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*  *  *  *  *  
(This was originally written for my Eightieth birthday in 2006 as a gift to my children and grandchildren) 

(First it was ñEighty Years of Memoriesò - then it was ñNinetyò ï ñNinety-oneò- now  ñNinety Twoò) 

(Many revisions have been made since 2006) 

(Most recent ï January 2020) 

 

 This is by no means an exhaustive or complete autobiography. Rather, it is a 

simple effort to record some of the memorable dates and experiences of my life for the 

benefit of my children and grandchildren.  The more I talk with them about my past, the 

more I realize how little they know about me.  This is not an attempt to brag nor boast of 

my accomplishments, nor excuse or explain away any of my failures, but I hope that this 

overview, though certainly incomplete, will help the family understand the way the Lord 

has blessed my life.  Also, as I recall each event now, this will hopefully cause me to 

rejoice in the knowledge of Godôs favor in those experiences even though I may not have 

been fully aware of it at that time.  Thanks be to God. 

 

 The absence of any recounting of disappointments or frustrations is not to deny 

that they were there, but to write about them now would serve no purpose, as far as I am 

concerned. 
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THERE ARE SIX SECTIONS IN THIS 2020 PAPER 

 

I. MEMORIES ï (PG 2)  
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III.  A QUICK TIMELINE ï (PG 79)  

IV.  TRAVELS ï (PG 82)  

V. CHURCHES WHERE I HAVE PREACHED ï (PG 83)  

VI.  PEOPLE I HAVE KNOWN ï (PG 83)  

 

 

SECTION I ï MEMORIES  

 

William Allen Zulker 

December 20, 1926        Birth at 105 Linden Avenue, Pleasantville, New Jersey  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

              Son of William John Zulker (October 15, 1898 ï June 29, 1960)  

  and Virginia Idell Carr (June14, 1903 ï December 13, 1984) 

     

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mother and Dad 

    Siblings: Elizabeth Josephine (Curcio) (April 9, 1921 ï d Oct.16, 2011)  

                   Walter Leathem (January 19, 1924 ï d Mar 11, 2009) see twin Robert 

        Robert William (January 19, 1924 ï d July 1924) see twin Walter 

       Charles Bates ï (December 20, 1926 ï d June 13, 2019) my twin brother 

       Virginia Idell (January 16, 1933 ï d December 12, 2009).  
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Twins Bill and Chuck 

 

Baptized at Wesley Methodist Church, Pleasantville, NJ on March 6, 1927 by 

Rev. John J. Messler, Pastor 

1927   (Age 6 months)  

Family moved to Cape May Court House, New Jersey on Mechanic Street near 

the old Gazette Building - Father was transferred there from Pleasantville, NJ by 

employer ï Gulf Oil Company.  

1932   (Age 5)  

 First job ï self employed as a five-year old candy-boy standing on the street in 

front of our house.  I remember that I went to the corner American Store and bought some 

candy to sell.  That evening, when my father came home from work, he saw me standing 

on the sidewalk and asked me what I was doing.  When I told him, he asked me how 

much I had paid to buy the candy, and when I said, òa nickel a piece, he asked, ñHow 

much are you selling them for?ò  I replied, ñA nickel a piece.ò  He then convinced me 

that I wouldnôt make much money that way, and that I should buy three candy bars at a 

time which were selling for ten cents and then sell them for a nickel a piece.  In that way, 

I would earn a nickel for every three I sold.   

  I was an immediate successful businessman and continued to sell candy that way 

until I was about twelve or thirteen, even when I had other jobs.  I had a regular candy 

route in the neighborhood and would go to each house and knock on the door.  Few 

people turned me down.  I would go to all the gasoline stations 

and repair shops, and would look for utility workers in the 

area. Riding my bicycle, I would go to the seventh hole at the 

Lakewood Country Club and wait for the golfers to come by.  

Who could possibly turn down this little kid ï working so 

diligently?     

1933   (Age 7)   

 I had my first spiritual experience one Sunday 

afternoon as I knelt down at the sofa in the living room with Mother and gave my heart to 

Jesus.  I was so very young, but I can remember it so distinctly and it had a continual 

effect upon me, conditioning my behavior and making me hesitant to do things that might 

bring shame to my Christian parents. That was a primary concern. 

1933 or 1934   (Age 7)  

 Family moved to Lakewood, New Jersey (Box 227 County Line Road) ï Father 

transferred by employer ï Gulf Oil Company. Lived at County Line Road,  two houses 

from New Jersey Central Railroad tracks.  Attended Public Grammar School No.5 and 

Lakewood High School through eleventh grade. 

 

 CHILDHOOD MEMORIES ï 

 Living in Lakewood, we were only ten miles or so from the Lakehurst Naval Air 

Station where there were blimps and even dirigibles.  Dad took us there when they held 

ñopen house.ò It was there on May 6, 1937 that the ñHindenburgò airship blew up. A 

ground crew of many young men was required to pull the ship down and secure it.  One 

of my sister Bettyôs boyfriends was involved that night.  She was there, too, and saw the 

destruction.  

 Kids living in Lakehurst attended the Lakewood schools and brought us 
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Seaville Camp Meeting Tabernacle 

 

 

Bill  

 

aluminum pieces of the Hindenburg as souvenirs.  No one at the time told us to keep 

them, so through the years they were lost. 

 Sometime after that, Dad took us again for another tour at Lakehurst and we saw 

the famous ñAkronò airship and actually climbed aboard the ñGraf Zeppelinò which had 

become a museum.  It had been decommissioned after the Hindenburg disaster when 

hydrogen was no longer used because it was so flammable.  During World War II we 

often saw Navy blimps fly overhead en route to their surveillance over the Atlantic, just a 

few miles away.  

   

1938   (Age 12)   

 At the age of 12, I started working as a paper-boy with Perigorgiôs 

News Store (Clifton Avenue) delivering early morning papers from 

Philadelphia and New York before going to school; the Lakewood Daily 

Times after school; and the evening  papers from Phila and New York 

after supper. On a rainy day, it meant changing clothes several times. 

When I bought a new bicycle, Dad took me to Pep Boyôs in Asbury 

Park, loaned me $35.00 and then recorded it in a little loose-leaf 

notebook.  He told me that I was to pay him $1.00 each week until it was paid off and 

that until then, it was his bicycle.  I worked hard and fast to make it mine. 

 Across the street from our house was a wooded area where we would play and dig 

a hut in the ground and cover it with pine branches.  In the summer, we would walk down 

the railroad to ñthe arch,ò a small bridge of the New Jersey Central RR, over a small 

creek and then swim in the creek (naked of course).  Fortunately, only a few trains went 

by each day. We could also ride our bikes down to ñthe archò on a nearby road. 

 Our daily recreation was playing ball on the nearby dirt street where Arnold 

White lived, a street that was hardly used by anyone other than Arnoldôs father. 

 During this period of my childhood I was interested in art.  I entered the American 

Legion Poster Art Contest and won second place on May 19, 1938 by drawing a poppy, 

the official flower of the American Legion. 
  

 

 

 

 

 

 

1941   (Age 14) 

 Attended Summer Camp Meeting at the Methodist Church Camp, Seaville, NJ.  

Felt deeply moved regarding spiritual matters. 

 
   

    

 

 

 

 

Poppy Drawing 

by Bill Zulker 
 



5 

Walt, Ginny, Betty, Bill ï Lakewood 

100
th
 Anniversary 1992 

1942   (Age 15) 

 During World War II, Dad was having some financial difficulties keeping the 

family of seven well-clothed and well-fed.  Though he was still working with Gulf Oil, 

and after hours serving as the sexton at the Methodist Church, it was not enough.  

He moved us all to a 3
rd

 Floor Apartment on 2
nd

 Street 

(115 Lexington Avenue) in the center of Lakewood 

where he became superintendent of the three-floor, 

four-apartment building for free housing.  He was 

responsible for cleaning two offices on first floor, as 

well as the stairway and had overall general care of the 

property including heating (coal furnace needing 

constant attention) and snow removal. We three boys 

all had our share of responsibility keeping the coal fire 

going and cleaning out the ashes.  

 Brother Walt joined the Navy in 1942 soon after his graduation from high school.  

Sister Betty had returned from Evanston Collegiate Institute in Illinois after a year and a 

half there and was working at Taylorôs Drug Store where she met her future husband 

Norman Curcio, a farmer boy from Freehold, working as a truck driver with the GLF 

(Grange, League, Federation) feed company. 

 Living now in town at Lakewood, I found another job as a delivery-boy at Mr. 

Munchôs Butcher Shop on Second Street.  Then, during the Summer, I became a bakerôs 

helper at Gertnerôs Bakery on Second Street in the wee hours of the morning, rising at 

about 4:30 am.  One of the Gertnerôs sons was named Penny.  He was in his late teens or 

early twenties and had an attraction to one of the young female employees.  He tried to 

cover it up and be as discreet as possible and I was one of his covers.  On several 

occasions he asked me if I would like to go swimming at Rockyôs lake after work.  The 

former John D. Rockefeller estate had become a public park with swimming and picnic 

areas.  When I got into Pennyôs car I was joined by his female friend and the three of us 

went swimming. I was a very conspicuous third party, but his dad, the owner of the 

bakery, never knew what was going on, or didnôt let on if he did. 

 And best of all, I worked as a stock-boy at Mayerôs Menôs Shop on Clifton 

Avenue, an excellent preparation for a later job at The Eton Shop in Trenton when we 

moved there the following year. Dave Mayer, the owner was Jewish and a very smart 

businessman.  The store was top-rate and attracted the best clientele. I stocked the shelves 

as directed, ran errands, cleaned up, and also collected the weekly membership dues for 

the ñsuit club.ò  Members, or participants, paid a dollar a week into the club for a stated 

number of weeks such as twenty-five.  The money became credit toward their next 

purchase and also entitled them to participate in the weekly drawing ï the winner 

receiving a free suit or coat.  It was a smart advertising gimmick which assured the store 

of an income and a continuing base of customers.  During the week, after school, I made 

the rounds to designated places ï a gasoline station or an office ï to collect the dues.  I 

enjoyed the outside freedom of walking around town, sometimes eating an ice-cream 

cone en-route. The only other employee was Joe, both a tailor and an excellent salesman.  

Without him, I doubt that Dave would have been so successful.  I learned a lot from Joe 

whose last name I forget. 
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121 Park Avenue, Trenton, NJ 

 

 

 Also, I set up bowling pins at both the 

Lakewood Bowling Alleys and the alleys in the YMCA 

on Second Street, just across from the apartment house 

where we lived. There were just two lanes at the YMCA.  

We set up the pins by hand, before there were 

mechanical pin-setters.  Standing in the pit behind the 

pins where the pins would fall, we pressed down on a 

foot-pedal lever that raised a metal pin at the spot where 

the bowling pins should stand. We placed the wooden 

bowling pins on the metal risers and then jumped up and sat on the edge of the pit trying 

to avoid getting hit by flying pins when the next ball came thundering down the alley.  It 

was dangerous and always a fearful time.  Then came the day when the Lakewood 

Bowling Alleys started with about ten alleys, all with mechanical set-up machines.  Until 

the system fully developed, a pin-boy was still needed, but only as a trouble shooter when 

the equipment didnôt function right.. 

 I also started my own business, The Ajax Cleaning Company.  I had business 

cards printed and then went house to house lining up jobs of raking leaves, washing 

windows, taking out ashes, etc.   

 During my junior year in Lakewood High School, I signed up for ñAir Watchò 

duty during World War II.  We were permitted to get out of class in order to go to one of 

the nearby hotels that had a roof-top room, and watch for any aircraft that was in sight.  

With binoculars we would scan the sky and then telephone ñcentral controlò to report the 

direction of the plane, its estimated location and speed and, if possible, its type.  Without 

radar in those days, that was the way the Navy protected the skies. 

1943   (Age 16)  

 In the winter of this War Year, Dad was transferred by Gulf Oil Corporation to 

Trenton, NJ.  For a few months, he commuted once a week, rooming at the YMCA on 

Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday nights and returning to our apartment house 

for the weekend.  By spring, Dad bought his first house at 121 Park Avenue in Trenton, 

Hamilton Township, and moved there with Mother and my sister. Betty and Norman had 

married and moved away. Walt had joined the Navy.  Because Chuck and I were anxious 

to finish our Junior Year at Lakewood High School, Mother and Dad arranged for us to 

board at Mrs. Thomasôs home on Fourth Street.  She was a friend of Motherôs and her 

son Raymond went with Walt into the Navy.  We stayed there until the end of the school 

year and then joined Mother and Dad and Ginny in Trenton. 

During the Summer of ô43 I found a job as a stock boy at a 

childrenôs store on Broad Street in the center of Trenton. I 

didnôt like the place and after a few weeks I found a better job 

in the next block at The Eton Shop, a store for menôs and 

boysô clothing.  I was taken under the wing of both Mr. Max  

Levin, the owner, and Walter Bentley, the store manager.  I 

continued working there as a salesman through the next two 

years until I went into the Army in June 1945.  Mr. Levin  

even took me back after I returned from the Army in 1947. 

