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INTRODUCTION

S
omeone has said that we should forget the
past and concentrate on moving forward.
However, this would mean foregoing valu-

able lessons from that past—lessons we need if we are to live com-
petently in the future.

I am black. I cannot forget my past and the encounters with
racism that I have had in the church and in society. Both black
and white people can profit from a backward look. There are les-
sons to be learned that can help us avoid the mistakes of the past
and that can encourage us to persevere as we move into the
future.

Racism is the conviction that solely because of race one group
of people is superior to another. The actions and words of racist
people will inevitably penalize, restrict, or cause pain to those of
another race. Not all expressions and acts of racism are vicious or
overt. However, unintentional acts can be as painful as deliberate
ones. None of these acts should be tolerated in a free society,
much less in the church of Jesus Christ.
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But I relate my experiences with hope: that some black youth
may be encouraged to “drive on” despite racist obstacles; that
some of my fence-sitting white friends will have their eyes
opened; that seeing they will believe, and believing they will act to
expose and eliminate the racism around them. Finally, I hope to
open the eyes of some of my black colleagues in the ministry who
have wondered aloud, “Doesn’t Sam know he’s black?” Some of
these friends have mistakenly concluded that a black student who
attends white schools has been deprived of the “black experience.”
I believe that my experiences contradict that assumption.

I have lived and worked primarily within the Lutheran
Church, attending schools in Fort Wayne, Indiana, and St. Louis,
Missouri. The experiences I have had with racism in these insti-
tutions are not unique. The names of other predominantly white
church bodies, schools, cities, or communities could be substi-
tuted. The prevailing attitudes toward black people were much
the same in various institutions and regions of the United States
when I was growing up.

From time to time I am asked why I remained in the Lutheran
Church when racism was so prevalent. My response always has
been to assume the stance of a child who suddenly learns that a
parent has been struck with some terrible disease. A loving child
does not throw up his arms in disgust and desert his mother or
father. He stays by his parent’s side and does everything possible
to get rid of the affliction. I love the Lutheran Church and the
simple Gospel of Christ that is proclaimed in this church body. It
is my resolve to stand by her as a loyal son and to do all that I can
to remove the blight of racism.
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1

GROWING UP

IN ST. LOUIS

St. Louis, Missouri, a city that sided with
the North during the Civil War, never
had segregation laws on its books, with

the exception of its school system. Racial discrimination, however,
was a real and active part of everyday life in St. Louis, as it was in
New York City; Birmingham, Alabama; and every other part of
the United States. Throughout our childhood, my friends and I
were always aware of the influence of racism in our lives.

In the early 1920s, my parents traveled from Mississippi to Mis-
souri and settled in St. Louis to raise our family of three girls and
two boys. My father had been given the name Robert Lee Hoard.
Although he had never considered any Southern general to be his
hero, he named my older brother Robert Lee Hoard Jr., ignoring
the irony of giving a black child such an inappropriate name.
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During the 1920s, my father was a Pullman porter on the rail-
road. It was a good job for an unskilled black man in those days.
When there was a split among the workers over the question of
whether to organize the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters as a
union, my father supported the group in favor of the union. They
were successful in organizing the union (the first black-organ-
ized union in the United States) under the leadership of A. Philip
Randolph, but some men lost their jobs as a result, including my
father. Because of his support, however, my father was made an
honorary member of the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters
for life. Later he was employed at the main post office in St. Louis.
My father retired from his position with the post office a few
years before his death in 1959.

My mother had to work to supplement the family income.
Three or four days a week she would rise early in the morning and
ride several streetcars to the St. Louis suburbs of Clayton and
Ladue to work as a laundress and housekeeper for wealthy white
families. I can still remember how glad we were when my mother
would bring home what people used to call “Thank-you-Ma’am
bags.” These contained things that were being discarded by “Mis-
ter Charlie” or “Miss Ann”—faded, frayed, and worn sport shirts;
toys that were broken beyond repair; or even a turkey or pheasant
carcass with a few slivers of meat that was left over from a ban-
quet held the night before.

My mother’s first name, Leah, came from the Bible, and her
good, Southern, middle name was Belle. Tall, dark brown, and
stately, my mother looked to me like an African princess. She lived
with her well-worn Bible and practiced her Christian beliefs 24
hours a day. In piety and the practice of Christian virtues, she set
a good example for her children. I was still quite young when she
taught me a saying attributed to Booker T. Washington: “Never let
any man pull you so low as to make you hate him.” I took that to

10



heart. While I have pity for and sometimes anger against those
who are racist, I cannot hate them.

