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This book is autobiographical and briefly describe my life's journey. Unlike most books by

Bahá'í writers from a Christian background,, this book describes how I learned far more about

Christianity since I became a Bahá'í.



South-southwest of Pago Pago by Bill Hyman Introduction You will find many of the personal

stories in this book interesting. Some are from before I became a Bahá’í. Most of the Bahá’í

stories have been posted on Bahá’í forums. They were well received so I decided to share

them with a wider readership. When I became a Bahá’í I immediately realized that it was my

duty to bring its healing message to others and I have tried to do that for the past fifty years. I

am an impassioned Bahá’í teacher so the primary purpose of this book is to teach my faith to

Christians in the hope that they will develop enough interest to investigate it seriously for

themselves. In my experience there have been many books written by Bahá’ís, who came from

a solid Christian background; Christ and Bahá’u’lláh, written by George Townsend, for

example, and So Great a Cause by Kenneth D. Stephens. This book is really not one of them

as, although my background was Christian, since becoming a Bahá’í I have a better

understanding of His Holiness Jesus Christ than I did when I was a Christian, and far more

knowledge of the Bible. The first person who told me about the Bahá’í Faith, had been a

Methodist minister before his conversion. The secondary purpose for this book is to help

Bahá’ís teach Christians. Many of the questions answered are questions Christians typically

ask Bahá’ís. I met my Bahá’í wife, Jane, at a Bahá’í fireside (an introductory meeting). We were

both Bahá’ís at the time. Before we were married we knew that we would be going somewhere

together to teach our faith. We were living in Morristown, New Jersey, in the USA. Goals were

set during a nine-year plan of the governing body of the Bahá’í Faith, The Universal House of

Justice. The seat of the Universal House of Justice is on Mount Carmel in Haifa, Israel. One of

the USA goals was for two English-speaking pioneers to relocate to Western Samoa. We filled

those goals. Jane left her job as a computer programmer for Hoffmann LaRoche and I left mine

as a customer engineer for IBM. We paid our own expenses for the relocation and took with us

what little savings we had. That sufficed until we managed to earn a small income locally. Jane

taught school and I fixed televisions. As a direct result of a newspaper article I wrote entitled

“Could Christ Have Already Returned?” we lost our visa to stay in Western Samoa. The article

included the prophecies, which Jesus left us about when He would return but made no mention

of the Bahá’í Faith. It is included later in this book. We moved to American Samoa where we

had two sons. American Samoa, although a different country, has the same national governing

body as (Western) Samoa, the National Spiritual Assembly of the Bahá’ís of Samoa, Inc.Jane

passed on to the next world four years ago. My house is seven miles South-southwest of the

village of Pago Pago, which is at the head of the Pago Pago Harbor, and is where I wrote this

book, and why I chose its title. It is not normally realized but the capital island of American

Samoa, Tutuila, is on top of one of the highest mountains in the world, if you measure its height

from it base, at the bottom of the Pacific Ocean to its peak. It is actually a large extinct volcano.

Tutuila is the caldera of the volcano. Winds from the southeast, now called the trade winds,

have slowly eroded part of the wall forming Pago Pago Harbor, aided by occasional tsunamis.

Small sea creatures formed coral, which gave us a base for our flat land. Fifteen years ago, I

decided to erect a low power analog television station to better enable proclamation of the

Bahá’í Faith. This was a personal initiative supported by local commercial advertising during

sporting events, particularly rugby. It has had no religious funding. Its call-sign is K11UU-D. The

cable company carried the signal. People who can afford cable are the only advertisers

although most of the viewers watch over the air. The over the air viewers cannot afford cable or

advertising support. If I were not a Bahá’í the station could have made me rich, but due to the

Bahá’í law prohibiting the consumption of alcohol, I decided it would be hypocritical to



advertise beer. This automatically cut off seventy-five percent of available revenue but the

station has survived. After I retired from managing Island Business Center, a print shop and

office supply store, it gave me an adequate income. After losing a lot of money making a full-

length Samoan movie, with local people who were not trustworthy, I had to sell the station, to

pay debts. Criminal charges are still pending. It was a relief when the Seventh Day Adventist

Church bought it. I had converted it from a single analog channel to 4 digital channels and part

of the sales agreement was that I would be able to broadcast on Channel 11/2 so I still have

available the means to promote my faith. The cable carried channel went to the SDA so my

channel is only transmitted over the air, except when Moana Cable supports me by carrying

most of the sports. We are presently in negotiation to get my channel 24/7 cable carriage which

should allow it to regain its financial viability. Presently it is losing money but not much. It

survives with an influx from my retirement income. Many of the theological essays in this book

were prepared for TV presentations and have no direct, or chronological link, to the stories of

my life, but I am hoping that they mean enough to you to investigate further. The stories and

the theology are the two sides of the coin of my life. I would be happy to receive your views on

either. Chapter 1My Early Years I was born in London, England, twenty minutes before my

twin brother Laurence. During World War II we were evacuated first to a foster home in

Cornwall then to a foster home in Cheshire. My older sister, Maureen was evacuated to Wales.