Lakewood Bowling Alleys 
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Max Levin 
Eton Shop 

 

Hal Marona, Billy Opie, Earl Opie 

 

  In September, 1943, Chuck and I attended Hamilton High 

School as juniors, having been kept back one year because Hamilton 

didnôt think Lakewood schools met their same standard.  Of course, I 

rebelled and did very poorly in class from that time on.  As the school day 

neared an end, I would sit on the edge of my seat waiting for the bell to 

ring so that I could dash out the door and run down the street to catch the 

next bus to work at the Eton Shop.  My Math teacher, Mrs. Larzaleer 

would say, ñSit back William, the class is not over yet.ò  Then she 

would laugh as I scurried out.  Miss Louise Baird, the music teacher, 

took great interest in me and put me in different programs, singing, and 

in one I was a magician pulling a coin out of my ears.  Maybe she saw that my ears were 

big then, too. 

 Sister Ginny attended grammar school around the corner from our home. 

May 28, 1944   (Age 17)    

  Sometime during the Spring, the Methodist Church where my sister Betty was 

attending at Bridgeton, NJ was holding special meetings with evangelist Billy Opie from 

California.  Betty invited me down over the weekend to stay with her and attend the 

meetings.  I was very impressed listening to Opie who also was accompanied by his 

brother Earl, a tenor soloist and Hal Morona as song leader.  Earl and Hal played 

trombones and Billy the saxophone. Their music was very meaningful and something like 

I had not heard before. They had the congregation sing old songs and new in a way that 

was very moving to me. Billyôs preaching was so dramatic and convincing. They left 

Bridgeton and went to some other churches in the area and then to the Trinity Methodist 

Church in Millville, NJ.  I hitchhiked back to Bettyôs for the last weekend in May and on 

Sunday, May 28 after the evening meeting was over, I made my personal decision for 

Christ and felt the call to the Gospel Ministry.  I went back home to Trenton and to 

school on Monday, but as soon as school was over on Friday, I hitch-hiked back to the 

Southern Jersey towns wherever the Opie Team was holding meetings.   

 

Summer 1944   (Age 17)   

  All summer long I continued working at the Eton 

 Shop and began looking for a church that would meet 

and challenge my new found faith. After my decision for 

Christ, I became dissatisfied and unfulfilled with the 

services of the South Broad Street Methodist church 

where we had worshipped as a family.  I began to visit 

many other churches.  Having a weekly bus pass because 

of my job at Eton, I used it traveling all over Trenton 

on Sundays looking for spiritual food.  One of these 

churches was The Church of Christ which had good Bible teaching and good fellowship, 

but they did not condone the use of any musical instruments in the church saying that 

none were found in the New Testament.  That turned me off.  I never did find out what 

they believed about all t he musical instruments we read  about in  the Old Testament.  

Having been brought up in a musical family and seeing the way that Billy Opie used 

musical instruments in his services, I visited there only once or twice.  
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Rev. Virgil Geren and 

Wife Harriet 

 On another Sunday I visited the Church of the Open  Bible 

 where the Rev. Virgil Geren was pastor.  After the evening service 

, the people invited me to their regular Sunday evening broadcast at  

the local radio station WTNJ.  Most of the people were seated in the 

 studio for the broadcast as I and a few others sat in an adjoining  

studio looking through a large window and listening.  After it was  

over and the people began to leave, someone asked me where I lived 

 and how I was traveling. When I said I was taking the bus, which  

meant one to the center of town and then a second one home, 

 I was told that Rev. Geren lived near me.  When they introduced me to 

him, I found that he lived just around the corner from our home on 

Park Avenue.  He offered me a ride, and that began a wonderful life-long relationship 

with him and his wife Harriet.  On the way home, they spoke of their daily morning radio 

program and invited me to ride with them to the station.  Being summer, I did that each 

morning unless I had to go to work early.  Somehow, they found out that I could sing and 

read music, so I sang the alto part, Geren the lead, and Harriet filled in with the tenor 

part.  Occasionally, they would take me along for a program at a church out of town, or to 

a mission or prison service.  One time, I went as far as Cleveland with them, though I 

canôt recall if it was before or after I was in the Army.  Harriet and Ger had a very strong 

influence upon my life as a Christian.  Much of my later life in Christian service was 

based upon the many experiences I had with them before I went into the Army and after I 

returned before going to college.  When I was in the Army, overseas, Ger continued to 

write to me, as did my grandfather. 

 On Labor Day weekend, - 1944 -  I hitch-hiked to York, Pa. where Billy Opie and 

his team ï brothers Chuck, Earl, Jack and associate Hal Marona, were holding meetings 

in a tent on the York Fair Grounds for the Rev. Ralph Boyer of the York Gospel 

Tabernacle.  I met all of Boyerôs family including his son Dave, who later became such a 

well-known Gospel singer.  I stayed in a room at the YMCA.  After the last meeting on 

the night of Labor Day, I was introduced to Mr. Fred Dienert by Billy Opie.  Mr. Dienert 

offered to let me ride with him back to Norristown, Pa. where I caught a Red Arrow 

Train to Philadelphia and then a bus to Trenton in order to get to work the next day.  

Dienert later became the advertising agent for Billy Graham (Walter Bennett Agency).  

Fredôs son Ted married Bunnie Graham, the daughter of Billy Graham, whom we met at 

the home of our friends, Bob and Barbara Straton.  Bob later became President of the 

agency.  Bob, a tenor soloist, also sang many times for me at my preaching engagements 

in later years, and at my induction as Moderator of the Philadelphia Presbytery in 1978. 

Fall 1944   (Age 17)  

 Though I was still working part-time at the Eton Shop as I had been during the 

past two Summers, and now in my Senior year in Hamilton High, I hitch-hiked, as often 

as I could, to many more Billy Opie meetings which were being held in Glassboro, 

Pitman and last of all in Somerville, NJ.  I would get out of school as early as I could, 

particularly on Fridays, hike to the meetings, find somewhere to stay overnight and hitch-

hike home after the last service on Sunday night.   

 One Saturday night, I tried to get back home to Trenton from one of the South 

Jersey meetings but could get no farther north than the Campbell soup factory in 

Camden.  One of the South Jersey trucks loaded with baskets of ripe tomatoes took me 
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Lawrence, Bob, and Gladys Wigden 

there.  Because it was now after midnight, I went to the nearby ferry-slip, rode the ferry 

back and forth a couple of times across the Delaware and then went into Philadelphia to 

the old Broad Street train station at City Hall. There I went into one of the private 

washrooms (25 cents), freshened up, and took the ferry back to Camden.  Then I got a 

bus to the Airport Circle (now the intersection of routes 30 and 130) and hitchhiked back 

to the Sunday services at one of the towns (I forget which one) where Billy Opie was 

preaching.  Mother had no idea where I was, but surely must have been praying for me. 

1944   December 20   (Age 18)   

 Because of the War, all eighteen year old boys (now men) had to register for the 

draft on their birthday even though we were still in high school, I in the 12
th
 grade. 

1945   April 1- 8   (Age 18)    Trip to Canada with the Wigdens 

 Worshipping now at the Church of the Open Bible in Trenton, we met the Wigden 

Colored Trio, musical evangelists from Naples, NY, who were conducting special 

services at the church.  There was Lawrence, the preacher, singer and guitar player, a 

graduate of the Practical Bible Institute at Binghamton, NY, his brother Bob, the song 

leader, guitar player and soloist, and their sister Gladys, piano player, guitar player and 

soprano soloist.  They made wonderful music and were marvelous Christians.  

   As they traveled about in their ministry, primarily in 

white congregations, they stayed in the homes of the 

people. Gladys stayed in our home at Park Avenue, 

much to the astonishment of our white neighbors. As 

their meetings were coming to a close on Sunday 

evening, Lawrence persuaded me to travel to their 

home in Naples with them for a visit and to go with 

them for a week to Canada for some meetings. But first 

I had to get permission from the local Draft Board to 

ñDepart From the United Statesò since I was  due to be 

enlisted as soon as school was over. Permission was granted. So at about ten o-clock on 

Sunday night after the last meeting at the Church if the open Bible, the four of us got into 

the car and traveled about six or so hours, arriving at their home in the little town of 

Naples, NY in the wee hours of the next day.  

 I immediately went to bed, but found that by early morn, Lawrence was up, got 

me up, and took me with him to the auto garage to get the car ready for the next trip 

which was to begin right after lunch. In Canada, we stayed in the homes of church 

people, with Bob and I staying together.  I was thrilled when they occasionally asked me 

to join with them in a song.  We returned to their home in Naples and I hitch-hiked back 

home to Trenton. 

          As the three of them conducted their traveling evangelistic ministry, another sister, 

Millie, maintained their home, washed their clothes and prepared their meals.  She was 

just as affable as the rest.  It was a delight to be with them.  Lawrence was also the pastor 

of the Naples Gospel Tabernacle, a church that was one hundred percent white, with the  

exception of the Wigdens.  They had significant impact upon my Christian life. 

        On the afternoon that the Wigdens (and I) were to start for their next meetings 

which were in Ottawa City, Ottawa, Canada, Lawrence asked us all to get down on our 

knees at the dining room chairs and pray for safety and blessing.  He then said that we 

were all to pray.  I found out that he meant for all of us to pray aloud at the same time.  It 
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was a new experience for me to listen to them and at the same time to try and keep my 

thoughts together.  Very impressive and memorable! 

1945 June 5   (Age19)  

 On June 5, I graduated from Hamilton High School with a very poor academic 

record ï Final grades were English ï D; Problems of American Democracy ï D; Spanish 

1 ï E; Health and PE ï C; Vocal Music ï A.                                    

 But I did receive a Certificate of Proficiency in Journalism awarded by The 

Asbury Park Press on May 26, 1942, ha ha.  Who ever thought then that someday I would 

become an author?  Certainly,  not I.                                                                                                                            

1945 June 25   (Age 19)   Inducted into the US Army.    

  Reporting early in the morning on June 25 with twin 

brother Chuck and a large group of inductees at the Trenton 

train station, we traveled to the Armory in Newark, NJ for 

preliminary physical exams.  I did not pass the blood test until 

the next day.  Chuck, however, passed the tests on the first day 

and was sent directly that afternoon to Fort Dix for further 

orientation.  When I arrived at Fort Dix the next day, I was 

assigned to a different company.  Our paths separated at that 

time and I didnôt see him again until several weeks later at 

Camp Croft in South Carolina where he had been sent before me. 

 After a few days at Fort Dix where we received clothing 

and equipment, and got various immunization shots, etc., I too, was sent to Camp Croft 

near Spartanburg, South Carolina.  I will never forget the agony of the troop-train trip 

that took a couple or more days to get there.  Of course, there was no air-conditioning on 

the train in those days, and it was an extremely hot summer.  We had to sleep the best we 

could ï some of us climbing up on the luggage racks to stretch out ï and eat c-rations or 

the like that were distributed to us from the ñmess carò, such as they were.  

  Quite often, the train would lay-over on a siding for a more important train to 

pass.  The time dragged on. It was interesting to see the country-side of the South as we 

traveled.  So much looked different than what we knew in the North.  

 Our train did not go directly to South Carolina, but first went to Camp Pickett in 

Blackstone, Virginia.  We were there only a few days but one of the things I remember 

was the Prisoner of War camp that was just a few hundred yards from our barracks.  We 

did not get any closer and did not have any contact with the prisoners. 

  The ground through North Carolina and South Carolina was red clay, something I 

had never known. Later, I would soon find out that red clay was devastating to us in 

training on a rainy day.  We had two sets of fatigue uniforms and at the end of a rainy day 

we would have to wash our muddy outfits, hang them up to dry in the barracks and wear 

the second set the next day.  Of course, there were no washers, nor dryers. We washed 

everything by hand. But on several occasions, when the rains continued, they didnôt dry.  

So, on the following day, we wore our clean ones which were still wet.   

 I grew up in the Army .  I mean that I became aware of the vastness of the world 

in which I was living and that it didnôt really revolve about me.  I learned that I wasnôt 

the center of it all. I was just a small part of it and had to learn to adjust or be destroyed 

by it. The Second World War had already decimated the population.  

 Upon arriving at Camp Croft, I began my 16 week infantry training.  This was a 

Bill 1945 
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no-nonsense experience as we were expecting someday to go into battle.  Though 

fighting in Europe had ended with the surrender of Germany in May (May 8, VE Victory 

in Europe Day), it continued in the South Pacific against Japan.  No one knew how long 

it might be before the Japanese would be defeated.  The idea of the Kamikaze pilots 

willing to commit suicide by crashing their planes onto Allied ships had a frightening 

effect upon the nation.  We would soon learn that all our Army ñBasic Trainingò would 

be to prepare us for battle in the South Pacific.   

 Most of our officers had returned from the war in either Europe or the South 

Pacific and were intent that we would be better prepared than they had been.  Basic 

training for me was very rough and difficult.  I had never been a Boy Scout, gone 

camping or even shot a gun, but I was determined I would do as well as anybody else. 