My mother sacrificed much and did all that she could for my
sisters, my brother, and me as we were growing up. She had
courage, determination, and physical stamina to spare. I saw in
her the fruit of the Spirit described by St. Paul in Galatians 5. She
died in 1992, only a month before her 102nd birthday. Serving
God by serving others, she worked even in her 80s on behalf of
the spiritual interest of boys and girls through the Christian
Release Time Education Program of the city of Los Angeles. The
most fitting description of her comes from the words of St. Mark
(14:8a): “She did what she could.”

School Days

During my elementary school years, I attended Sunday school at
my mother’s Pentecostal church. My neighbor and good friend
Ray Finley and his family were members of the local Lutheran
church. When I was in second grade, I was allowed to bring Ray
with me to Sunday school and the following Sunday I attended
Sunday school with him. I clearly remember that experience. At
Ray’s Sunday school, I heard positive and comforting messages
about a Jesus who loves children, who loves and forgives sinners,
who came to save sinners from that place called hell. Even as a
second-grader, I knew all about hell. At my Sunday school it
seemed that all we heard were terrible warnings against smoking,
dancing, playing cards, reading comic strips, and playing mar-
bles. I was convinced that hell would be bursting at the seams
because a person did not have much of a chance to stay out.

After our exchange, I felt that the Lutheran Sunday school
would be the one for me. I was given permission to attend Ray’s
Sunday school, and in the mid-1930s, through the influence of
the Finley family, I became a member of St. Philip Lutheran
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Church. Our pastor, Rev. Dr. Andrew Schulze, was a strong influ-
ence in my life and in the lives of many of the young members of
St. Philip. An evangelical yet forceful man, Rev. Schulze worked
for love and justice in the church and in society. During his active
ministry, Rev. Schulze was frequently the object of scorn, but in a
Christlike way, he insisted that Christians must work for racial
inclusiveness, especially in the church. Rev. Schulze always
impressed me as one of the most saintly and evangelical pastors in
The Lutheran Church—Missouri Synod.

My interest in the Lutheran ministry began early and contin-
ued through my high school years. It was strengthened by the
gentle question that Rev. Schulze would put to the young boys in
the congregation: “Did you ever think about becoming a pastor?”
I cannot point to a particular dramatic moment when I heard
the voice of God say, “Samuel, Samuel, I want you to serve Me!”
But I think Rev. Schulze planted the seed; God’s Spirit did the
rest.

Racism in St. Louis

My friends and I learned the lessons of racism early in our lives.
Occasionally we would ride our bicycles north to O’Fallon Park or
west toward Forest Park. The hot summer sun would make any
normal boy thirsty. We knew, however, that our business was not
wanted at the refreshment stands along our route. If we tried to
buy a soft drink, we might have it shoved at us discourteously, if
we were served at all. We could not even buy a glass of water. Our
lot was to suffer, to grin and bear it, until we could return to the
“Ville,” as our section of St. Louis was called.

Fairgrounds Park was another forbidden place. More than
once we heard the warning: “Although it is a public park, the
white people who live nearby do not like our people, so the best
thing is to stay away.” My older brother, Rob, seemed to enjoy
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repeatedly learning the lessons of racism firsthand. Despite the
warnings, Rob, who was probably 13 or 14 years old, had to find
out about Fairgrounds Park for himself. One day he decided to try
crawfishing in the lake at the Park, and he took me with him. (I
was probably about 10 years old.) Whether the crawfish were bit-
ing that day or not, we will never know. We had scarcely dropped
our lines in the water when a dozen or so large boys came run-
ning toward us, wielding snake skins and belts and yelling curses
and threats. “Niggers! Niggers! Get them!” they cried. We had
dared to breach the sanctity of “their” public park. Two very
frightened black brothers forgot about crawfish. We ran as though
our lives depended on it, and I believe they did. I do not know
how many other black youth became good at track, but I began
my training that day at Fairgrounds Park while running for my
life. I have been an ace sprinter ever since.