When I was seven years of age the war was over and we joined our family back in Balham,

London, near Clapham Common. Maureen was eleven. My mother was a non-practicing

Christian Baptist who occasionally attended a Spiritualist church. She was a communications

operator and could type Morse code at forty words per minute while carrying on a

conversation. She encouraged me to become a communications technician. She was a loving

parent but as she was on shift work we often did not see her for days at a time. We sometimes

met her coming home from work at the Clapham South underground station and walked the

quarter of a mile to our home on Alderbrook road with her. She smoked two packs of cigarettes

a day. My father managed a post office. He was a non-practicing Jew who occasionally

attended soccer games. We often played in the bombed-out buildings near our house. There

were still bomb shelters standing on the roads. When they were demolished we found that the

glass outside corner glass light fixtures made beautiful cheese dishes. At eleven years old my

twin brother and I chose different secondary schools to attend. His school was in Tooting and

mine was Emanuel School, near Clapham Junction. Emanuel School was a public school

which in England means it considers itself elite, due to its royal foundation and its historical

significance. It had many of the idiosyncrasies which are portrayed in movies about public

schools like Harrow or Eton. It had strict discipline and corporal punishment. Pump, (his initials

were WSH – a war acronym for Water Supplied Here) the deputy headmaster, would

administer a cane to a bare butt for major offenses like not appearing at detention. He was a

kind and considerate man but discipline had to be maintained. Authority filtered down to the

prefects. There were two levels, house prefects, who were chosen by one of the eight

competing houses and school prefects who had more authority, and were chosen by the school

staff. My house was called Marlborough. I never did get my colors, a special house tie for

athletic or academic achievement. If a school prefect saw you pass a piece of litter on the

ground, he could immediately sentence you to detention or even make you bend down and use

a gym shoe on your butt. I was small for my age and a target for bullying. Luckily my

classmates felt sorry for me and organized the “Willyites” where Willy, which is what I was

called, was the chief and their mission was to defend Willy from the “Gestapo” which was

comprised of reformed bullies who found it more fun to kidnap Willy and hide him from the



Willyites than beating him up. On some occasions I would be kidnapped and put into the coal

chute where I would slide into a dark cellar and had to hunt for daylight to extricate myself. One

day they stuffed me into a waste paper basket and deposited me under the German teacher’s

desk. I was supposed to be in my English class. The German teacher was a no-nonsense

educator known for his discipline. He knew something was up as soon as he entered the

classroom. He could see the smiles and where most were gazing. I was terrified. He looked

under his desk and saw my predicament. He must have had a sense of humor after all. 
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my life, but I am hoping that they mean enough to you to investigate further. The stories and

the theology are the two sides of the coin of my life. I would be happy to receive your views on

either. Chapter 1My Early Years I was born in London, England, twenty minutes before my

twin brother Laurence. During World War II we were evacuated first to a foster home in

Cornwall then to a foster home in Cheshire. My older sister, Maureen was evacuated to Wales.

When I was seven years of age the war was over and we joined our family back in Balham,

London, near Clapham Common. Maureen was eleven. My mother was a non-practicing

Christian Baptist who occasionally attended a Spiritualist church. She was a communications

operator and could type Morse code at forty words per minute while carrying on a

conversation. She encouraged me to become a communications technician. She was a loving

parent but as she was on shift work we often did not see her for days at a time. We sometimes

met her coming home from work at the Clapham South underground station and walked the

quarter of a mile to our home on Alderbrook road with her. She smoked two packs of cigarettes

a day. My father managed a post office. He was a non-practicing Jew who occasionally

attended soccer games. We often played in the bombed-out buildings near our house. There

were still bomb shelters standing on the roads. When they were demolished we found that the

glass outside corner glass light fixtures made beautiful cheese dishes. At eleven years old my

twin brother and I chose different secondary schools to attend. His school was in Tooting and

mine was Emanuel School, near Clapham Junction. Emanuel School was a public school

which in England means it considers itself elite, due to its royal foundation and its historical

significance. It had many of the idiosyncrasies which are portrayed in movies about public
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athletic or academic achievement. If a school prefect saw you pass a piece of litter on the

ground, he could immediately sentence you to detention or even make you bend down and use

a gym shoe on your butt. I was small for my age and a target for bullying. Luckily my

classmates felt sorry for me and organized the “Willyites” where Willy, which is what I was

called, was the chief and their mission was to defend Willy from the “Gestapo” which was

comprised of reformed bullies who found it more fun to kidnap Willy and hide him from the

Willyites than beating him up. On some occasions I would be kidnapped and put into the coal

chute where I would slide into a dark cellar and had to hunt for daylight to extricate myself. One

day they stuffed me into a waste paper basket and deposited me under the German teacher’s

desk. I was supposed to be in my English class. The German teacher was a no-nonsense

educator known for his discipline. He knew something was up as soon as he entered the

classroom. He could see the smiles and where most were gazing. I was terrified. He looked

under his desk and saw my predicament. He must have had a sense of humor after all. “Willy!

What are you doing under there? Get out and go to your class.” It made a lot of noise banging

from side to side and up and down until I managed to roll forward out of his desk and fall over

on my side to a fetal position where I extricated my posterior from the interior of the waste

basket, before getting up and walking out, to the amusement of all those present. I was given

detention from my English teacher for being late but still considered myself lucky. Another time

I was spotted unaccompanied by a couple of the Gestapo and a chase began. I ducked into

the cloak room just beneath the music room. The music teacher was renowned for his

strictness and everyone was scared of him. He sometimes meandered down the corridors with

his gown held behind his back like a rooster’s tail with his nose in the air slowly turning his

head from side to side looking for trouble just like a dinosaur would look for prey. He must have

heard the Gestapo chase and came down to investigate. I saw him enter the cloak room and

decided to hide. I cocooned myself inside a hanging raincoat. Its hem just reached the floor so

my shoes could not be seen. He slowly walked up every aisle and brushed against my cocoon.