      The extreme heat of South Carolina in July and August was likened to that which 

we might expect in future war zones. And of course, in 1945 no one had air conditioning.  

The Army barracks did not have fans or anything that might give us relief.  Long hikes in 

the sun along with other military training maneuvers were designed to harden us to 

reality.  We would learn to accept orders that at the moment seemed unreasonable but 

might save our lives later on. Accepting the unacceptable would become a lesson to help 

us later in civilian life as well. 

 In my eleventh week of training, Chuck, who had also been sent to Camp Croft 

but in a different company, and I, found out that twins could not officially be separated if 

they desired to be together.  All we needed to do was to request a transfer.  Since he 

could not join my company because we were already more than half way through our 

fifteen weeks training, I joined him in the fourth week of his training. The interesting 

aspect was that he had been assigned to a Quartermaster Company preparing for office 

work, record keeping, and the handling of supplies ï clothing, equipment, food, 

petroleum, etc., but I had been in an Infantry Company. Quite a difference! 

      Soldiers in the Quartermaster were not expected to enter battle and needed only 

limited training in arms and combat.  When the officers realized that I, in an Infantry 

Company, had already been through so much of the preliminary training, they pulled me 

out of the ranks and assigned me to some very easy support services while the rest, 

including Chuck, continued their regular training.  For example, when the Company 

marched five miles out to the artillery and rifle ranges, something I had previously done 

in my Infantry Company, I was sent ahead this time riding on the mess truck to start the 

cooking fires under the large metal barrels where everyone washed out their mess gear 

after eating.  Then, when done, we emptied the containers, loaded them back onto the 

truck and rode back to Camp while the others marched back.   

      It was in the Quartermaster Company that I had to attend typing class and learned 

a skill that was so greatly needed and useful in later life in College, Seminary and the 

ministry.  We also learned to use desk calculators and found them to be very practical in 

our office while later serving in Germany, but how outdated they are today in the age of 

the computer.       

1945 Summer    (Age 19)  Spartanburg, South Carolina Gospel Church 

         On one of the first Sundays that we were able to get a pass to leave Camp Croft, 

Chuck and I went looking for a civilian church in Spartanburg, the nearby town..  After a 

couple of visits to churches that did not appeal to us, we found the Spartanburg Gospel 

Church ï what we call a store-front church.  It was a new experience for us to worship in 
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a former store building that had several rows of folding chairs, a raised pulpit platform, a 

small electronic organ and a piano.  But the preaching of Rev. Harold Horne, the piano 

playing and singing of his wife, Jackie, and the friendliness of the people made us feel as 

though we were back at the Church of the Open Bible in Trenton NJ with Rev. Geren and 

his wife Harriet. 

           Chuck and I enjoyed the services and before long became very active in the 

church and started a Soldierôs Gospel Trio with another soldier, Maynard Morgan. There 

was also one soldier, a piano player who was supposed to be 

related to Mary Martin, the actress and movie star, though at the 

time I didnôt even know who she was. We attended morning and 

evening services and often would go to other churches in the 

afternoon with some of the church people, to services that they 

called ñSings.ò  Special musical groups from various churches 

would join together for an afternoon of music. It was great! 

      At one of these ñSingsò, we met Horace Jones, a tenor 

soloist with a very sweet Christian spirit and well-loved by 

so many people.  He was regularly heard on a daily radio 

program, ñThe Bright Spot Hourò, originating in Greenville, 

South Carolina.  We became quite friendly and two years later when I was out of the 

Army and directing Trenton Youth For Christ rallies, I invited Horace to come up to New 

Jersey and be one of our special guests ï which he did.    

      Those very enjoyable Sundays would end too soon and we would occasionally be 

driven back to Camp by people like Lee Webster, or catch the military bus filled with 

drunken soldiers.  Our days with those church people were very special, as were the 

people themselves.  At times we would be invited for a meal in their homes and 

sometimes stayed overnight in the home of the minister.  With the singing experience 

there, which had begun with Mother at home, and added to that with the Gerens at the 

Church of the Open Bible, I was being further prepared for later Christian service without 

realizing it. 

1945  September 2 
  VJ Day, - Victory against Japan.  What a relief it was for us still in basic training.  

But now, we werenôt sure where we would be sent.  Our training continued as usual for 

we still had to defeat the Japanese. 

1945  December  (Age19)  

 Chuck and I finished our military training at the end of December, but not before 

we spent a few days on bivouac in an unusual snow storm in South Carolina.  I can 

remember how we pitched our individual small pup tents together and lit small candles in 

them in order to keep warm.  We had already gathered pine needles and placed them on 

the wet ground under our sleeping bags.  What an experience.  After that, we were then 

given a furlough before being sent overseas.  My recollection is that we were still in 

South Carolina for both our December birthday on the 20
th
 as well as Christmas Day, 

arriving home shortly thereafter. 

  

1946  January  (Age 19)    

 While on furlough, I hitchhiked to Naples, New York to see my friends, the 

Wigden Colored Trio. They were having special meetings at their church. Their church 

Chuck, Maynard and Bill 
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Bob and Bill 
 

and their home seemed to be the stopping off place for many ministers 

and musicians who had become their friends through the years.  It was 

there that I first met musician Davy George who played the marimba 

and with whom I became better acquainted in later years.  When I 

became Director of Trenton Youth For Christ in 1947, I traveled to visit 

with Davy at the Kingôs College in New Castle, DE to get him to 

participate in our opening rally on Memorial Day at Dunn Field.  Also, 

while I was at the Wigdens, Cliff Barrows stopped by, but at the time I 

had no awareness of who he was and that he would soon become the 

world-renowned associate of Billy Graham.  In fact, at that time, Billy 

Graham was hardly known outside Wheaton, Illinois.  There were also 

Merrill Dence and his sister Wilma who made quite an impression upon me ï particularly 

Wilma. I have often wondered about them and a young man named Harold.  

1946 February   (Age 19) 

 From the time of my decision for Christ in May 1944, I had been associating with 

evangelical ministers who all seemed focused on Adult/Believers Baptism by immersion.  

They did not recognize the validity of Infant Baptism nor Covenant Theology.  Neither 

had I discussed this issue with any ministers who did.  So, I went along and was baptized 

by immersion by Rev. Geren (or Rev. David Allen) on February 17, 1946, while still on 

furlough.  Interestingly enough, the service was held at the Central Baptist Church in 

Trenton, NJ which later figured into my choice of a college and my preparation for the 

ministry.   

 When our furlough came to an end, Chuck and I reported to Camp Kilmer in New 

Brunswick, NJ to await deployment to the European Theater of Operations.  Each day we 

answered roll-call and then sat around waiting until orders were posted. If the posting 

wasnôt early in the morning or at least by early afternoon, then it was certain that the next 

posting of orders for shipping-out would not be until the next day.  At least that was what 

we counted on. It was a boring time as we sat around doing nothing but wait. We could 

go to the USO Center and spend the evening and sit around, but that was no fun for me. 

 So, one day, I decided to do what some other GIôs were doing, and sneak out of 

camp and go back to Trenton to see my girlfriend, Ginny Wright, (who later married my 

brother Chuck). Though the camp was surrounded by wire fence, there was a ñhole in the 

fenceò that led down to the river road and then out to the main 

road to Trenton.  I found it and hitch-hiked home.  I was 

hoping that I would not be found,, otherwise I would be in 

deep trouble for leaving the Camp without an authorized pass. 

That evening, my brother Chuck called me from Camp to say 

that our names were on the list for deployment the next 

morning at daybreak.  Well, that meant that I wanted to stay 

home as long as possible, but I did get back somewhere 

around midnight. 

 The next morning, we were on a troop train to a New York 

 dock and boarded a troop ship the ñUSS Coaldale.ò 

  How well I remember walking up the gang-plank struggling with my heavy 

duffle bag with all my earthly belongings, and the trombone I had bought in South 

Carolina. On board, Chuck and I were both assigned to the Special Services Office, 

On board concert by soldiers 
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which had the responsibility of public address announcements for the soldiers and the 

production of a mimeographed daily newssheet, distributed on board.  We were bunked 

in the holds on suspended bunks about 4 or 5 high.  Chuck and I had been separated.  I 

did not see him for a day or more, so I sent an announcement over the troop intercom that 

he was to report to the Special Services Office. When he did, he was so sea-sick that he 

could hardly stand up.  He said he hadnôt eaten a thing for two days except an orange that 

had rolled on the floor over to his bottom bunk. 

 The ocean-going trip was great.  I shall never forget the phosphorous glow of the 

sea at night time. And what a beautiful sight it was to see the White Cliffs of Dover, 

England as we sailed into the English Channel.  We could only think of the popular war-

time song with that title that was so familiar to us.  ñThereôll be bluebirds over the White 

Cliffs of Dover, just you wait and see.  Theyôll be joy and laughter and peace ever after, 

tomorrow, when the world is free ñ. It was one of the most popular songs during WW II, 

and the song of hope for victory. 

  When we arrived at the port of Le Havre, France, we were immediately 

taken by truck to Camp Lucky Strike, about 40 miles inland near the town of St. Valery.  

It was one of the several tent-camps by similar names that had GIôs both coming and 

going between Europe and the USA.  Of course, those en-route to America were the war-

seasoned veterans of the fight including the Battle of the Bulge, the Invasion of 

Normandy and the like.  They were tough, and we respected them.  They also tried their 

best to intimidate us by recounting some of their experiences and warning us about the 

French.If I recall correctly, we spent only a day or two there and were then transported by 

train across France into Germany, traveling a couple of days and nights in box-cars 

named ñForty and Eightsò.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

In other words, they could hold 40 men or 8 horses.  (There is one on exhibit at the 

entrance to Fort Indiantown Gap, PA). There was a very wide sliding door, like most 

box-cars, and two small window openings, one on either side about six feet off the floor.  

We were provided with c-rations for our food, and we slept on the floor or in our sleeping 

bags.  We leaned out the door to relieve ourselves or waited until periodically the train 

would stop and we jumped off to the side.  Once the train was stopped, nearby residents 

or farmers would come running up with bottles of wine or some other food-stuffs which 

the GIôs would buy with either cash or cigarettes.  On one of these mid-night stops in a 

town-like freight yard, I bought a little flashlight that had no batteries, but was operated 

by squeezing it.  Somehow in the passing years, I lost it but have been looking for one in 

antique stores in Germany in recent years with the hope that I will someday find one. 

 Our train went on through France and Germany until we came to Bamberg, 

Germany to a military camp.  I recall very little about the few days we were there except 

that I remember being on guard duty one night.  We also walked into the nearby town 

near the end of one day and I was surprised to find that the houses were all grouped 

together in the town and did not have any front yards.  The houses were built right up to 

Bill at boxcar at  

Fort Indiantown Gap 2006 
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the sidewalk that went through the town.  In later years, during our several vacation trips 

to Germany from 1990 ï 2005, I found out that that is the typical way.  In fact, many 

small towns in the country are built with their barns and storage areas adjoining their 

homes, and even the cattle and tractors are there.  It is interesting to walk the sidewalks of 

the towns and see the cattle through the barn doors or window opening. 

 We then were sent by train to Frankfurt, Germany, and transported by open truck 

to ñAbleò Barracks on the outskirts of the big city.  We occupied former German Army 

barracks which were large four-story concrete structures grouped together.  Between two 

of the buildings there was an in-ground swimming pool.  There were two of us in each 

room with the wash room down the hall.  It was very nice living.  

 Chuck and I were assigned to a Quarter-master unit with offices in the Lurgi 

House located in the center of Frankfurt just a few blocks from the I. G. Farben Building 

used as the Headquarters of the European Theater.  Each day we would catch the trolley 

from our barracks to work or hop a ride with someone who had a jeep.  At work, we were 

assigned desks and then told by our military supervisor what we had to do.  Our Major 

had the responsibility of supplies-control of equipment and the like that was arriving 

from the States by ship at the various ports of entry such as Le Havre or Bremerhaven. 

He or someone above him then determined where the supplies were to be sent.  The work 

I had as a Corporal didnôt seem to make much sense.  I guess you could call it just busy-

work designed to keep us around as occupation troops in the event of a military need. 

 On the first day in Frankfurt, as we left the Hauptbahnhof (main train station) on 

the open truck, I noticed a small sign on a corner light post advertising Saturday night 

Youth for Christ meetings in ñRoundup Chapelñ.  Upon determining the location, Chuck 

and I went and found a good-sized gathering of GIós singing and praising the Lord in a 

former Lutheran Church building taken over by the Army as a chapel.  Before long, both 

of us were attending Saturday nights as well as the Wednesday night Bible Study and 

ultimately the Tuesday board meeting.  He and I sang duets, he sang solos and we joined 

two other Gis as a quartet. Soon, Chuck became the official song leader and I was elected 

President and Director or Master of Ceremonies of the Rallies.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
        Bill/Chuck on pulpit 1946  Bill/Isabel 1990        Sign  

 

 The meetings continued to be held in Roundup Chapel and I never did find out 

why it was so called, but it was the worship center or Chapel for the main part of the 

base.  In 1990, when Isabel, Barbara and I spent our first of many vacations in Europe, 

we visited the Chapel and found that it had become a Lutheran Church Nursery School.  