The effects of racism in the St. Louis public schools was felt by
all young people, white and black. In the 1930s, the entire St.
Louis public school system was racially segregated. The white stu-
dents were being miseducated about their superiority; the black
students were being miseducated about their inferiority. How-
ever, in some respects, we felt that the system worked to our
advantage. For example, Otis E. Finley Jr., my friend Ray’s father,
was the football and track coach at one of the two high schools for
black students. He was a tall rather handsome man who stressed
both the fundamentals and the fine points of football to his play-
ers. He worked conscientiously, eating, drinking, sleeping, study-
ing, and talking football in season and out. Because of the segre-
gation policy in the school system, black students had the
opportunity to play football under one of the best coaches in the
city.

Racial segregation in the St. Louis schools was so rigidly
enforced that students attending black high schools were not
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allowed to compete in athletic events against students of white
schools. The black high school teams had to travel to places such
as Kansas City, Missouri; Louisville, Kentucky; Evansville, Indi-
ana; and Memphis, Tennessee, to find similarly segregated com-
petition. This was an example of the expense to all taxpayers
when the doctrine of racism was allowed to prevail. But we loved
those trips! What other high school team in St. Louis could boast
of a schedule that included several hundred miles of road trips?

My World War II Experience

Before I even graduated from high school, I served a short stretch
in the U.S. Marine Corps in 1945, near the end of World War II.
But my enlistment was unexpectedly affected by a fractured leg I
sustained during football practice. When I was taken to St. Louis
City Hospital, my injury was treated by a medical intern who was
dressed in a tweed suit rather than in hospital scrubs. Apparently
he had been more concerned about not getting any plaster of
paris on his suit than forming the cast properly over my frac-
tured fibula. Consequently, when a teaching doctor later brought
a group of interns to examine me, it was pointed out that the cast
on my leg had been improperly applied. The doctor moved on to
the next case, leaving behind no instructions for corrective action
to be taken. The cast remained on my leg, even past the original
date the hospital’s clinic had scheduled to have it removed. After
consulting with our family doctor, who was in his 80s, I removed
the cast myself and began to walk on the leg without the aid of a
crutch or a cane. This turned out to be a premature return to full
use of the leg.

In April 1945, I turned 18. As required by law, I notified my
draft board that I would be re-enrolled in high school the follow-
ing September with only one half year to complete before gradu-
ation. I requested to be deferred from the draft to finish high
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school. However, I was notified that I would be drafted. There-
fore, I decided to enlist early so I could complete basic training
during the summer.

My choice of branches was the Marines because the ban on
allowing black citizens to serve in the U.S. Marine Corps had
recently been abolished. We had heard from news reports that one
of the first black Marines had proudly gone on leave in his dress
blues only to be arrested by some well-meaning but ignorant
Southern law enforcement officers for “impersonating” a Marine.
To get into the Marines in those days, you had to sit with those
who had selected the Navy and hope and pray that the Marine
sergeant would choose you when he came to pick his quota of
personnel. My prayers were answered. I was one of five St. Louis
draftees at that time who was chosen to become a Marine.

When we arrived at Camp Lejeune, North Carolina, for boot
camp, I was shocked to see that it was racially segregated. I was
even more shocked at the gutter language used by those in charge
of the training. The cursing and abuse of God’s name disturbed
me so much that I mentioned it when I wrote home to my pastor,
but I had forgotten about Rev. Schulze’s practice of including in
the Sunday bulletin small quotes from the letters he received from
men in uniform. (Some letters were from fellows a little older
than I who had become Tuskegee Airmen, including John Squires,
who was killed in a crash in Italy, Otis Finley, and William Wyatt).
Later, I was embarrassed to learn that Rev. Schulze reported: “Sam
Hoard writes that he is surprised and disturbed about the offen-
sive and sinful language he finds where he is stationed for basic
training in the Marine Corps.” People who saw this were no doubt
saying, “What did Sam expect to find in the military? How naïve
can he be?”

My career in the Marine Corps during World War II was
short-lived. I discovered that my fractured leg had “drawn up,” or

15



shortened, when it healed. In addition, I had been born with a
congenital condition in which my hip on the same side as my
fractured leg was lower than the other side. I should have been
wearing a lift in the heel of the shoe of my shortened leg to restore
proper balance. Couple this with the fact that everywhere a “boot”
goes during training is at double-time, that is, running, and I was
going from sick bay to duty to sick bay to duty. In less than four
months, my career in the Marine Corps was aborted. First came
the announcement of the war’s end, followed almost immediately
by my discharge orders because of my leg. I may not have helped
end the war in Asia or Europe, but my short enlistment made me
eligible for the GI Bill—something that would come in handy
later.