Frightened I made every effort to breathe with no noise. After two minutes of eternity he left. I

stayed cocooned for another five minutes in case he was surveying my escape route. I

consider that experience my major academic achievement. It was this music teacher who

introduced me to Handel’s “Messiah.” My whole class had to sing it. Every year the school choir

would offer it in concert and it slowly became one of my favorite musical

creations. Chapter 2The Messiah My music teacher instilled fear but I will ever be

grateful to him for introducing me to Handel’s “Messiah” which I came to love and will for

eternity. George Frideric Handel’s “Messiah” is more inspirational now, as a Bahá’í than it was

when I was a Christian. Handel was Christian and he wrote the music. Most of the original

words were selected from the Bible by a Christian preacher named Charles Jennens,

(1700-1773). “Messiah” was first performed in Dublin, Ireland in April 1742. The original

performance changed several times over the years, sometimes to suit the voices of particular

soloists. Occasionally whole sections were replaced. Much of the Messiah is prophetic and the

reason I like it more now, as a Bahá’í, than when I was a Christian, is that I consider most of

the prophecies do not prophecy the Messiah but are prophecies of the Second Coming, the

coming of His Holiness Bahá’u’lláh. I also appreciate better, the verses that refer to the First

Coming. Let us start with the most popular of Handel’s renditions, “The Hallelujah Chorus.”The

words are quoted from Revelation 19:6, 11:15 and 19:16. Although the words mention Christ it

is obvious to me that they refer to the Second Coming as the chorus is telling us of a time

when He will reign for ever and ever. In Revelation 19:12 it refers to a new name, which I

consider is the name of Bahá’u’lláh, Who is a return of the Christ spirit. Bahá’í scripture tells us



that Bahá’u’lláh will exert influence on the world for half a million years, which I consider is

close enough to “for ever and ever.” Many of the quotations used in the beginning of the

“Messiah” are from Isaiah chapter 40. There are alternative interpretations but I consider that

one of the keys that this chapter refers to Bahá’u’lláh is in verse 5, which says, “and the glory

of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it together.” “glory of the Lord” probably

refers to Bahá’u’lláh, Whose name means “The Glory of God,” and “all flesh shall see it

together:” means to me that it is a message for all human beings on our planet. When arias

refer to all nations I think it refers to our modern world and not limited to the nations known at

the time of Jesus. “Who may abide the day of His coming?” is from the Old Testament and

could be asking a question about the First or Second Coming. It seems to me to be asking the

question of which Jews would remain firm in their covenant and be able to accept the Messiah

and also which Christians would remain firm in their covenant and be able to accept

Bahá’u’lláh. “O thou that tellest good tiding to Zion,” appears to refer to Jesus and is beautifully

rendered. You will note that it is from the Old Testament where the Messiah’s name was

prophesied to be “Emmanuel” which means “God with us.” This was an impediment to many

Jews as they expected Emmanuel to appear but the Christians did not use that name. The

song could refer to both Jesus and Bahá’u’lláh as it refers to the First Coming of Jesus to the

Holy Land, or “Zion” where Bahá’u’lláh also served most of His forty-year ministry. The

mountains are described and this reminds me that the Bahá’í World Centre is on one of them,

Mount Carmel, often referred to as God’s holy mountain. The “Glory of the Lord” is mentioned

again which is a translation of the Arabic name Bahá’u’lláh. The Bible quotation “Darkness

shall cover the world but the Glory of God will come,” is one powerful aria. It tells us that the

world will get much darker than it is right now if we continue to ignore the Glory of God, His

Holiness Bahá’u’lláh, and follow His directives. We have a choice. Choose Him now or let God’s

chastisement bring unimaginable horrors and choose Him later. Peace will come, as it is the

will of God as promised in all the Holy Books, but when it will come is up to us. “For unto us a

child is born,” is from Isaiah 9:6 and is often used by Christians at Christmas time, but I

consider the son born is actually Bahá’u’lláh. The quotation goes on to say, “and the

government shall be upon his shoulder.” Jesus divorced Himself from government saying, as

recorded in Matthew, Mark and Luke, “Render unto Caesar that which is Caesar’s and unto

God that which is God’s!” Bahá’u’lláh’s teachings refer to government and He was the first to

talk about a New World Order. Jesus could be referred to by some of the other titles mentioned

but I consider that He was definitely the Son of God and not the Father mentioned in the Isaiah

quotation used for this aria. Bahá’ís believe that Bahá’u’lláh came with the title of the Father.

This can be confusing as sometimes it appears in the New Testament that the word “Father” is

also used as the name for the essence of God. The title, “Prince of Peace” is hard to tie to the

First Coming of Christ, although not impossible. It could be interpreted as “peace of mind.” In

Matthew 10:34 the Bible quotes Jesus as saying, “Think not that I am come to send peace on

earth: I came not to send peace, but a sword.” “Prince of Peace” fits Bahá’u’lláh much better as

all His teachings are centered on issues of world peace and harmony. Another reason I

consider that this refrain does not refer to Jesus is that the child was born to “us.” As Joseph

was not the father of Jesus I consider that it more likely refers to a child which had two

parents. I hope that the Christian tradition of using this work will extend to Bahá’ís and around

Bahá’u’lláh’s birthday, November 12th, every year, they will perform a concert explaining the

prophecies of the Bible passages used. Christians love this work and will love it even more

when they realize the prophecies of the Second Coming have also been fulfilled. Chapter

3Secular and Spiritual Education There was a Church of England very close to my home. I



started attending its youth group to meet people and I learned to play table-tennis, which is a

sport I still enjoy and have played in most of the countries I have lived. Some spiritual guidance

was given and I was invited to join the church choir. I earned two pennies for a practice and a

penny for a service. When I had reached ten pence I lost interest and never did receive those

funds. During the same period there was a worship service at my school every morning. Jews

had to file in after the service, with late comers, to listen to the notices. My local vicar

suggested I take confirmation classes. At twelve years old I was baptized and confirmed. I told

the vicar that I did not think I was ready for these ceremonies but he managed to talk me into it.