It was a very emotional experience to walk through the building and recall all those 

wonderful rallies some 44 years earlier.   

 Among the many activities of YFC was our Sunday afternoon silent witnessing 

while standing on the remains of one of the bombed-out bridges across the River Main 
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Chaplains Baker and Maddox 

 

handing out German language Gospel tracts.  I personally had written to several 

American publishing houses asking for as many Christian tracts as they could send.  We 

received thousands upon thousands from organizations like the American Tract Society 

and the Scripture Gift Union, all printed in German.  The bridges had been damaged 

during the war so that vehicles could not pass, only pedestrians.  We would stand there in 

our military uniforms and ask in German, ñWould you like something to read?ó ï ñEtwas 

zu  lectr?ò  Most everyone responded favorably and took the literature.. 

 One of the military chaplains was Captain Dwight L. Baker of the 508 paratrooper 

unit.  He was a young dynamic preacher, smartly attired in the paratrooper uniform and 

well-liked by the troops.  Whenever the troops had to practice jump, Chaplain Baker was 

there among them.  In the Summer of 1946, he arranged some old-fashioned Southern 

Revival meetings in a temporary tent building set up on site of his unit.  Many of us from 

other units attended to hear him and other chaplains such as 

Colonel Paul J. Maddox, Chief of the Chaplains in the ETO 

(European Theater of Operations).  I still have photographs of the 

tent and of Chaplains Baker and Maddox on site.  Paul Maddox 

later became a personal aide to Evangelist Billy Graham in his 

world-wide ministry. 

   The first time I ever heard Billy Graham was in the fall of 

1944.  He was the speaker on a river-cruise sponsored by the 

Philadelphia Gospel Center meeting in a church on North 

Broad Street.  The Center held Saturday night Christian 

rallies attracting hundreds of young people each week and preceded the founding of the 

Youth For Christ movement. Rev. Walter H. Smyth was the director.  He, too, later 

became an associate of Billy Graham and was in charge of all Grahamôs crusades for 

many years. 

 At that time, I was attending the Church of the Open Bible in Trenton, NJ which 

sponsored a group attending the Cruise.  Though Billy Graham was virtually ñan 

unknownò in 1944, I did not forget the experience of cruising down the Delaware from 

Philadelphia to Wilmington, Delaware and back with a ship load of Christians on the 

Wilson Line listening to the evangelist and great gospel music.  

 Now, over in Germany in the early summer of 1946, a few of us GIôs were on a 

weekend pass sailing on a cruise yacht on the Rhine River.  It was reported to be one of 

Hitlerôs yachts ï The Mainz ï taken over by the Army and used recreationally by the 

Special Services unit.  It cost us nothing and we were even served refreshments and 

supper on board before the cruise ended.  As we sailed, I suddenly recalled the 

Philadelphia cruise and wondered if Frankfurt Youth For Christ might be able to sponsor 

such a Christian-oriented cruise.  I spoke with Chaplain Baker who suggested that I meet 

with Colonel Maddox and then inquire of Special Services, the branch in charge of the 

ship.  In doing so, I requested that we (YFC) sponsor a cruise on Labor Day, September 

2, 1946.  Permission was granted and I, along with a good group of GIs began our  

advertisements and invitations.  Because I had already made contacts with local German 

printers for our other programs and flyers, I prepared the announcements, a red, white 

and blue four-page program and several large colorful cardboard posters to hang on 

board, and a specially-made flag to flutter above the yacht. 

 



17 

THE RALLY ON THE RHINE  ï September 6, 1946 

 The ñRally on the Rhineò was a great success.  Excerpts from soldier Dave 

Kocher, editor of Volume 1 No. 6 of the YFC monthly news-sheet are as follows:  

 ñNever before in my life have I ever enjoyed myself as much, or never did I 

receive such a blessing as I did with that boat load of Christians at the ñRally on the 

Rhine.ò...The trucks and busses started pulling up to the docks about 2:00 pm...WACôs 

(Women Army Corps), GIôs, and American civilians swarmed aboard the Mainz, the 

yacht.... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 The YFC Council was having a council meeting...all the last minute details being 

ironed out and Bill Zulker, chairman of the rally, drove home once more...it was an 

opportunity to bring a message from the word of God to many they might never reach 

again.... 

 ñAttention, Attentionò, sounded the loudspeaker, ñevery one back aft for the Bible 

Quiz of the day.ò  Rev. Kolf, an American preacher...was the quiz kid of the day.  It was 

then time to eat, everyone was served a fine meal in the dining halls....   

 Then, at 6:30 the Rally on the Rhine was ready to start.  It was started by singing 

a couple hymns and then a prayer by Chaplain Baker.  We sang a lot of our favorite 

choruses and had some special music from Sgt. Ernie Brooks, Negro spiritual singer, the 

YFC male quartet including Chuck and Bill Zulker, The Hedderheim Quartet, and the 

Weisbaden Duet.  As usual, Lil King was at the piano and making those ivories talk like 

she never had before.  The Zulker twins, with Chuck leading the singing and Bill as 

master of ceremonies did a fine job and kept the rally going at a fast pace.  There were six 

chaplains aboard, and when Bill announced that an all Chaplain sextet was going to sing, 

we all were completely surprised, especially the six Chaplains.  It wasnôt enough that he 

made them sing once, but when they finished he gave them a book and asked them to try 

reading the music and see if they could get a little harmony, at least.... 

 Then the treat of the evening began as Chaplain Pat Patterson, ex football star of 

Wheaton College, brought us the message of the evening....[he later became Campus 

Minister at Wheaton]....During the invitation, the YFC Quartet sang, ñShall I Crucify My 

Saviorò....  

 

      

 

 

 Soon, all were back on trucks and busses 

heading for home. As I rode to Frankfurt, I rode in silence, and went over all that had 

Don Creswell, Chuck Zulker, Fred Rodman, Bill Zulker 
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taken place.  What a glorious day that had been, what a joy, what a blessing, truly it was 

something I shall never forget.  As the truck I was in, bumped along, I looked back over 

all the wonderful times Iôve had since I let Christ take over my life.  Immediately I 

thought of all the swell Christian fellows Iôve met since Iôve been in the Army.  When I 

think of all the wonderful times we had together, it hurt to think that as the Army 

separates us we will never see each other again.  But as a Christian, I know many of us 

will meet again someday.  And I wouldnôt be surprised if some day, when walking down 

a street in that Golden city, someone will come running across the street and say, ñWell, 

if it isnôt Dave.  I knew Iôd find you here somewhere.  Letôs see, where was it I last saw 

youò.  Then weôll both sing out together: ñI remember, ñTHE RALLY ON THE 

RHINE.ò 

 In the Fall of 1946, I became the Assistant to the Chaplain at Hoechst, a small 

town just a few miles outside Frankfurt.  The previous Assistant, Fred Rodman, was 

active in YFC and was being shipped back to the States.  He recommended me to 

Chaplain John Young who had me transferred accordingly.  Because I had attended an 

Army driving school, passed the driving exam and got my first driving license, I was then 

qualified to drive the Chaplainôs jeep.  Chaplains did not drive the vehicles assigned to 

them nor were they required to have a daily trip ticket granted by the motor pool each day 

as others were required to do.  So, I virtually had my own jeep ï my first vehicle ï and 

was free to use it after hours as I pleased as long as the Chaplain approved, which he 

always did.  So to Frankfurt I went most evenings to meet with the other Christian GIs. 

The military compound at Hoechst was a former German military base.  It 

consisted of a large drill field surrounded by a four-story high concrete building on three 

sides used as barracks.  On the fourth side was the covered gated entrance with offices on 

each side.  There was also a small elongated room used as a chapel.  Seldom did the 

chaplain conduct any services in the chapel for the men on the Base except on Sunday 

mornings.  But, he conducted English speaking services at the nearby German Lutheran 

church for the American dependents (wives and children) of military officers, who were 

now arriving in Germany after the war.  Germans were also free to worship there as well. 

Many years later, in 1992, Isabel and I visited this church and met the pastor, telling him 

of our previous experiences there. One of them I remember was of the pump organ that 

was pumped by hand.  Apparently, problems with the electrical system as a result of the 

war meant that it couldnôt be operated in the normal fashion.  Also, there was a young 

lad, Guenther Vahlberg who pumped it.  Guenther was also our German interpreter in the 

Chaplainôs office and we became good friends with him and his Mother.   

 On one occasion, Guentherôs mother invited a few of us GIôs to their home for 

tea.  When we arrived at a very large and lovely home, we learned that Guenther and his 

mother occupied only two of the rooms of their house with the rest being shared with 

other families whose homes had been destroyed in the bombings.  It seems that this was 

the procedure all over Germany.  When we thanked Mrs. Vahlberg for the cookies, she in 

turn thanked us for the sugar and flour and other ingredients that we had obtained for her 

from the kitchen at our barracks.  One wonders how many times and in how many other 

places this scenario was taking place with other GIôs and German families. 

 Many years later, after Isabel and I were married, we began 1990 to travel to 

Germany (and Europe) for our vacations. In 1994 we visited Hoechst and inquired at the 

Lutheran Church and the police headquarters for information about Guenther, seeking to 
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find his address and visit him. But no information was found. It was suggested that we 

check the phone directories in Frankfurt for an Karin Wahlberg whom they thought might 

be a daughter. She was, and gave us his address in the distant city of Saarbrucken. . That 

meant another delay until our next visit. We corresponded with him, were invited to his 

home in 1995 and had a wonderful reunion which included his wife and another 

daughter, Elke. By that time, he was sixty-five year old and had retired from a successful 

career as a banker. To me, sixty-eight years old, it was almost unreal that our reunion 

took place after so many years. Writing this now in 2018, I am sorry to say that both 

Guenther and his wife have passed away. 

 
Guenther + wife          Guenther + wife  

And Isabel          and Bill  

 

 

 

 

 Of course, many other interesting experiences took place during my year in 

Germany in 1946.  On one of the weekend passes, Chuck and I traveled to the country of 

Luxembourg.  Because I was serving at a Chaplainôs Assistant and drove the Chaplainôs 

jeep, I also had good relations with the Motor Pool which handled all military vehicles.  

Somehow, I donôt remember how, I managed to get permission to have a jeep for our  

extended weekend visit to this neighboring country. As we motored over the mountains 

between Frankfurt and Luxembourg ï about 115 miles ï we saw the remnants of war 

with destroyed military vehicles abandoned on the side of the road. One can only imagine 

what happened to the soldiers in those vehicles. 

 

           Bill ï 1946                                              Alpha Hotel 
 

 

    

 

 When we arrived in this beautiful city we stayed in the Alpha Hotel just opposite 

the main train station, in a room on the fourth floor.  As usual, I saved the menu from the 

hotel restaurant for many years along with a photo of the Hotel.  In 1992, when Isabel 

and I were on vacation in Germany, we stopped in Luxembourg on our way North 

through Belgium and Holland. 

 We found the Alpha Hotel right next to a new and modern hotel, and went in to 

register.  Showing the desk clerk my old photo and asking for the same room on the 

fourth floor, she replied that it was occupied but that the room next to it was just like it.  

 Upon entering, Isabel, somewhat disgustedly, said that the room looked exactly 

like what it must have been in 1946, with no improvements.  The carpet looked like it had 

not been cleaned for a long time, if ever. Nevertheless, I was pleased. In the dining room, 

I showed the waiter my old menu and asked if the prices would be the same.  He called 

the chef and together we all had a good laugh.  He then asked if he could photo-copy it. 

 My last days in Germany were over Christmas 1946 and New Yearôs Day 1947 in 

Bremerhaven in the North awaiting the arrival of a troop ship.  My, oh my, was it cold!  
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We slept in a very large airplane hangar with very little, if any, heat.  At mealtimes, we 

stood outside in long lines all bundled-up to keep warm. Finally, we were on board ship 

homeward bound for New York harbor then to Fort Monmouth, NJ and on to Fort Dix, 

NJ for separation from the service. 

1947 ï Winter    (Age 20) 

  I was discharged from the Army on February 14, 1947 and returned home to 

Trenton, NJ and to 135 Independence Avenue where Mother and Dad had moved while I 

was in Europe. It was about three blocks away from 121 Park Avenue where we lived 

while I was in high school.  Now that WWII had ended, there were thousands of service 

men and women returning home and flooding the job-market.  The Government stepped 

in and gave all discharged servicemen and women $20.00 a week for 52 weeks.  All we 

had to do was to show up at the proper office and receive our paychecks.  That kept us off 

the job-market and gave us time to make a readjustment to civilian life.  We goofed off.   

 In addition, the Government developed the GI Bill of Rights offering free 

education for a limited time.  I forget now, for how long of a period.   

1947 ï Spring   (Age 20) 

 In 1947, after I had been discharged from the Army, Rev. Geren encouraged me 

to start Trenton Youth For Christ.  I went to Philadelphia to meet with Rev. Walter 

Smyth, the Eastern Regional Director of Youth for Christ International and requested 

approval to begin our local group.  When I recounted my experiences as President and 

leader of the Frankfurt YFC he gave me a certificate of approval.  That was the beginning 

of another fantastic experience in Christian service. 