During those few months in the Marine Corps, far from
home, I did some serious thinking and praying about my future.
Was God calling me to become a pastor? By the time I graduated
from high school, I felt certain that God wanted me in the min-
istry.
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2

FINDING A PLACE

TO BEGIN

T
here were three seminaries that offered
training for the ministry in The Lutheran
Church—Missouri Synod. The first was

Immanuel Lutheran College and Seminary, a segregated school in
Greensboro, North Carolina. As with nearly all “separate but
equal” institutions and facilities, this seminary was separate but
not equal. Had I enrolled there, I would have been the third stu-
dent in the entire seminary department for 1946. Plus the school
was located in the South. I had grown up with stories of the phys-
ical brutality and humiliation endured by black people who lived
below the Mason-Dixon line. I admired the students for their
courage in living with overt racism, but I decided against studying
in Greensboro.
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The second possibility was Concordia Seminary, St. Louis. I
believed that this school was not a realistic choice for me because
of its language requirements. Students were required to have
completed a two-year program in Latin, German, and Greek at
one of the church’s preparatory colleges before entering the sem-
inary. While at the seminary, students had to complete a course in
Hebrew. I felt that I would not be able to meet these requirements
because I was not a linguist. In high school I had studied with
some of the best Latin teachers but had been among the worst
students in class.

I felt strongly that a full-time vocation as a Christian pastor
was what God wanted for me, and it was certainly what I wanted,
so I turned to the third possibility. Concordia Theological Semi-
nary in Springfield, Illinois, was for men who had made the deci-
sion to serve God in the holy ministry later in life. At the time, a
college degree was not required for admission, and the language
requirements were not as strict. So I applied. But in 1946, I and
several other black applicants were turned down for admission.

Rev. Schulze, an alumnus of Concordia Theological Seminary,
learned the reason: Racism in the church had triumphed again.
Of course, the defenders of the status quo were not bold enough
to tell me or the other applicants the truth. Instead, the letter of
rejection enthusiastically encouraged me to enroll at the semi-
nary in Greensboro. The irony was that at the turn of the 20th
century, several decades before my rejection, black students had
matriculated at the Springfield seminary.

My family members and friends wondered what my response
would be to such a rejection. The obvious choice would have been
to enroll in the segregated school in North Carolina. Or I could
“throw in the towel” and let the ranks of the Lutheran ministry be
filled by those with the “right” skin color and those few brave
black men who had attended the Greensboro seminary. Neither of
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these choices was acceptable to me. I was determined to enter the
Lutheran ministry and become a Lutheran pastor. Another rebuff
caused by racism was not going to turn me from this goal.

Applying to Prep School

There was only one thing to do. In the spring of 1946, I sent letters
of application to three of the church’s preparatory colleges that
offered the courses that were prerequisite for admission to the sem-
inary in St. Louis. This meant that I would spend at least two years
in the preparatory college, three years at the seminary, and one year
as an intern in a parish before my graduation from the seminary.
My goal of being ordained was at least six years away—several years
more than would have been required had I been accepted at the
Springfield seminary. When I thought about this “wasted time,” I
was almost ready to remain a layman. Encouragement from my
mother helped me to remain patient and determined.

The answers to my letters of application did not arrive imme-
diately, and I had time to think about the coming months and
years of my education. I was concerned about the prospect of
being the first or only black student enrolled at the school. My
background in languages was poor. I thought I would flunk out
and be an embarrassment to Rev. Schulze. But Rev. Schulze gave
me some good advice: “Sam,” he said, “you must remember that
when you go to school they will not expect you to know all the
subject matter before you arrive. You are going there for the pur-
pose of learning.” Rev. Schulze’s oldest son, Paul, was already
attending the St. Louis seminary, and he had told me about the
requirements and procedures for enrollment. Also during the
summer of 1946, he tutored me in Latin and introduced me to
Greek.