He was not liked by his peers, because he was a member of the Communist party, but that

meant little to me at the time. He was later defrocked for adultery. My parents separated when I

was thirteen and my father went to stay with his brother who had a bar in Balbriggan in

Northern Ireland. My uncle’s bar was in the center of town on a cross road. There were three

bars on three of the corners and an off-license on the fourth. My father used to yell a lot and

did not give us the impression of being a very loving person, but as he mellowed towards the

end of his life I found him to be more caring and intelligent, than I did when I was growing up.

When we were fourteen Laurence and I flew for the first time to Ireland, on a Douglas DC3

airplane that had a middle walk-way and two seats on each side. In Ireland we learned how to

wash beer glasses and pour beer with just the right amount of froth. Two shoeless girls, Nan

and Mock, showed us how to milk their cows. I became a Sunday School teacher in a church of

another Christian sect about a mile from my house. My main interest was a girl who was also a

Sunday School teacher. I did not totally believe some of the set lessons I was teaching the kids.

I had the view that providing some guidance for them was better than them not getting

guidance, so I continued until I moved to Cornwall. Sometimes I wonder how many ministers

followed their calling, for the same reason, and how many wish they had not. After my move I

still prayed but attended no church. My prayer was, “God, if you exist and there is a true

religion, let me find it.” I imagined it might be a small church somewhere, maybe in Africa,

which I might eventually discover. Chapter 4Leaving Home I was not a model student but

somehow squeaked by with General Certificate of Education “O” level passes in general

science, mathematics and French, which was just enough to allow me to proceed to the Cable

& Wireless Engineering School in Porthcurno, Cornwall, when I was fifteen. I was surprised I

failed English and also that I had passed French. I expect that I would have failed French if I

had not memorized a corrected essay and adapted it to fit an assigned subject. My brother

Laurence stayed in school and managed to pass a couple of General Certificate of Education

“A” level courses and joined the BBC as a technician responsible for planning and building

apparatus for televising scientific principles. His talents led to several patents, including a

transparent pressure pump where you can see paper burn by pressing the plunger, and a

small static electricity device where sparks were generated by turning a handle which rotated a

modified 45 rpm vinyl recording disc. He sold them as kits, and I still have one. His whole

career was at the BBC. We became much closer as adults. He was agnostic but said if he were

to choose a religion it would be the Bahá’í Faith. I thought he might be trying to please me by

saying this, but his son, Samuel, confirmed his opinion, and even studied it himself to some

extent. The course at the Engineering School included basic electronics, Morse and teletype

code and communications receivers and transmitters. Everything was tubes then. In England

we called them valves. When I was sixteen I remember being presented with a bottle of cider

for being the only student who passed a twenty wpm Morse code test. I still remember Morse

code, and passed a test a few years ago to get a technician’s certificate for amateur radio.

Leonard, my son, also got a license, without the Morse, but neither of us has been on air yet. I



still have an old transmitter so it is on my “To do” list. At eighteen I completed my training and

was sent to Barbados, in the West Indies. After a year in Barbados, I was transferred to Brazil

then Bermuda and finally Trinidad. I developed a love of steel band music and rum. I imported

a steel drum set to American Samoa thinking that Samoans like drums and if they could play a

tune on them they would like them better, but it has not taken off yet. I can bang out a tune or

two but I have no real musical talent. A couple of Samoans have shown talent but did not

persevere. In Barbados a friend and I decided to walk around the island, on the main road, a

distance of about sixty miles. On Mile and a Quarter Hill we gave up having completed forty-

five miles. It was in the middle of the night and we had to pay a taxi to take us home. I was

nineteen when I worked in Brazil. I knew no Portuguese and stayed in a hotel in Rio Grande

where no-one spoke English. The climate was very cold after being in the West Indies. Monday

evenings there was always a power cut so I could not even play my stereo or read. It was

always an early night. It was a very lonely time in my life. After a few months I was transferred

to Bahia and that was a lot more enjoyable. It was bigger and there were more things to do. I

bought a Jawa motorcycle and made excursions to the countryside outside of the town. After a

few months there, I was happy to be transferred to Bermuda, an English-speaking community,

which was where I turned twenty-one, and celebrated by taking Oona, a Scottish nurse, out

dancing. We went to a black night club and I remember being given the advice that I should

keep my hands on her or someone else would. The music was great. After eighteen months in

Bermuda I was transferred to Trinidad. When I was just about to leave Trinidad for furlough in

England, I had to sell my Triumph Speed Twin Motorcycle. I saw a newspaper article

describing a motorcycle race and thought I might find a buyer there. As I drove in I was asked if

I would be racing. I said, “No, I just came to find a buyer for my motorcycle.” “Well, why don’t

you race it so we can see how it goes? Have you ever raced before?” “No.” “Then we’ll put you

with the novices. “ The track was about a quarter of a mile with four short straights and four

right angle corners. They used a gun to start the race, which could not be heard above the

roar of the engines. We had to look for the smoke. I got to the first corner first. It had to be

taken similar to speedway with my inside foot down and letting the rear wheel drift. I won the

five-lap race by 100 yards, but no-one wanted to buy my bike. A newspaper headline read,

“Daredevil Englishman Races Next Sunday.” He did, but was put with the experts. Into the first

bend I was second, but the leader took it too fast and hit the outside fence. The fence made a

bridge across a ditch and he carried on the race outside the track and got back on the track

through a gate, still ahead of me. It was a ten-lap race and I did not think I had much chance of

catching the leader so I took it easy, maybe too easy. On the eighth lap my rear wheel drifted

out too far and my bike fell, breaking off the clutch lever so I could not get going again and had

to retire. The Port of Spain riders had beaten the San Fernando riders so we went to San