 With a lot of advice from Geren, I began to plan for Saturday Night Rallies.  I 

rented the Contemporary Auditorium on West State Street and began to invite speakers 

and musicians to speak and sing.  In order to get a good start, I arranged for our opening 

Rally to be held at Dunn Field, the local sports center of outdoor athletics.  There was a 

small grandstand in front of which we located our speakers platform. I contacted Rev. 

Robert Frazer, a blind radio-evangelist, known to many, to be our key speaker.  Then I 

asked a well-known singer, Shorty Yeaworth, of The Good News Quartet in Philadelphia, 

to lead the choir and singing and for his wife Jean to play the piano. Davy George, of 

Philadelphia played the marimba.  I printed several thousand announcements and began 

to distribute them to local churches.   On Memorial Day, May30, 1947 we held our 

opening Rally with several hundred people at Dunn Field, preceded by a parade starting 

at the Post Office, going past City Hall and up Broad Street and on to Dunn Field.  We 

were off and running. I have a picture of my home-made float towed on the back of my 

old Willys, the first car I ever owned. 

 

 

 

         

 

 Each Saturday night thereafter at The Contemporary Auditorium we had other 

speakers like Alex Dunlap, Lester Harnish, Marty Walsh, Mickey Walsh, Leon Sullivan, 

Bob Finley, Dave Morken, Horace Jones, and several others. I directed the Rallies with 

brother Chuck as the song leader and Ginny Wright the piano player.  We also had a 15 

minute weekly radio program on WTNJ Trenton on Friday nights.  We used this to help 
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advertise the Rallies. 

 The Wigden Colored Trio of Naples, New York also accepted my invitation to 

sing at one of our Saturday night rallies.  At that time they heard Walt, Chuck and me 

sing ï as The Zulker Gospel Trio ï and invited the three of us to accompany them on a 

missionary preaching and singing tour to churches in Kentucky.  We drove up to Naples, 

NY to meet them and then joined the three Wigdens plus two other preachers ï both 

white ï and in two cars traveled the long distance to Hazard, Kentucky, for a week-long 

evangelistic mission. 

 Remember now, this was a good many years before the civil rights of black 

people were granted.  At that time in 1947, we in the North were quite I about the whole 

racial situation in the South.  The three of us had been brought up in a Christian home 

where we were taught respect toward ñred and yellow, black and whiteò.  In our small 

town of Lakewood there were just a few ñcoloredò people and one family in particular 

was held in very high regard by the community.  So when we were with the Wigdens, we 

saw this as being normal.  We got some very quick lessons on our southern trip. 

 I shall not forget a time when we stopped at a gas station that also had a soda-

fountain of sorts.  I was the first in and sat at the counter ordering an orange soda.  When 

Gladys followed me in, I asked her what she would like.  She replied that she would like 

the same thing.  Mine was served in a glass ï but hers was served in a paper cup.  It was 

obviously done because she was black.  When we got outside, I questioned her about this 

and she replied that it was better to be served in a paper cup than to be served in a glass 

and then to later hear the glass being broken so that the glass wouldnôt be used again by a 

white person.   

 Because we could not make the trip in just one day, we had to find a place to stay 

overnight en-route. Very tactfully, Lawrence suggested that because we had a long way 

to go we should keep driving well after dark.  Then he stopped at a road-side ñmotelò 

with several wood cabins.  He told us to wait in the car while he made arrangements.  He 

then directed us down back off the road to our small cabins, the preachers to theirs, etc.  

He said that we needed to get an early start the next morning, which meant before 

daybreak, not telling us at the time that we had stayed in a ñblackò motel, the only place 

the Wigdenôs could stay, and we white people were kept ñundercoverò and left before 

anyone would know about us.  In Hazzard, Kentucky, we again were divided up by race 

in our accommodations, but had no problems in the churches. It wasnôt until sometime 

later that we realized what he had done, and why. We had stayed in a ñBlack Cabin Siteò 

and he did not want it to be known that the Blacks and the Whites were traveling 

together. It was dangerous for all of us.,  

 On our return trip, I was anxious to get back to Trenton because of my 

responsibility at YFC, so rather that traveling all the way up to New York and then down 

to NJ, I got out of the car in Ohio, near the West Virginia border, and hitchhiked home.  I 

actually crossed the Ohio River in a row boat at a so-called ferry crossing. It was very 

similar to an experience we had in later years while in Germany on vacation when we 

crossed the Rhine River on a very small passenger ferry, flat-bottomed, powered only by 

the movement of the river.  
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1947 -   ISABEL ENTERS MY LIFE 

 

One of the church groups of young people who attended 

our Youth For Christ rallies at the Contemporary Auditorium, 

came from the West Trenton Presbyterian Church where Rev. 

Harold Murphy was the minister.  The group was very animated 

with people like Dick Foster, Lois Race, Virginia Race, Richard 

Tooma and an attractive blonde named Isabel Cox who had just 

finished her Junior year at Trenton High. One Summer 

Saturday night after the rally I tried to date her by asking her 

to accompany me to have ice cream.  She flatly refused but 

suggested I ask her friend Lois.  Apparently, Isabel or her 

mother thought that I, an Army veteran, was too old. And her mother didnôt like 

preachers either.  I donôt remember now whether or not I dated Lois, but a week or so 

later, I asked Isabel out again and she consented. She never told me why she first refused. 

 Before long, we were dating regularly, and in the Fall, when she was back to 

school for her senior year and I was working at The Eton Shop on Broad Street, we 

would meet after school on the corner at Broad and State Street, at the center of Trenton 

where she had to change buses to get home to West Trenton.  

 She would also accompany us when Chuck, Walt and I went to various churches 

to sing as The Zulker Gospel Trio, accompanied on the piano by Ginny Wright who at 

that time was dating Chuck.  We started to sing 

 together in the Spring of 1947 shortly after  

we had all returned from military service.  

Waltôs girlfriend, Miriam Waldt also traveled  

with us from time to time. Later, Walt married  

Miriam, Chuck married Ginny, and I married  

Isabel. 

 

 Though I had purchased a real old Willys automobile in the Summer of 1947, I 

sold it and purchased a 1935 Plymouth from Isabelôs father in the late summer of 1948. 

1948 ï SPRING AND SUMMER 

 I kept working at the Eton Shop for a while where I had been promoted to 

salesman, but then took a summer job at the Trenton State Hospital as a night attendant 

in the mental wards.  Just why, I donôt know.  I think that I wanted daytimes free to start 

the Trenton Youth Center. TSH was a mental hospital.  But I had a free room, though just 

a dinky little hot and stuffy one, and I had the daytime free whenever I wasnôt sleeping 

and that gave me time to be involved with YFC and the Youth Center..  After a nightôs 

work, I would drive a mile or so first thing in the morning to Isabelôs home and meet her 

for just a few minutes before she had to catch the school bus. 

 The job at the Hospital was the worst that I have ever had.  Two of us attendants 

were locked in a ward with about twenty or thirty patients, many of whom could be quite 

hostile at times.  Some were often boisterous and vulgar while others quite docile and 

friendly.  One deranged patient had a unique plan to catch mice, by leaving food in an 

open  paper bag alongside his bed.  He would wait until the mouse was in it then close the 

bag, kill the mouse and eat it.  Another became so unruly that one of the attendants 

B-day February 9, 1930 

 



23 

punished him by putting him in the shower and alternating hot and cold water on him.  I 

found out that many of the attendants were troubled individuals; some were alcoholics 

who worked only long enough to earn enough to satisfy their addictions.  They would 

then go and get drunk and lose their jobs.  But then, they would move on to another town, 

apply to another mental institution, state their experience and get a job.  The cycle 

continued with some of them telling me of the various institutions where they had 

worked.  It was too much for me so I quit in just a few weeks. 

 Unfortunately, Rev. Geren left the Church of the Open Bible in the early Summer 

of 1948 and I decided to attend the Central Baptist Church in Trenton. My decision 

created a separation between Ger and me that was never overcome.  It was further 

widened when I was ordained as a Presbyterian minister.  Though there were never any 

disparaging words between us, Geren never acknowledged the validity of my ministry as 

a Presbyterian. Never did he invite me to preach for him at the Shadyrest Bible 

Conference. 

 A similar development occurred later on with Rev. David Allen, pastor of Central 

Baptist.  While I was attending Eastern Baptist College, at his recommendation, 

everything was ok, but when I joined the Presbyterian Church, he terminated our 

relationship. He, too, never invited me to preach for him despite the numerous other 

places where I was invited to preach. 

 Early in the Spring of 1948 I started to open the Trenton Youth For Christ Youth 

Center.  We rented a third floor at Front and South Broad Street just a block from the 

center of town.  I wanted a place for Christian young people to gather, meet with other 

Christians, play games, have something to eat and study the Bible.  A lot of work needed 

to be done in the very large room over a store of the first floor, and a beauty shop on the 

second.  We were able to get an electrical shop to donate supplies and another to donate 

paint.  Some of the young people gathered to help us get started.   

 

 

 
Dave Boyer Playing sax      Dave  Boyer  

  1948       2014 

 

 

 

 We planned our Grand Opening on Memorial Day, 1948, which was the first 

Anniversary of Trenton YFC.  We had another parade through town and met outside the 

Center for the dedication service.  Rev. Ralph Boyer and musical family were there along 

with the Mayor of Trenton. For more detailed information see my report on TRENTON 

YOUTH FOR CHRIST that is found in my papers. There is a list of the speakers we had 

during the year and a half from May 1947 to August 1948 

1948 SUMMER 

 In the summer of 1948 took a job at the Trenton Rescue Mission because I 

wanted to find out the inner workings of the mission being that I was planning to enter 

the Christian ministry.  I moved into the Mission and slept in a large third floor open 

dorm room with the other men.  My job was to drive one of the trucks that picked up old 

clothes, newspapers, and etc. that were then sold to benefit the mission.  It was very 

interesting.  After breakfast each morning, one of the men, some former drunkards and 
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some current ones, would accompany me on the truck as we headed out to various 

communities both in New Jersey and Pennsylvania.  Many homes saved newspapers for 

us and we tried to collect the most on our truck in competition with the others..   

 After breakfast and a brief devotional around the tables, a paper-bag lunch was 

given to us which we could eat whenever and wherever we wanted.  Sitting by the side of 

the road one day having lunch, I didnôt notice the patch of poison ivy surrounding me, but 

I sure found out by the next morning.  I can still feel the pain that stayed with me too 

long, particularly at night as I slept in the stifling heat of the third floor dormitory room at 

the Mission.  By the end the summer, I was out of there, but before that, my father gave 

me an ultimatum.  It seems that some of the neighbors had missed seeing me and asked 

him where I was living.  He reluctantly and embarrassingly had to tell them that I was 

living at the Rescue Mission.  He thought that they wouldnôt understand my purpose.  

Not liking that, he strongly suggested that I come home or else pack up everything I 

owned and stay there.  I moved back home. 

1948   (Age 21) 

 During that summer of ô48, I was being encouraged by various speakers at YFC 

to attend college.  At first, I was not enthusiastic about it because I was enjoying my 

Directorship of Youth for Christ, was interested in getting the Trenton Youth Center in 

full operation, and was involved with our ministry as The Zulker Gospel Trio with Chuck 

and Walt.  I liked preaching and the study of the Scriptures.  Never a good student in high 

school and always interested in the actual practice of things rather than theory, I was 

afraid of having to deal with too much background and not enough of actual experience.  

Nevertheless, in my preaching, I was becoming aware of how little I really knew and how 

much I really needed a college education if I were to be effective in ministry.  So, 

reluctantly at first, I applied to Bob Jones University in Greenville, South Carolina.  A 

good friend, Ernie Csato had attended there as had Lois Haley, my long-ago high school 

girl friend.   

 The University had just moved from Cleveland, Tennessee to a new large campus 

with all new buildings.  It was anxious to enlarge its enrollment and was accepting the GI 

educational benefits granted military veterans.  It seemed unlikely that they would accept  

my poor high school credits but they might look favorably upon my experience in Youth 

For Christ.  With as many letters of recommendation that I could secure from the YFC 

speakers I had personally met and from a couple of local pastors, I mailed a very late 

application for admission.  Surprisingly, I was approved with the understanding that I 

would start right away.  I mean, in about three weeks.  Apparently, my new found faith 

and my experience in leading YFC in Frankfurt, Germany and Trenton, NJ worked to my 

favor.   

 Announcing that brother Walt would become the Director and that brother Chuck 

would lead the musical program, I packed up all my personal possessions in my 1935 

Plymouth in September and headed south.   

