
CHAPTER  1 – BOAT-STAYING PREPARATION 

Before Leaving Shore 

If you read the preface, you recall that I referenced 
the story of Noah and the Ark to share the relationship we 
have to one another’s personal growth and strength.  I also 
offer it to explain this book.   
It should be noted first, however, that there is no recording 
of anyone jumping from the Ark.  Simply put, it appears 
that nobody jumped off the boat.  They were all in it 
together, and they all stayed put. 

Why would someone write a book entitled Nobody 
Jumped Off the Boat?  Would I buy a book with this title?  
Writing a book about life as an African American who has 
been in many settings was a tutorial for me, and many have 
suggested that I should have jumped off the boat more than 
once. 

For whatever reason, God placed me to be born in a 
very segregated town, in Lebanon, Tennessee, where 
African Americans lived in certain communities, and my 
Caucasian brothers and sisters lived in others. I am a 
member of the United Methodist Church, which is ninety-
five percent white and only five percent African American, 
and in other arenas that were largely populated by whites, 
for a great deal of my life.  Given my perspective, I think 
this book will be helpful.    

Before southern schools were integrated in the early 
sixties, I had a little white friend.  There were a few whites 
in the neighborhood I lived in, but it was still at least ninety 
percent black.  At any rate, my little white buddy and I used 



to play together, and we had a great time.  When integration 
came, he and his family left the neighborhood.  This may 
have been because his family felt uncomfortable living with 
African Americans. Integration of public schools suggested 
the beginning of what might spread to everyday life, 
something not yet experienced in American society. Whites 
did not go to school with Blacks.  I believe that living in 
close proximity to Blacks and going to school together was 
just too great an equalizer. 

Nonetheless, I grew up in Lebanon and attended 
Leeman’s Corner School, a two-room school for African 
Americans on the opposite side of town.  Our home did not 
have running water, so we had to tote our own.  We had to 
cut our own firewood, too. All of these things prepared me 
for life. 

Life moved on, and I left Leeman’s Corner to go to 
Market Street Public School when I was ten years old, in 
the sixth grade.  I was sixteen years old when I transferred 
from Wilson County Public School to Lebanon High 
School, my first experience with school integration.  I was 
also one of the first of three African Americans to graduate 
from Lebanon High School.  This was in 1965.   I 
graduated from Philander Smith College in Little Rock, 
Arkansas, a private United Methodist college for African 
Americans, in 1969.  Gloria and I married that August. 

I joined the United States Army right after college. I 
went in with a military platoon that was ninety-five percent 
white and one hundred percent Arkansan. My bunkmate 
was from Mountain Top, Arkansas, and had no previous 
contact with African Americans prior to his induction.  
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Despite what could appear to many as a difficult situation 
given our nation’s history, we really helped one another 
complete basic training.  Fast forward a few more years 
during my military training and I was a ward master over 
eighteen people, both black and white.  In all these 
situations in which I found myself, everyone worked 
together because we were all in it together.  

I move now to my thirty-four years in the church, 
and hope to gain your interest in reading more about 
nobody jumping off the boat. I was blessed to be appointed 
to serve as a district superintendent, what some would refer 
to as a presiding elder or pastoral supervisor, over a number 
of churches for the southeastern district of the United 
Methodist Church. I gave the welcome at my first annual 
meeting as district superintendent in September of 2000 
and said, “I’m Black, and you’re welcome. And you can’t 
do nothin’ about either one of them.” 

I pray that reading this book will open your eyes to 
understanding that we are all in life’s journey together, and 
that this is a blessing to us all. I have now touched on some 
moments, places and situations that I will refer to as boat-
staying preparation.   I also want to say that there are no 
exact formulas to plan where we are going in life, how we 
can best prepare ourselves, or what boats we must or must 
not board to end up as we planned.  What I believe, 
however, is that the base of my boat-staying preparation, 
my ability to keep from jumping off the boat, was my early 
home life.   

I had two parents who worked every single day, and 
this really helped me understand the dynamics of 
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responsibility.  My father was not an educated man, and 
neither was my mother, but both passed on much to me that 
was of extreme value.  I thank my family for preparing me 
for the journey of life.  I will continue to use the boat 
analogy because before we get on the boat, we have to 
prepare ourselves.   

My childhood gave me invaluable preparation.  It 
set my values early on. Some folks relate to the two-parent 
family, and that’s how I grew up. Regardless of your family 
background, however, you must prepare yourself before 
you get on the boat.  

That may sound simplistic, but I really want to 
home in and talk about particular things that I remember. 
I’m an old man now, and I probably should have written 
this book twenty-five years or so ago.  I have forgotten 
much more than I’ll ever remember, but I will try to relate 
the boat-staying preparation I received.   

Back in those days, many of us lived in 
unincorporated areas, and water wasn’t provided by cities.  
My father had to get someone with a backhoe to dig a hole 
and put a faucet on the other side of my grandmother’s 
house so that we could have water.  This faucet attracted 
others, and many community people would come and use 
this faucet since they didn’t have water at their homes.  

My father charged each family twenty-five cents a 
month for the water they received.  I will never forget that 
there was one family that did not pay the fee. Even so, my 
father never did stop them from getting water. In terms of 
how we prepare ourselves to deal with what may happen in 
life, I believe early preparation in maintaining relationships 
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