Fernando to celebrate. Quite a lot of liquor flowed. On the way back, I was not used to carrying

a pillion passenger and took a turn too fast and landed in a field with the bike on my back,

burning a hole from the exhaust pipe into the back of my left leg. My passenger was not injured

and managed to move the bike off my leg. I had a near death experience at the time. I was

calmly looking down on the scene from about eight feet in the air. I guess it was not my time. I

had not heard of Bahá’u’lláh yet. The burn took about a year to heal. I was on leave in England

for three months before being stationed to Jamaica where I worked at the radio receiving

station doing equipment maintenance and controlling radio communication with other

countries. It was my job to decide when to change from the day-time frequencies to the lower

night-time frequencies and communicate with all parties concerned, usually by teletype, so

there was as little downtime as possible. I lived near Hope Gardens in Kingston Jamaica and



had three motorcycles, a Vincent 1000, a 500 Norton twin, and a 197 cc DOT trials bike. They

were all licensed for the road. I used the Vincent, which I had bought in Jamaica, for longer

runs, the Norton around town and the DOT for short runs and unpaved locations. I was the

first person to climb Blue Mountain on that DOT. Blue Mountain is 7402 feet high. Ice forms at

night in rain barrels at the top of the mountain where there was a little shed. Later we

organized a race to the peak of the mountain and several other riders conquered the peak. We

slept in the shed. There was a path all the way up with very steep switchbacks. We had to

slowly run into the mountain and manhandle the front wheels onto the next part of the

switchback. One day I was using my DOT (Devoid of Trouble) on the highway. It was raining

hard and there were many puddles on the road. I put my feet out in front of me so that they

would not get continually drenched. A police car drove around me and braked immediately in

front, not leaving me any decent breaking distance. I had to go around the police car. The

driver drove alongside and forced me off the road. The policeman told me to park the bike and

get inside his Land Rover. I told him I couldn’t. He yelled a little louder and I responded a little

louder. I couldn’t. “Why not?!!!” “It does not have a stand.” He took the bike and wheeled it to

lean against a wall and I got into his car for a trip to the Spanish Town jail. They took my

bootlaces and belt so I would not hang myself and put me in a long cell which had a white

painted brick stage attached to the back wall, probably for sleeping on. I was the only one in

the cell and it stank of Jeyes antiseptic fluid. There was one small barred window. I sat on the

stage and tried to suck some fresh air through the window. It was still raining profusely. Soon a

young Jamaican man was put in the cell with me. I asked him why he was there. He said, “Dem

say me teef some board.” (Translation: They say I stole some wood.) I said, “Did you?” He

responded, “No mon, I give me girl fren ten dolla for da board, but last time I see she, she got

new boy fren and new shoes.” The cell slowly filled up. I was asked why I was in there. I said, “I

killed a cop.” I was treated with a lot of respect. They soon released me, but I was charged with

dangerous driving, convicted and fined. On appeal the fine was reduced. My motorcycling

friends decided to drive a 500-mile rally around Jamaica. A Chinese Jamaican friend, had a

BSA 650 Rocket and I rode my Vincent 998 c.c. There were about eight of us. We stopped in a

petrol station, near Ocho Rios, but found that it was not functioning. A passing police car saw

us and was suspicious. He saw that one of the pumps had been dislodged and thought we

might have damaged it. I told him that we had only stopped for petrol and had nothing to do

with the damage so he went on his way. The week before I had hit a sheep at twenty miles an

hour and got pretty well skinned up when I fell from the bike. On this trip I hit a goat at 70 miles

per hour. It bent my front fender but was hit by the main engine block. It rolled into the ditch so I

kept riding. I expect the goat died.     

Chapter 4Leaving Home I was not a model student but somehow squeaked by with General

Certificate of Education “O” level passes in general science, mathematics and French, which

was just enough to allow me to proceed to the Cable & Wireless Engineering School in

Porthcurno, Cornwall, when I was fifteen. I was surprised I failed English and also that I had

passed French. I expect that I would have failed French if I had not memorized a corrected

essay and adapted it to fit an assigned subject. My brother Laurence stayed in school and

managed to pass a couple of General Certificate of Education “A” level courses and joined the

BBC as a technician responsible for planning and building apparatus for televising scientific

principles. His talents led to several patents, including a transparent pressure pump where you

can see paper burn by pressing the plunger, and a small static electricity device where sparks

were generated by turning a handle which rotated a modified 45 rpm vinyl recording disc. He



sold them as kits, and I still have one. His whole career was at the BBC. We became much

closer as adults. He was agnostic but said if he were to choose a religion it would be the Bahá’í

Faith. I thought he might be trying to please me by saying this, but his son, Samuel, confirmed

his opinion, and even studied it himself to some extent. The course at the Engineering School

included basic electronics, Morse and teletype code and communications receivers and

transmitters. Everything was tubes then. In England we called them valves. When I was sixteen

I remember being presented with a bottle of cider for being the only student who passed a

twenty wpm Morse code test. I still remember Morse code, and passed a test a few years ago

to get a technician’s certificate for amateur radio. Leonard, my son, also got a license, without

the Morse, but neither of us has been on air yet. I still have an old transmitter so it is on my “To

do” list. At eighteen I completed my training and was sent to Barbados, in the West Indies. After

a year in Barbados, I was transferred to Brazil then Bermuda and finally Trinidad. I developed a

love of steel band music and rum. I imported a steel drum set to American Samoa thinking that