 

Bill at Bob Jones Univ. 
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1948 - Fall  (Age almost 22) ï ATTENDANCE AT BOB JONES UNIVERSITY 

 When I arrived at Bob Jones University in Greenville, SC in September, I was 

impressed with all that I saw except for the fact that the University had admitted too 

many male students and had run out of dorm rooms.  Because I was one of the last to 

apply, my ñdormò was an old used pre-war travel trailer (made in the 1930ôs), one of ten 

or twenty grouped together at the back end of the campus. I was assigned to a trailer with 

two upper-class students who apparently had volunteered for the assignment and were 

glad to help this military veteran, and ñolderò student make the adjustment to college life 

ï particularly as designed by Dr. Bob Jones, the Founder.  I do not remember their names 

but both were extremely helpful and kind to me.   

 The pre-war trailer had two bunks, an upper and lower, and a temporary bed that 

was made when the table was lowered to the same level.  I was given the upper bunk.  

During the day, the table served as a working desk.  A ñbathhouse-toilet roomò was 

located nearby and served all the men in the trailer camp.  Having been in the Army, I did 

not mind the accommodations except that the trailer was very hot during the day and 

night in the typical weather of South Carolina. 

 Before or at the end of the first semester, I was moved into one of the new dorms 

ï quite an improvement.  It was overcrowded, however, with five students in a room with 

a three-tiered bunk bed on one side and a double bunk bed on the other.  Each room had a 

sink which was very convenient and the washroom with showers and toilets just down the 

hall.  It was a clever idea that helped eliminate the morning rush to get ready for breakfast 

which everyone was required to attend, whether or not they ate.  

 We had to rise at 6:30 am and be at the Dining Commons at 7:00 am where all 

3000 students sat at assigned tables.  At one end was an upper-level dining room for the 

President and his invited guests.  If he was not there, another administrator, professor or 

guest welcomed everyone and gave the morning grace.  As waiters served the tables, we 

had to wait until our host or hostess gave the signal before we could begin to eat.  Then, 

as we finished, announcements for the day were given from the upper dining room.  Our 

host or hostess then gave permission for us to leave the table only after everyone at the 

table had finished.  Such style!!!  One wonders today how many colleges could get away 

with such behavioral regulations.  But frankly, it did us no harm and helped us learn the 

etiquette that would often be needed in later life.  Personally, I am grateful for it. 

 Before classes began at 8:00 am, we returned to our rooms to be sure that our 

beds were made-up, everything picked up off the floor, the sink cleaned and the room left 

in perfect condition.  The dorm supervisors checked each room and gave out demerits for 

infractions.  I am proud to say that though demerits were freely given for just about 

everything, I did not incur a single one during my year there.  I was also older (hopefully 

more mature) than most of the students and was in favor of a life-style that seemed to me 

quite in keeping with Scriptural teaching. Military training experience paid off as well, 

for I had learned to take orders. 

 
        Doctor Harry Ironsides 

         and  

        Ma Sunday, wife of  

        Billy Sunday  

 

       
Rodeheaver Auditorium 
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 Down the hall, a few doors from our room was one of the study-halls provided on 

each floor of the dorm.  Absolute silence prevailed.  We spent a lot of time there because 

of the crowded condition of our rooms, but I also managed to do a lot of studying while 

sitting on my bed.  At the close of the day, before the required ñlights outñ at 10:00 pm, 

the students in three rooms would meet together for devotions and prayer.  It was a 

special time for me.  I remember just three of the students by name:  Guy Corigliano of 

New Jersey with whom I renewed acquaintance in 2000, Don Baker, a real conscientious 

Christian with a wonderful mild spirit, and Bill Brown who later became one of the 

crusade directors with the Billy Graham ministry.  In 1960, when the Graham Crusades 

were held in Philadelphia, Bill and I renewed our friendship as we met together in his 

office on 15
th
 Street.  At this Graham Crusade, I was asked to read the Scriptures on a 

Sunday afternoon in the large John F. Kennedy Memorial Stadium which was then 

known as the Municipal Stadium.  100.000 people were in attendance for this meeting. 

 Dr. Bob Jones, the founder of the University, was a famous old-time Southern 

evangelist turned educator.  He was about 65 years old at the time I was there and had a 

son, Dr. Bob, Jr. a Vice-President of the University, who was well educated, culturally 

minded and as well-respected as his father.  They had recruited a highly qualified faculty 

and loyal staff ready to abide by their every wish.  It was somewhat eerie in that everyone 

seemed in total agreement with clear cut goals and well-designed strategies to achieve 

them.  It was the Founderôs philosophy and rule, that if you were unhappy there and were 

prone to complain about things, then you should leave ï voluntarily or otherwise.   

 Though BJU has frequently been criticized through the years, most of the 

criticism I have heard has been from those who have never been there.  The students, 

faculty and staff were extremely happy and content, and the success of the institution is 

remarkable. 

 Because I was planning for Christian ministry, I was considered one of Dr. Bobôs 

ñpreacher boys.ò  The class of about 200 by that name was taught by a remarkable young 

26-year old Ph.D. professor, Robert Schaper.  What a marvel he was.  He was also Dean 

of Men and became one of my models in life and ministry.  Though I left the University 

at the end of that year, I have never forgotten his marvelous Christian witness and 

influence.  It was not until 1988 that our paths crossed again when I visited Fuller 

Seminary in California and unexpectedly bumped into him on the pathway.  He had been 

serving there as a professor for many years after having left BJU.  Greeting us as 

strangers, he introduced himself ï filling me with many emotions at the moment. 

 The class teaching was also shared by Dr. Monroe Parker, another great preacher 

who some years later became President of Pillsbury College in the South.  On several 

Sundays each semester, the preacher boys, including me, were required to participate in 

gospel teams that traveled to nearby churches.  It was a good experience for me 

 Bob Jones believed that cleanliness was next to godliness and made sure that not 

only was every room clean and tidy each morning. But all sidewalks were also swept 

each morning.   

 Some of the widely-known regulations which were often criticized by outsiders 

related to male/female relations.  All dating was restricted to the Dating Parlor located in 

the Social Center Building.  There was to be no physical touching between the sexes and 

there was none! What happened off-campus can only be surmised.  Of course, there was 

no dancing, smoking, drinking or going to the movies allowed.  Shakespearean plays and 
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other dramas were performed by the University as part of our cultural education but off-

campus theater attendance of any sort was prohibited. 

 Shortly after arriving at the University, I met Dave Kocher, a fellow who had 

been in the Army with me in Germany.  I sold him my 1935 Plymouth and was now 

without a car until the Fall of 1952, after we were married. 

 Isabel, who had started in the nursing program at Philadelphia General Hospital, 

and I kept writing to each other, not knowing what our futures would be.  At 

Thanksgiving, I decided to travel home to Trenton and then visit her in Philly.  On the 

Saturday after Thanksgiving ï [I think the Army and Navy game was being played that 

day], I took her to the Walnut Street Theater to see the stage play ñHarveyò.  I have often 

thought that it was Jimmy Stewart who was on stage for that performance, but I am not 

sure.  After the show, I took Isabel back to the Hospital and hitch-hiked back to 

Greenville, South Carolina.   

 Very late at night, I was standing on the highway in Washington, DC, right by the 

Treasury Building when a man stopped his car and offered me a ride.  When he asked me 

where I was headed and I replied Bob Jones University in Greenville, South Carolina, he 

told me he was a golfer and knew Bobby Jones only as a golfer and not a preacher. They 

were not the same person, of course. But he was apparently impressed with me and my 

sense of Christian calling for he paid for my supper later on and took me all the way to 

Pinehurst, North Carolina, where he was going for a golf vacation.  Finally, I got back to 

the University campus. 

 I was very impressed with BJU because of its high standards, its unapologetic 

Christian stance and the strong emphasis upon culture and the arts.  The Shakespearean 

plays, the concert series, the Sunday afternoon musical programs called ñVespersñ, and 

the annual Bible conference with world-renowned preachers and speakers like Dr. Harry 

Ironsides, Ma Sunday, and Dr. John R. Rice of Sword of the Lord ministries, were 

unforgettable and made an indelible impression upon me.   

 Because of the good musical training I had received in high school from Miss 

Louise Baird, a superb musician and teacher who took great interest in me, from my 

mother, and from the Gerens, in addition to the experience I had with our YFC quartet in 

Germany and the Zulker Gospel Trio, I auditioned and was selected to become a member 

of the Bob Jones University Radio Double Quartet, singing bass for their Sunday 

afternoon broadcasts.  The vocal teacher, Mr. David Barnes was one of the best. 

1949 Summer   (age 22) 

 At the end of my Freshman year at Bob Jones University, I returned home to 

Trenton and lived with Mother and Dad at 135 Independence Avenue.  I was re-

employed by Mr. Levin at the Eton Menôs and Boysô Shop as a clothing salesman.  If I 

had not felt called to the Gospel Ministry, I believe I would have continued in a similar 

business.    

1949 ï September 

For some reason or reasons not entirely clear at the present, 

I decided not to return to BJU in the fall and applied to The Kingôs 

College in New Castle, Delaware.  Actually, it was quite a way 

south of New Castle on a country road that led toward Delaware 

City, one of the smallest towns ever. Later, it was purchase by 

Tidewater Oil Company and developed into an oil refinery.  

Percy and Ruth Crawford 
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Bill meeting 

Isabel at State 

and Broad 

Trenton, after 

school 

 in 1948 

 Kingôs, founded by the radio evangelist, Dr. Percy Crawford, was a very small 

college in comparison to BJU, and was more like Crawfordôs summer camp Pinebrook, 

located in the Poconoôs. [Pinebrook was the place where Isabel gave her life to Christ] 

Everything at Kings seemed to be in contrast to the quality and excellence at BJU. The 

dorm was an old mansion in poor condition, the campus poorly maintained, the students 

often acted in ways that would have meant expulsion at BJU, and there seemed to be very 

little administrative control. Regulations were at a minimum, and academic standards 

hardly existing.  Students seemed to be totally on their own, and I felt a lack of 

spirituality.  I was not the only one who was distressed.  There were two other former 

BJU students who shared with me their deep concern.  In fact, the three of us often had 

prayer together asking the Lord to take more control.  

  All this is not to say, however, that Dr. Crawford, his wife Ruth and many of the 

faculty were not deeply spiritual and trying to do their best in establishing a Christ-

centered college.  But, there did not seem to be the proper leadership on campus needed 

at the time to fulfill their dreams or mine. Of course, Dr. Crawford was not able to be 

there on campus because of his other ministries in evangelism, radio, camps, and 

bookstore I do recall having three very good professors: an old previously retired religion 

and language scholar who really knew his field; an English Professor ï Charles Davies ï 

who did his best to convince me of the value of learning literature; and a music teacher, 

Ms. Jean Whittaker who introduced us to and took us to the Philadelphia Orchestra at the 

Academy of Music.  We actually had seats in the upper level of the Proscenium Box, now 

occupied by organ pipes.  Eleven years later, when I was employed as Director of 

Admissions at Eastern College, Jean had become the Registrar at Eastern and was the one 

who had been handling all admissions up to that time.  We continued serving together in 

the Administration for several years until she got married and retired. 

 While at Kings I met Sam Seymour, tenor soloist with Dr. Percy Crawford and 

the Young Peopleôs Church of the Air quartet, the Ohman Trumpet Trio and Hilda 

Schmeiser, soloist. On Sunday evenings after I had been in Trenton for the weekend, I 

would go to 46
th
 and Market Streets in Philadelphia where Crawford was telecasting his 

program ñYouth On The Marchò at 10:00 pm.  Afterwards, I would hitch a ride with the 

Ohmans back to the Kingôs campus in Delaware.  We became friends.  Sam Seymour and 

I later attended Temple University School of Theology together and he also became my 

assistant in the pastorate in later years.   

 On one Sunday evening at the telecast, I was standing in a studio overlooking the 

program in a studio below and got talking with a preacher-man standing there too.  He 

told me he was the father of the musical director Shorty Yeaworth whom I already knew 

from YFC.  Dr. Yeaworth was the minister of the Bethany Temple Presbyterian Church 

where several years later I became the minister.  We too became friends through the years 

and when I was graduating from Seminary he invited 

me to become his assistant in a church in Cincinnati, 

Ohio where he had gone after leaving Bethany. But I 

continued at Bethany Temple and became the minister. 

 At Christmas 1949, when I went home for the 

holidays, I became ill.  It may have had something to 

do with my distress at college. Expressing my concern 

to my pastor, Rev.David W. Allen at Central Baptist 
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Church in Trenton, he suggested that I look into the Collegiate Division at the Eastern 

Baptist Theological Seminary in Philadelphia, PA.   

 But the most important event of that year was on Christmas Day when I gave 

Isabel an engagement ring. It resulted in our marriage continuing for 69
th
 years in 2019, 

and we are not yet finished!    

1950 ï January   (Age 23) 

I enrolled in January 1950, taking a train from Trenton to the Seminary and 

residing in a room on the fourth floor. When I went to the Seminary to apply, I was 

ushered to the office of Dr. Joseph Bowman, Registrar. He looked at my papers and saw 

that I was twenty-three years old, an Army veteran with a very poor record in high 

school.  I had finished one year at Bob Jones University with good grades and one 

semester at the Kingôs College with an incomplete transcript due to my illness that 

prevented me from finishing the courses.  In my favor was my pastorôs recommendation 

and my preaching experience and my work with Youth For Christ.  Nevertheless, as I sat 

there waiting for a decision, I was quite worried. 