Students from Concordia Seminary often visited St. Philip
Lutheran Church to sing in the choir or to work with the Sunday
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school or the young people. One of these students was Jeff John-
son, who had attended The Lutheran Church—Missouri Synod
preparatory college in Oakland, California. In 1946 he was vice
president of the student body at the St. Louis seminary, but most
important, he was black like me—maybe a little more handsome
but black nevertheless. He was making the grade. Why shouldn’t I?

During that long waiting period, family and friends supplied
encouragement and one additional thing: prayer. Prayer relieved
my fears and gave me the needed self-confidence. Finally I
received a letter in response to my application to Concordia
Junior College in Fort Wayne, Indiana. I was accepted! Not until
several years later did I learn why the response had taken so long.
When my application was received in late summer 1946, the
members of the Board of Control of Concordia Junior College
had to meet to consider the application of a potential student
who was a black Lutheran, evidently the first such application to
be received by the college.

Because of the illness of the president, Rev. Dr. Elmer Foelber
was serving as acting president. A professor of English and
humanities, Dr. Foelber was a good teacher as well as an excellent
musician. He also was a man of integrity and sincere Christian
faith. Many times I have expressed gratitude to God that Dr. Foel-
ber was acting president when my application to Concordia
Junior College was being considered.

It was reported later that during the decision-making process,
one board member cautioned the others that one could not be
too sure about Negroes. He remembered from his childhood that
the Negroes used to steal the chickens from his father’s farm in
Missouri. During the meeting, the president reportedly sent word
from his sickbed that if a black student were accepted for the first
time on this small campus, he probably would suffer a recurrence
of his illness. Another member of the board was reported to have

20



warned against making an affirmative decision in this matter. He
pointed out that the four-year high school, which was operated
on the same campus as the college, was co-educational. Thus
white girls were present on campus. In response to this warning,
Acting President Foelber asked, “If we do accept this black stu-
dent, just what do you think our girls are going to do to him?” Dr.
Foelber was then accused of being a “Negro lover,” but he quickly
pointed out the logical assumption that the name-caller must be a
“Negro hater.”

Of course there were some genuine and color-blind Chris-
tians on that board of Concordia Junior College, and Dr. Foelber
was one of them. To these people, skin color made no difference.
I am confident that the fears of the overly cautious members of
the board were eventually assuaged. During my stay on the Fort
Wayne campus, I did not marry nor date a white girl, nor was I
caught or held on suspicion of stealing a single chicken. On the
other hand, twice I won and once I was runner-up as the most-
popular male college student in the Student Popularity Contest
conducted jointly with the high school and college departments.

When my application was received in 1946, however, there
was real consternation. The letter I received in response to my
application was indicative of the extent to which racism was active
in the Lutheran Church. In part the letter said (1) I could not be
accepted as a dormitory student because it was rather late when
my application was received and the dormitories were all filled.
(2) The boys enrolled at the junior college were not accustomed
to living in close quarters with Negroes. (3) It was possible that I
could be accepted as a day student, but this was doubtful because
there were no Negro Lutherans in Fort Wayne at that time and I
would be unable to find a place to board in town. (4) The board
members had learned that my application had been turned down
at the Springfield seminary and that the officials there had
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strongly urged me to make application at The Lutheran Church—
Missouri Synod seminary for Negroes at Greensboro, North Car-
olina. While the letter did not reject my application, the obstacles
to my actual attendance at Concordia Junior College were clearly
stated.

In the 1940s, most of the Lutheran churches in Fort Wayne
had formed a missionary association. The association had
extended a call to Rev. Paul G. Amt to serve as a so-called “Negro
missionary.” There were no black Lutherans in this city where
Lutherans, for more than one hundred years, had been establish-
ing congregations and preaching the universal Gospel of Jesus
Christ. Pastor Amt accepted the call, leaving a successful pastorate
in Philadelphia, where his congregation was predominantly black.
He knew the problems, the hopes, and the goals of black people,
as well as the continuing problem of racism within and outside
the church. Pastor Amt was white but well-qualified for this new
assignment. His primary task would be to win converts for the
Lutheran Church among the black citizens of Fort Wayne.

Pastor Amt learned of my predicament and the slim chance I
had of being allowed to enroll at Concordia Junior College. He
arranged for my room and board in the lovely home of the elderly
wife of a black doctor. The doctor himself had been confined to a
nursing home following a stroke. Thus I was accepted as a day
student at Concordia and finally was ready to begin my training
for the ministry.
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