Samoans like drums and if they could play a tune on them they would like them better, but it

has not taken off yet. I can bang out a tune or two but I have no real musical talent. A couple of

Samoans have shown talent but did not persevere. In Barbados a friend and I decided to walk

around the island, on the main road, a distance of about sixty miles. On Mile and a Quarter Hill

we gave up having completed forty-five miles. It was in the middle of the night and we had to

pay a taxi to take us home. I was nineteen when I worked in Brazil. I knew no Portuguese and

stayed in a hotel in Rio Grande where no-one spoke English. The climate was very cold after

being in the West Indies. Monday evenings there was always a power cut so I could not even

play my stereo or read. It was always an early night. It was a very lonely time in my life. After a

few months I was transferred to Bahia and that was a lot more enjoyable. It was bigger and

there were more things to do. I bought a Jawa motorcycle and made excursions to the

countryside outside of the town. After a few months there, I was happy to be transferred to

Bermuda, an English-speaking community, which was where I turned twenty-one, and

celebrated by taking Oona, a Scottish nurse, out dancing. We went to a black night club and I

remember being given the advice that I should keep my hands on her or someone else would.

The music was great. After eighteen months in Bermuda I was transferred to Trinidad. When I

was just about to leave Trinidad for furlough in England, I had to sell my Triumph Speed Twin

Motorcycle. I saw a newspaper article describing a motorcycle race and thought I might find a

buyer there. As I drove in I was asked if I would be racing. I said, “No, I just came to find a

buyer for my motorcycle.” “Well, why don’t you race it so we can see how it goes? Have you

ever raced before?” “No.” “Then we’ll put you with the novices. “ The track was about a quarter

of a mile with four short straights and four right angle corners. They used a gun to start the

race, which could not be heard above the roar of the engines. We had to look for the smoke. I

got to the first corner first. It had to be taken similar to speedway with my inside foot down and

letting the rear wheel drift. I won the five-lap race by 100 yards, but no-one wanted to buy my

bike. A newspaper headline read, “Daredevil Englishman Races Next Sunday.” He did, but was

put with the experts. Into the first bend I was second, but the leader took it too fast and hit the

outside fence. The fence made a bridge across a ditch and he carried on the race outside the

track and got back on the track through a gate, still ahead of me. It was a ten-lap race and I did

not think I had much chance of catching the leader so I took it easy, maybe too easy. On the

eighth lap my rear wheel drifted out too far and my bike fell, breaking off the clutch lever so I

could not get going again and had to retire. The Port of Spain riders had beaten the San

Fernando riders so we went to San Fernando to celebrate. Quite a lot of liquor flowed. On the

way back, I was not used to carrying a pillion passenger and took a turn too fast and landed in



a field with the bike on my back, burning a hole from the exhaust pipe into the back of my left

leg. My passenger was not injured and managed to move the bike off my leg. I had a near

death experience at the time. I was calmly looking down on the scene from about eight feet in

the air. I guess it was not my time. I had not heard of Bahá’u’lláh yet. The burn took about a

year to heal. I was on leave in England for three months before being stationed to Jamaica

where I worked at the radio receiving station doing equipment maintenance and controlling

radio communication with other countries. It was my job to decide when to change from the day-

time frequencies to the lower night-time frequencies and communicate with all parties

concerned, usually by teletype, so there was as little downtime as possible. I lived near Hope

Gardens in Kingston Jamaica and had three motorcycles, a Vincent 1000, a 500 Norton twin,

and a 197 cc DOT trials bike. They were all licensed for the road. I used the Vincent, which I

had bought in Jamaica, for longer runs, the Norton around town and the DOT for short runs

and unpaved locations. I was the first person to climb Blue Mountain on that DOT. Blue

Mountain is 7402 feet high. Ice forms at night in rain barrels at the top of the mountain where

there was a little shed. Later we organized a race to the peak of the mountain and several

other riders conquered the peak. We slept in the shed. There was a path all the way up with

very steep switchbacks. We had to slowly run into the mountain and manhandle the front

wheels onto the next part of the switchback. One day I was using my DOT (Devoid of Trouble)

on the highway. It was raining hard and there were many puddles on the road. I put my feet out

in front of me so that they would not get continually drenched. A police car drove around me

and braked immediately in front, not leaving me any decent breaking distance. I had to go

around the police car. The driver drove alongside and forced me off the road. The policeman

told me to park the bike and get inside his Land Rover. I told him I couldn’t. He yelled a little

louder and I responded a little louder. I couldn’t. “Why not?!!!” “It does not have a stand.” He

took the bike and wheeled it to lean against a wall and I got into his car for a trip to the Spanish

Town jail. They took my bootlaces and belt so I would not hang myself and put me in a long

cell which had a white painted brick stage attached to the back wall, probably for sleeping on. I

was the only one in the cell and it stank of Jeyes antiseptic fluid. There was one small barred

window. I sat on the stage and tried to suck some fresh air through the window. It was still

raining profusely. Soon a young Jamaican man was put in the cell with me. I asked him why he

was there. He said, “Dem say me teef some board.” (Translation: They say I stole some

wood.) I said, “Did you?” He responded, “No mon, I give me girl fren ten dolla for da board,

but last time I see she, she got new boy fren and new shoes.” The cell slowly filled up. I was

asked why I was in there. I said, “I killed a cop.” I was treated with a lot of respect. They soon

released me, but I was charged with dangerous driving, convicted and fined. On appeal the

fine was reduced. My motorcycling friends decided to drive a 500-mile rally around Jamaica. A

