of their day?”

			The officer looked darkly at him and said, “I certainly hope you are not offering me what you obviously are offering me. You don’t want to make this a felony offense. Right now, you are looking at a fine and a few hours delay, but you could be in jail very quickly.”

			I thought that would be a fine idea; seeing my father in jail would be exciting. My father bowed his head, defeated. I had never seen him wilt like that. “Sir, I am a respected lawyer in North Carolina. I am a military veteran. I went to the United States Military Academy at West Point, class of 1945. My wife is a respected church circle leader and mother to these children. Please, please let us go, and I swear to you by all that is holy that I will never, ever cause a wake again.”

			It was my father’s lucky day; the police officer knew that if he arrested a lawyer it would be more trouble than it was worth. He overlooked the indirect bribe and wrote my father a ticket with a $1,000 fine. Dick looked at the ticket and his blood pressure spiked.

			The officer said, “You will need to pay this fine in two weeks, or a warrant for your arrest will be issued. If you wish to contest the fine, you will need to appear at your preliminary hearing on the date on the ticket.”

			My father, wanting this embarrassing day to be over, nodded his head and meekly said, “Yes, sir.”

			

			The police officer left and shoved off. In a final coup de grace, he turned back to the houseboat and shouted through the megaphone, “NO WAKE!” My father waved his hand in acknowledgment. It was an uncomfortable moment for everyone.

			We made our way through the rest of the islands in Biscayne Bay and headed for the open waterway. I had to admit, the crystal water and breeze were much better than the brackish water and stifling heat of the Everglades. We asked my father if we could go snorkeling near some islands to the east, and he pulled over and anchored off the south end of the island of Virginia Key.

			The famous Key Biscayne was in the distance. We gleefully jumped in with our snorkeling gear and swam for over an hour. My father had given strict instructions that we could not go more than 100 yards from the boat and to pay attention. He further instructed us that if he blew the horn, we were to return to the boat immediately.

			As we were swimming, a fishing boat came by, and the fishermen started shouting at my father. He could not make out what they were saying. They came closer and were very excited. My father came out on deck to hear what they were yelling. “You bloody fool,” they yelled, “You are in the feeding grounds of the sharks that live around here. In twenty minutes, the sharks will be coming through here, and your kids will be shark bait!”

			He immediately blew the horn over and over to call us back to the boat. I heard the horn, but I had found a school of brightly colored fish and didn’t want to return to the boat. Dick continued to blow the horn and started cursing at the top of his lungs, “Goddamn it, you get your asses on board this boat immediately. Quit fucking around and get in this boat!”

			I stuck my head up and yelled back, “Why?” which was the wrong thing to say to my already overstressed father.

			“Get your ass back on this boat or I will beat you into next week, you idiot!” My father screamed. I swam back to the boat and climbed the ladder up to the deck. Dick grabbed me by the arm and twisted it hard. He hissed, “Dammit, when I say get back here you will obey me! There are sharks in these waters, and you could have been killed!”

			

			It was then that I discovered that perhaps I should have put on some suntan lotion, because I was burned from head to toe. My father’s grip on my upper arm was excruciating. It felt like someone had set my skin on fire and poured salt on it. Tears of pain came to my eyes, and I forced myself not to scream. After all, I was almost fourteen years old, and I would not let
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