 Dr. Bowman indicated that he would have to talk with other members of the 

Admissions Committee and he excused himself.  It was a long wait for me, but in a short 

time he came back.  Approval was granted even though the semester had started and I 

was to begin immediately. Whew! 

 Though I was classified as a second year student in the college, my roommate was 

an upper-class student in the seminary.  Rev. Andy Anderson was the Pastor of a church 

in the coal region of Pennsylvania and came to the Seminary four days a week. He taught 

me a lot about study habits. The Seminary and College were quite unique in that a student 

attended the Collegiate Division for four years followed by three years in the Seminary.  

At the end of seven years, two degrees ï Bachelor of Arts and a Bachelor of Divinity ï 

were awarded at graduation.  Happily for me, this arrangement was changed in 1952 

allowing the Bachelor of Arts degree to be awarded at the end of four years. I continued 

my studies at Eastern.   

In my growing up years as a child and then teenager, I had little or no interest in 

school. I was far more interested in working and thoroughly enjoyed meeting people in 

the adult world in this manner. But when I went to BJU I became excited about all the 

things I could learn if only I read and studied. Professors like Dr. Robert Shaper 

impressed me with all their knowledge, and I was greatly challenged. Upon arriving at 

Eastern this challenge continued through such professors as Dr. Robert C. Campbell, Dr. 

J. Wesley Ingles, Mr. Joseph Bowman, Dr. Alexander Gregolia 

and others. I became hooked on education at the age of twenty-

three even though I never became a scholar!   

 Isabel and I had continued our relationship even though I 

had gone away to Bob Jones University, The Kingôs College and 

now Eastern Baptist Seminary. When I had started at BJU, she had 

begun studies in the Nursing School at the Philadelphia General 

Hospital from which her sister Eva had graduated.  But during her 

second year she dropped out of the school and on Christmas Day 

1949 I gave her an engagement ring.  At the end of my second 

year of College we decided to get married. 
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Bill in pulpit at  

Linwood Community 

Church 

 

June 1950    (Age 23) 

 On June 10, Isabel and I were married at the Presbyterian Church, in West 

Trenton, N. J.  She had attended that church all her life and lived just three or four blocks 

away.  My grandfather, Rev. Walter H. Ott of Linwood, NJ performed the ceremony.  

Isabelôs brother John sang. 

 For our honeymoon, we caught the train and went to New York City.  We had no 

idea where we would stay, but as soon as we got off the train, we were met by someone 

(a salesman) who suggested The Claridge Hotel right on Times Square.  We took up the 

offer (so innocent) and found a suitable place right across from the famous Astor Hotel.   

 Upon returning from our honeymoon, we went to Philadelphia where I had sub-

let, from an upper-class student, a small one-room with bath efficiency apartment for 

married students in Eastern Hall at 63
rd

 and City Line Avenue. It was operated by the 

Eastern Baptist Theological Seminary and was ñour first homeñ.  We knew we would 

have to move out at the end of the summer, but that would give us three months to find a 

suitable place.  Neither Isabel nor I had a job, but I found one at a nearby apartment 

complex, The Seville, on Montgomery Avenue in Bala Cynwyd.  We did not have a car, 

but I was able to catch a bus to work.  I was employed by the Superintendent of the 

Apartments to assist in the cleaning of the halls, garages and grounds because he had 

been injured and not able to work.  It provided enough income to put food on the table 

and pay for the rent. 

 Within three weeks time, my grandfather, Rev. Walter H. Ott, founder and 

minister of the Linwood Community Church, Linwood, NJ was taken ill with another 

heart attack. The doctor told him that he could not preach for several weeks and must 

rest.  Granddad then asked me to substitute for him on Sundays until I had to return to 

school in September.  The church would not be able to pay me but my Aunt Josephine 

and Uncle Eugene Berry would provide a place for us to live without cost.  They were 

both very active in granddadós church conducting the music and playing the piano for the 

services. 

They invited us to room with them during that time in one of 

the small ï really small ï bedrooms on the second floor of 

their Cape Cod style home at 105 Linden Avenue, 

Pleasantville, NJ about five miles from the church.  It was the 

very same house in which I was born.  My Mother and Dad 

had purchased the home from the Searôs catalog in the early 

1920ôs and had it constructed there.     

 Aunt Jo and Uncle Gene bought it when Dad was 

transferred to Cape May Court House, NJ by his employer, Gulf 

Oil Corporation. 

 Isabel and I were then offered summer jobs with the American Stores by a good 

friend of the Grandpaôs, Mr. Marty Ney, who was a regional manager.  Isabel caught the 

bus to the Ocean City store and I was assigned to the Somers Point store.  We ate our 

meals with Aunt Jo and Uncle Gene and I conducted the worship services on Wednesday 

night and Sundays at the church.   

Fall 1950   (Age 23) 

 In September we returned to the Seminary and found a third-floor apartment in 

North Philadelphia, in the manse of the Oak Lane Presbyterian Church at 6635 North 11
th
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Street where the Reverend John Henry Strock was the minister.  The ñapartment ñ-so 

called ï consisted of a bedroom, a sitting room, a bath, and another room which served as 

our kitchen. It did not have a stove or a sink.  At that time, as a Methodist turned Baptist, 

now living in a Presbyterian ministerôs home, I had no idea that someday I would not 

only be ordained a Presbyterian minister, would be a guest minister in this church, and 

would also be elected Moderator of the Philadelphia Presbytery in 1978, an honor granted 

only one minister or elder each year ï a potential pool of more than 500 persons. 

 To get to the Seminary each day, I had to catch three different bus lines, and often 

wait in the rain and snow.  While waiting for one transfer in Germantown, about the 

middle of my trip, I saw a small menôs and boysô clothing store, Cherryôs on 

Germantown Avenue and applied for a job.  Because of my earlier experience at The 

Eton Shop, I landed the job and worked there through the Fall of 1950 until after 

Christmas.   

 Isabel found employment at the Philadelphia Life Insurance Company at 111 

North Broad Street in the very center of Philadelphia.  She caught a bus each day to 

Broad and Olney and then transferred to the Broad Street Subway.  Both of us spent 

considerable time traveling each day. 

January 1951   (Now married ï 24 years old) 

 The trip to Eastern Seminary each day was too far and too much for me.  So, 

looking for something closer we found another third-floor apartment in the home of Mr. 

and Mrs. Charles Phenna at 918 North 64
th
 Street in West Philadelphia, about eight 

blocks from the Seminary 

 
 

   Isabel on porch at 918 64
th
 Street 

 

     Mr. Phenna was an engineer on a Merchant Ship and sailed most  

   of ten months a year.  He had a two-month vacation which meant  

   that we didnôt see him very often.  When he was home he sat in his 

   big comfortable chair. Mrs. Phenna moved among the social class 

of the Main Line and had her own friends.  She was very kind to us in many ways but 

always distant. Living on the third floor, we had to use their front entrance and went 

through the living room, At times, when someone was visiting Mrs. Phenna, we felt 

strange interrupting them.  Nevertheless, our stay there for two and a half years was a 

pleasant one. 

 We still did not have a car at that time and had no way to pay for one. Isabel had 

to get a bus on 63
rd

 Street, just a block away to her job in center city but she still had to 

transfer to the elevated-subway train at 63
rd

 and Market Street.   

 I walked back and forth to the Seminary for my college-level classes.  I was still 

on the GI Bill of Rights paying for my education and receiving the allowable stipend for 

a veteran ï which I forget.(Recently I read a newspaper report that in December 1945 

Congress approved payment of up to $500.00 a year for a veteranôs education with a 

subsistence allowance of $65.00 a month, if single, and $90.00 per month, if married.  

What it was in 1950 I donôt recall but with the addition of Isabelós salary we managed to 

get through. .  

1952 -   

As often as we could, we got a bus or the train and traveled back home to 
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Trenton, NJ to see our parents. When there, we worshipped with my parents at the 

Central Baptist Church where the Rev. David W. Allen was the pastor.  Dad had become 

the sexton there and at the time, it seemed that I would enter the Baptist ministry.  

Though I had been brought up as a Methodist, I now decided to join Central Baptist.  

Shortly, thereafter, I was licensed to preach by the church on October 5, 1952.  It was a 

validation by the church of my call to Christian service.   

 On August 16, 1952 my grandfather, Rev. Walter Haseltine Ott passed away.  It 

was a very sad time for me because I felt so close to him.  He had given me my first 

opportunity to preach at the Linwood Community Church, Linwood, NJ, of which he was 

the founder.  The day after he died I had to preach at the Central Baptist Church in 

Trenton ï not an easy thing to do.  Then on Monday was the viewing and the funeral on 

Tuesday at granddadôs church.  I conducted the service though there were seven other 

ministers in attendance including the well-known Bible teacher, Dr. David W. Allen, of 

Hazel Park, Michigan, whom granddad had won to the Lord. 

 Though I had not yet been to Seminary, I was invited to speak at different 

churches at this time.  I recently found some of the dates in an old date book. 

June 9, 1952 ï Bethana Bible Conference 

June 15, 1952 ï Shadyrest Bible Conference, Chesterfield, PA ï Rev. Virgil Geren 

July 27, 1952 ï Oxford Valley Chapel, Oxford Valley, PA ï Rev. Phillip Weiss  

August 17, 1952 ï Central Baptist Church, Trenton, NJ 

August 24, 1952 ï Sunday School lesson at Central Baptist 

September 5, 1952 ï Central Baptist Church, Trenton, NJ 

October 26, 1952 ï St. Johnôs Methodist Church, (music by the Zulker Trio)  

December 7, 1952 ï Hammonton Baptist Church, NJ (Zulker trio) 

March 3, 1953 ï Frankford Baptist Church, Phila.. (Zulker Trio) 

March 15, 1953 ï South Broad Street Baptist ï Preach 

 Sometime during this year, in order to earn more money to pay our bills, I became 

the part-time janitor/sexton at the South Broad Street Baptist Church, Broad and Reed 

Streets in South Philadelphia. It was a dying church with an Eastern Seminary Student as 

Pastor ï Dave Lydecker.  I had to catch a bus from our apartment at 918  64
th
 Street to 

63
rd

 and Market, then get an elevated train to Center City Philadelphia, and then the 

Subway to South Philadelphia, and then walk a few blocks to the church. The job kept 

food on the table.  One Sunday morning, I got the furnace going and after changing 

clothes I preached at the morning worship service. 

 On one occasion I arrived at the church to find two detectives from the Police 

Department inside.  Somehow, without my knowledge, they had obtained a warrant to 

enter and had set up a communications center there in order to tap wires to an adjoining 

residence suspected of being a drug center.  I had surprised them as they thought no one 

was in the church during the week, at least not until an evening service.  

  Near the end of my second year at Eastern Baptist located at City Line and 

Lancaster Avenues in West Philadelphia, our President, Dr. Gilbert Guffin announced 

that a new campus had been purchased in St. Davidôs, PA and that the Collegiate 

Division would move there in September. That would be my senior year. Somehow, I 

would need to find a way to get there from our apartment at the Phennaôs.  My brother 

Walt bought a car for me. That also provided a way for me to get a job at the Thomas 

Wynne Apartments (110 apts.) in Wynnewood, PA, an apartment complex being 
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constructed. During the summer, I worked as an Evening Desk Clerk and somewhat 

security person at the entrance. Also, whenever I could, I washed windows there as 

apartments were ready for new tenants. It gave me some much needed extra money.  On 

some mornings, I began to wash windows as early as 5:30 am as soon as it was light 

enough. 

1953   (Age 26) 

 While I was still a college student, Isabel and I had been attending various 

churches to hear preachers that I might not get to hear when once I became a minister.  

One of them was Dr. Donald Grey Barnhouse, minister at the Tenth Presbyterian Church 

in Philadelphia and the well-known radio Bible Teacher. (In later years I was the guest 

minister in this church on several occasions)  A classmate, John 

Horton, also encouraged me to read Lorraine Boettnerôs book The 

Reformed Doctrine of Predestination.  I soon realized that I had 

embraced Covenant Theology and began to think of attending the 

Reformed Episcopal Seminary rather than Eastern Baptist Seminary. 

I applied and was accepted.  (From that time on, my Baptist pastor, 

Rev. David W. Allen had nothing to do with me.  And even when I 

was later ordained as a Presbyterian minister, he never invited me to 

preach in his church).   

A BIG, BIG  CHANGE IN MY LIFE AND MINISTRY  

 During the spring of my senior year at Eastern Baptist College in 1953, one of the 

chapel speakers was the Reverend Robert Beach Cunningham, minister at the Bethany 

Temple Presbyterian Church in Philadelphia.  I missed chapel that day but was surprised 

when so many students talked excitedly about the speaker.  I thought that we had better 

go hear him at the church on Sunday.  