Chinese Jamaican friend, had a BSA 650 Rocket and I rode my Vincent 998 c.c. There were

about eight of us. We stopped in a petrol station, near Ocho Rios, but found that it was not

functioning. A passing police car saw us and was suspicious. He saw that one of the pumps

had been dislodged and thought we might have damaged it. I told him that we had only

stopped for petrol and had nothing to do with the damage so he went on his way. The week

before I had hit a sheep at twenty miles an hour and got pretty well skinned up when I fell from

the bike. On this trip I hit a goat at 70 miles per hour. It bent my front fender but was hit by the

main engine block. It rolled into the ditch so I kept riding. I expect the goat

died. Chapter 5Hurricane Hattie I was twenty-four when Hurricane Hattie hit

British Honduras on October 31, 1961. It got pretty well flattened. I was told to go there and

restore radio communications. I flew via Miami with airfreight to help with the restoration. When



I arrived in Belize, which was the name of the capital of British Honduras at the time, there was

a lot of devastation. The country is now known as Belize and the town of Belize is now Belize

City. Belmopan is the constructed capital, in the center of the country. Boats were in unlikely

places and some houses looked almost unharmed but on their sides. They gave me a room at

the only hotel. The windows had been blown out and there was sand all over. I slept on a bare

mattress with no sheets or pillow. There was a stench from bodies they were burning to avoid

typhoid fever. There was a dusk to dawn curfew, with soldiers ordered to shoot looters. I heard

no gun-shots. The first thing I did was organize local staff to help make both transmit and

receive antennas out of stranded tinned copper cable and string them from the few remaining

roof tops so their radiation patterns would be pointed towards Jamaica which was waiting for

radio signals. Some of the receivers were undamaged but all the transmitters had been

damaged by floodwater. Luckily, they found schematics and by rewiring transformers, and using

wood to jam some of the relays closed, I was able to get one of the transmitters back on air the

first day. I did not have a lot to do after that and got to know and love the Belizean people.

There were two main cultures, the Creoles, descended from African slaves and the Caribs the

original island people. The Creoles were more fun loving and the Caribs more trustworthy and

serious. I could buy local wine fermented in old soda bottles made from local fruits. My favorite

was mango wine and it was only about sixty cents a bottle. I was not a Bahá’í at the time so

there was nothing to stop me from drinking it. While there, the CS Recorder, a Cable and

Wireless cable ship, made a visit. It was a real treat to eat a galley cooked meal with the

captain, and take a relaxing shower. I even played a short game of table tennis, but it was too

cramped to be much fun. I spent two weeks in Belize before returning to Kingston, Jamaica.

Soon after Hattie a temporary village named Hattieville was erected to give shelter to the

homeless. it was still there when I returned, several years later. Chapter 6The

Emigrant. When I was twenty-six years old I decided I wanted to go somewhere myself rather

than have my company send me where it wanted to send me so I became an immigrant from

Jamaica to Canada. I shipped my Vincent motorcycle to Miami and flew to join it. It was on the

Friday afternoon just before Labor Day weekend. I found my bike in a warehouse, on its side,

on top of some sacking. I cleared customs with minutes to spare and tried to start it. I was only

140 pounds at the time and kick-starting a 998 c.c. bike was always a challenge. Sometimes it

would kick back. The ignition would catch a charge and rotate the engine backwards,

transmitting the force through the kick-starter to my leg. I think that bike was the primary

reason my right hip had to be replaced in later life. The fact that the bike had been on its side

for about a month did not help much. It finally started but oil must have flowed into the intake

ports. The whole warehouse filled with thick smoke. As I left a fire truck with blazing sirens was

coming in to investigate. I had to get out before the dock closed for three days so I did not stay

to talk. I got stopped for speeding on I-95. When the policeman saw my Jamaican license

plates he gave me a break. I told him I thought the I-95 sign was the speed limit and I was only

doing ninety. In the state of Georgia, after I had made a bathroom break, my bike would not

start. Fortunately, a country farmer offered me a tow with his pick-up, so I could bump start it.

Unfortunately, the towing-rope kept breaking until I was following his pick-up by about six feet. I

was worried if the bike did start I would run right into his rear. I let go of the rope and, just

before the bike stopped rolling, it burst into life. I had about two seconds to wave my thanks to

the farmer. I had a full tank of gas so I rode without stopping for the next 300 miles before

pulling into a gas station. The owner let me change my magneto armature, one of only two

parts I was carrying with me. The bike started well after that. In Valdosta, Georgia, I stopped to

watch a stock car race. In 1966 segregation meant that black race fans watched from a



different stand to the whites. It was quite a shock to me having lived in the West Indies for

several years, as a member of a minority race. I went as far west as Chicago and met a friend I

had made in Bermuda who had recently married They took me out to dinner and I spent one

night with them. I then headed back east. On the way loud bangs started coming out of the

rear cylinder carburetor. The exhaust valve rocker arm had broken. The only spare I had left

was a spare rocker arm, which is a breeze to replace on a Vincent. It took less than half an

hour on the shoulder of a freeway. I crossed into Canada at Niagara Falls over the Rainbow