At the time, having been brought up a Methodist and then having become a part 

of an independent Bible Church, then a Baptist, I had no idea that other Presbyterians 

besides Dr. Donald Grey Barnhouse were so evangelical. As previously stated, we had 

attended the Tenth Presbyterian Church in Philadelphia on several occasions to hear him, 

but we thought that he stood alone. But on Sunday, when Isabel and I attended Bethany 

Temple and heard Rev. Cunningham we were pleasantly surprised. Then, on the 

following Tuesday evening he showed up at our third-floor in-house apartment and 

showed real interest in us.  Again, we were surprised, for we were only students ñpassing 

through townò as it were.  We went back again to the church every Sunday and 

Wednesday evenings as well. At the door, Rev Cunningham often expressed how busy he 

was ï leaving me with the impression that he might consider me as an assistant. 

 Sharing this information with Dr. George Claghorn, my professor of Philosophy 

and the Dean at Eastern Baptist College, he encouraged me to meet with Rev. 

Cunningham and offer myself for employment.  Cunningham asked me to preach for him 

on Sunday evening, June 28, 1953, following which he presented me with a very nice 

New Testament, which I still have and treasure.  It was my first sermon in the church 

where later I would become the senior pastor. I spoke on Hebrews, Chapter four with the 

topic ñThe Word of God Is Quick and Powerful.ò At that time, Rev. Cunningham 

informed me that a decision on employment would have to wait until summer was over.  

My, oh, my, what anxious summer months they were. 

 As I waited, and having completed my college studies, I applied for admission to 
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the Reformed Episcopal Theological Seminary at 43
rd

 and Chestnut Streets in 

Philadelphia, and was accepted.  Our landlady, Mrs. Phenna, also informed us that she 

expected to move.  So, Isabel and I then found a second-floor apartment at 116 South 43
rd

 

Street, just a half block from the Seminary.  I could walk to classes and she could get the 

bus a block away on the corner of 43
rd

 and Chestnut Street to her job in the city with the 

Philadelphia Life Insurance Company at 111 North Broad Street. In the evening the bus 

stopped at 43
rd

 and Walnut, one block away in the other direction. On May 18, 1953 I 

graduated from Eastern Baptist College, St. Davids, Pa with a Bachelor of Arts degree.  

The Commencement Exercises (as they were then called) were held at The Baptist 

Temple at Broad and Berks Streets in Philadelphia in its large sanctuary. There were 23 

students in the graduating class.   

 During the summer of 1953, I sold health insurance in the Philadelphia area from 

a company located at Broad and Columbia Streets, (now a part of Temple University), 

until I realized that the company was taking advantage of the poor.  The idea was to 

enroll them in the program with just a small first monthôs premium, which was my salary. 

The company seemed to care less as to whether or not the buyer would be able to keep-up 

regular payments. It seemed to me that many could not. I thought that the company knew 

it and was unethical, so I quit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BETHANY TEMPLE PRSBYTERIAN CHURCH  

In the middle of September 1953, after classes had begun, Rev. Cunningham 

informed me that I had been approved by the Session of the Bethany Temple Presbyterian 

Church and could begin as the Assistant to the Minister. My salary was around $1580.00 

for the year.  I think his salary was around $7,000. Plus the manse. On his first visit with 

us we had been living on the third floor of the home of the Phennaôs which was 

beautifully furnished. Because we did not have a separate entrance, our visitors had to 

enter the Phennaôs home and ascend the stairs to our rooms.  They were large but filled 

only with second hand furniture that we had begged, borrowed or purchased at a thrift 

shop.  Nevertheless, it was nice. But when I started at RE Seminary the apartment on 43
rd

 

Street was run-down and quite a contrast to what we had earlier. Rev. Cunningham 

visited us there to tell me I had been employed, but he showed that he was quite 

dismayed that ñhisò assistant would be living in such a place.   

 Before several months passed, we moved to a very nice, large twin home at 450 

South 50
th
 Street, (sharing expenses with another seminary student). The house was 

owned by a Physician who had offices on the ground floor with a side entrance.  We 

joined with Ron Zorn and his wife and young daughter, in sharing the first floor living 

room, dining room and kitchen, and then each of us took two bedrooms on the second 

floor with a shared bath. 

 Ron did not stay at RE Seminary after the end of the school year which meant that 

because of the expense of the house we had to look for another place, this time at 5401 

Angora Terrace, a nice first-floor apartment.  (We lived there until I had graduated from 



35 

Seminary, was ordained, and was called as Minister at Bethany Temple, all in June 1956. 

We then moved into the Church-Manse, a large, stone, single house with driveway and 

yard right next to the Church, 5339 Spruce Street in Philadelphia. There were still just the 

two of us ï our first child Beth was not born until September 22).   

December 10 - William Allen Marshall was born  

1954   (Age 27) 

 In addition to hearing the Bible teaching of Dr. Donald Grey Barnhouse, and 

being influenced by a Presbyterian classmate, I was now serving as a seminarian in one 

of the largest and finest Presbyterian churches with a great evangelical heritage. It was 

founded by John Wanamaker about whom I would later write a book  Several of my 

seminary professors like Dr. G. Hall Todd and Dr. George Handy Wailes at RE and Dr. 

Andrew W. Blackwood at Temple School of Theology were Presbyterian. Then too, Dr. 

Robert Rudolph, my Professor of Theology at RE was a strong proponent of Reformed 

Theology which I embraced with enthusiasm.  As a result, I then decided to become a 

Presbyterian. With the suggestion by Rev. Cunningham that I not join Bethany Temple 

because I was employed there and it might affect proper evaluation of my work, I spoke 

with Dr. G. Hall Todd, one of my professors at RE Seminary and Minister of the Arch 

Street Presbyterian Church in Philadelphia.  He understood the problem, agreed with 

Rev. Cunningham and invited me to join Arch Street. It would be understood that I could 

not, however, attend there and that I would continue serving and worshipping at Bethany 

Temple.  I was received into the membership of Arch Street Church in the Fall of 1954.  

James Lawrence Mellon Sr. November 14
th
.  

1955   (Age 28) 

  After six months as a member of a Presbyterian church, the minimum time 

allowed by Presbyterian law, The Philadelphia Presbytery received me on March 8, 1955. 

As a Candidate for the Christian Ministry in the Presbyterian Church of the United States 

of America.  The next step was to take the formal written examinations leading to 

Licensure preceding Ordination.  I passed the exams and formally was licensed by the 

Philadelphia Presbytery on April 9, 1956 at a service at the Chambers Memorial 

Presbyterian Church on South Broad Street, Philadelphia.  The church was named after 

Dr. John Chambers, Philadelphiaôs best known minister in the middle of the nineteenth 

century. Little did I know at the time that it had been John Chambers who was 

instrumental in leading John Wanamaker to the Lord and that some years later I would be 

an occasional preacher in this church and, in writing a biography of Wanamaker, tell also 

about Dr. Chambers. 

 The Candidates Committee of the Presbytery advised me to attend a ñPresbyterian 

Approvedò Seminary instead of Reformed Episcopal and suggested Princeton Seminary 

or Temple University School of Theology.  Because Isabel and I did not want to move 

and I did not want to give up my job at Bethany Temple or have to commute to New 

Jersey, I chose Temple in North Philadelphia.  I began there in my Senior year.  This was 

now the fifth academic institution I attended during my first seven years of study for the 

ministry.  (That would not be the end). 

  In the fall of 1955, Rev. Cunningham resigned as minister of Bethany Temple in 

order to accept a position with the Presbyterian Board of Evangelism in New York City.  

When he left, the Presbytery assigned Dr. Earl Ziegler as the interim minister.  His full-

time work was as an editor with the Presbytery Board of Education.  He preached on 
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Sunday morning and evening at Bethany Temple but requested me to conduct most of the 

worship services, lead and speak at the Wednesday evening Prayer Meetings, meet with 

all the committees of the church, oversee the Sunday School and the Youth programs as 

well as make hospital and home visits. All this during my senior year in seminary!  It was 

a very, very busy time of my life.  Nevertheless, I graduated and actually received the 

School of Theology Preaching Award presented by Dr. Ross Stover, Philadelphiaôs 

famous Lutheran Pastor and Preacher, and my professor. We became friends..  

 Sometime about March 1960, the search committee at Bethany Temple, seeking a 

permanent minister since October, realized that I would be graduating from Seminary and 

would be available for a call to a church.  They began to evaluate my experience with 

them over the previous three years and extended a call to me. They knew that the 

Ministerial Relations Committee of the Philadelphia Presbytery would have to approve 

before final approval could be given by the Presbytery.  Unfortunately, the chairman of 

the MR committee was against this action.  He knew that I had been a Presbyterian for 

less than three years, had not attended a Presbyterian Seminary, was only 29 years old 

and he felt that I was too inexperienced to become the minister of such a large church.  

He was older, more experienced and his church had about 500-600 members.  He refused 

to let the committee approve the call, but they didnôt reject it either. But his committee 

would not permit the church to officially meet or extend a call at that time.  

 He knew, however, that other churches and ministers would feel threatened in 

similar situations if the MR committee flatly rejected the request of the church, so he 

came up with another idea. He suggested that Bethany Temple be allowed to employ me 

as Stated Supply Minister (temporary) for a period of six months after which the 

congregation would then hold a congregational meeting and vote.  He thought that by that 

time, the people would know that I was not adequately qualified for the task. In the 

meantime, however, I was permitted to proceed with ordination and to begin full-time 

ministry at the church. 

1956  June 14 & 22   (Age 29)  

 On June 14, 1956 I graduated from Temple 

University School of Theology with the S.T.B (Sacred 

Theology Bachelor) degree. Having passed the Presbyterian 

ordination examinations, I was ordained by the Presbytery of 

Philadelphia on June 22, 1956, as a minister in the 

Presbyterian Church in the United States.  The service was 

held at Bethany Temple Presbyterian Church where I then 

officially began my ministry.  Dr. 

Zeigler finished his work as Interim 

Minister and I was in full charge. My 

salary was $5500.00 a year plus use of the Manse. I was now a full-

time minister with a large congregation of about 1200-1300, but 

serving as Stated Supply, not yet officially installed as ñThe 

Ministerò of Bethany Temple.  In July, we moved into the Manse at 

5339 Spruce Street adjoining the church.  

Beth was born on September 22 at the Presbyterian Hospital in 

Philadelphia.    
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1957   (Age 30)    

 During the six months of my full-time ministry, the congregation increased their 

determination that God was leading both them and me to a permanent ministry. So when 

the Ministerial Committee allowed the congregation to meet, I was called, the Presbytery  

approved and I was formally installed on February 20, 1957, the Service of Installation 

being another highlight of my life.    

 Not much changed for me (not even my salary) as I was already preaching at all 

services ï one on Sunday morning, one in the evening, one at the Mid-week Prayer 

Meeting on Wednesdays, conducting weddings, funerals and making pastoral and 

hospital calls. Before long, however, I sensed the need and employed two seminarians as 

part-time studentôs assistants ï Paul Randolph and Bruce Giles.  Both entered the 

ministry though Paul took up other employment after a while.  When they finished their 

studies, I employed Rev. Samuel J. Seymour as a full-time Assistant.  We had been 

classmates at Temple School of Theology after which he had begun ministry in a 

Methodist church in Maryland John Vesper Jr. was born April 29
th
.  

Chaplain of the Philadelphia JAYCEES -1957-59 
 One of the community organizations I was involved in while I was at Bethany 

Temple was the Philadelphia Junior Chamber of Commerce, later known simply as The 

JCôs, where I served as one of the chaplains.  This was an organization of young men in 

business, each of whom had the potential to become very successful in either business or 

the community.  They met once a week for lunch at the best restaurants such as 

Bookbinders on 15
th
 street and at each meeting a prayer was given one of us chaplains.  

An interesting age limitation was set at thirty-six after which one could not belong.  It 

kept the organization moving forward with new ideas and leadership, a thought for the 

church to consider.   

 

  

 

 

 

1958   (Age 31)      Lacandon  hut   Bill & Ginny boarding plane 

 In February, I had a wonderful experience traveling to Mexico to visit the 

ministry of the Wycliffe Bible Translators.  Because Isabel was expecting a baby and did 

not want to travel under such conditions, my sister Ginny accompanied me.  We met two 

other ministers and their wives at the Wycliffe Center in Mexico City for introductory 

meetings.  While there we toured the city, the Cathedral at Guadalupe, the Xochimilco 

Gardens, the nearby pyramids, and ancient ruins.  Then we flew south to the Missionary 

Jungle Camp near the Guatemalan border, and deep into the jungle to see the Bible 

translation work of the missionaries putting the Scriptures into the language of the 

Indians.  Because of the lack of toilet facilities in the jungle, only the three men were 

permitted to walk through the forest to the village of the Lacandonôs where we stayed 

overnight in a thatch-roofed hut with mahogany wood-slat sides.  We met missionary Phil 

Baer who with his wife had been ministering there for fourteen years without a convert.  

What dedication! General Director Ben Elson and jungle-camp Director Earl Adams 

made a strong impression upon me.  It was also there that I was introduced to the Mission 

aviation Fellowship pilots and mechanics who played such an important part in flying 