Bridge and headed for Guelph, Ontario where I had friends I had met in Jamaica. I started

looking for a job. My first interview was with Burroughs, a computer and office machine

supplier. I did not pass their test. They wanted to know what a receptacle was and I said a

waste paper basket. I was not used to North American names for things. The answer they

wanted was a power socket. I took an extensive test at Dominion Electrohome, a mass

producer of TVs and stereos to see if I could join their engineering division but my electronics

theory was rusty and I was only a technician, not an engineer. I failed that test but I did well in

an IQ test so they offered me a job as a Buyer/Expediter. It became my responsibility to buy

components at a good price and make sure they arrived in time for the production lines. It was

the most challenging job I have ever had. I would often work through lunch hours not even

noticing that no one else was in the office. Every day I went home with knots in my stomach. I

figured I was not getting paid enough for the stress so I told them I needed at least $100 per

week or I would leave. There was no raise, so I contacted Canadian Overseas

Telecommunications Corporation to see if I could return to that field. An interview was

arranged. I had no money for a motel. I rode to Montreal on my motorcycle taking a suit with

me and slept in a small tent. The Federation de Liberté de Quebec was blowing up mailboxes

at the time. In a letter I asked the personnel manager to keep the FLQ at bay. At the interview

he was rather upset with that remark and I told him that if his employers did not have a sense

of humor I did not want a job with them anyway. I guess it could not have been that important. I

got the job. I rode back to Guelph to settle things there before riding back to Montreal. Soon

afterwards an oil pipe disconnected on my bike and the engine seized. I could not afford to fix

it. In fact, I was down to my last dollar after advertising my seized Vincent for sale for $150. The

next day a Vincent enthusiast drove up from Toronto to buy it. I was sorry to see it go, but the

resulting meal was the most welcome event of my life. It was another week before I started

getting a regular paycheck, and I have never been down to my last dollar

since. Chapter 7Rudy the Diver In Montreal I met Rudy. He was one of a kind. He was

a diver by trade and interested in motorcycles. He always wore a woolen beanie. He would go

to races and help out the riders as a mechanic. I was road-racing a 250cc Norton Jubilee at the

time. It was not very competitive but it handled well and I was just a beginner. I prided myself

for having the fasted British bike in the field. I was racing against Bultacos, Yamahas, Hondas

and several other exotic brands. I remember one time my battery was flat just before a race

and Rudi borrowed a battery from one of the fans. He was worth his weight in gold at a

motorcycle event but he was a lonely person and kept showing up when I really did not want to

see him. On one occasion there was a road race 500 miles from Montreal. A friend had space

on his trailer for my bike. Rudy and I had to ride to the track on our road bikes, and it was cold. I

had two jackets on, three pairs of pants, and two pairs of gloves in handlebar mittens. I was still

cold but I could still stand the seventy miles an hour cruising. Rudy had his battle jacket and

another jacket, which I had lent him. He kept wanting to stop, to get warm. We were on a super

highway but he stopped at every rest stop. We were taking far too long. When we sat down he

would pull his small male pet monkey out of his jacket in the restaurant, which always got him



lots of attention, especially from the girls, so these stops always took too much time. The races

were scheduled to start at ten o’clock in the morning and I had doubts that we could make it.

We got to the track with no sleep. Practice was already over. Luckily the Norton started well

and I just managed to make the start. I entered a few half mile dirt-track races when I lived in

Montreal. I got a little prize money but it never covered my expenses. I remember in one race

my BSA 250 just would not get on the cam. Power seemed to be only about seventy percent. I

was way behind the field. Suddenly there was a surge and I accelerated to a speed I had never

experienced, but it fell off soon afterward. It was Yvon Duhamel, a renowned international racer

of motorcycles and snowmobiles. He had put his foot behind my saddle to give me a push

before he went around to lap me. He got black flagged for that. I used that same bike for an

ice race in Quebec. I had someone else ride it for me. three-inch spikes had been bolted to

both wheels. The rider was leading the field when the engine seized. An additive had frozen in

the oil tank and stopped the oil from circulating. I should have warmed it up better. One time I

was having a beer with Rudy and Miguel. Miguel had a beautifully prepared Matchless G50

which he used for half mile flat-track racing. He usually won but always placed. After a few

beers we got into my ‘56 Volkwagen and, as we were leaving, he rolled down the window and

yelled curses at a couple of policemen who were standing in a doorway. I drove off but they had

their car nearby and followed. I turned right and pulled into the curb hoping that they would go

by. They didn’t. They parked behind me, got out, pulled Miguel from the car and started

beating him up. They took us to the station. As we reached it another police officer gave Miguel

a punch in the stomach. They started to search us before putting us into cells. Rudy was

wearing his leather battle jacket. The policeman started putting his hand inside his jacket. Rudy

told the policeman to stop or he might get bitten. The policeman slapped him around the head

yelling, “Don’t get smart with me, creep!” He re-inserted his hand and Rudy yelled with more

insistence, “I have a live monkey in there. It may bight you!” He got another slap around the

head and the policeman put his hand inside. He was bitten by the monkey and left for first aid.

Another policeman searched in my wallet he found a condom that was in there more for hope

than anticipation. He asked me what it was like. I responded with the truth, “I’ve never had any

complaints!” They decided to lock Rudy up with his monkey. It was monkey Heaven. He played

on the bars as if he were in the jungle. Miguel was charged with disturbing the peace and

resisting arrest. Rudy and I were not charged. They let us go early in the morning. At the trial I

testified that Miguel had not been resisting arrest and that the charge was laid just to explain

his lacerations. Miguel was fined for disturbing the peace but got off on the more serious

charge of resisting arrest. Rudy died while diving, investigating a bridge failure at Trois Rivieres.

His monkey must have missed him. At races I did too. Chapter 8Skydiving. One

Montreal experience I will never forget is skydiving. I had thought it would be fun to jump out of

a plane, ever since I had jumped from a tower at the “Boys’ Own” Exhibition in London at the

age of twelve. There I had to put on a harness, which was connected to a rope. The rope ran

over a pulley above, to a bobbin at the base of the tower on which large fan blades were

installed. The rotating fan blades slowed the descent.  It was exciting but I only tried it once.
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