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Foreword

Always too soon to Quit can be a life-changing book.
It has certainly been a great blessing to me.

This book will be a great encouragement to those in
desperate situations. (Facing an unwanted divorce,
discovery of an unfaithful mate, living in an abusive or
unloving relationship.)

Every wife will receive helpful information how to give
loving support to her man whatever his lifestyle. Those who
know the Lord will feel their hearts singing as they read this
astounding story of God’s matchless love and grace.

This book can also be given as a gift to lovingly share
Christ with a friend.

Get ready for a very frank story. Nancy writes with
candor that is refreshing and brings stark realism and an
inside look into the home and heart of a stellar athlete
and his wife, who apart from the grace of God would
have seen their home broken beyond repair.

I've known Nancy personally for twenty-five years;
and Ican testify that she lives what she teaches and
teaches what she hives.

Joyce Rogers

Author, Speaker, Wife of Dr. /drian
Rogers, Pastor Emeritus of Belleoue
Baptist Church and Founder of Love
Worth Finding Minutries



I tug at my mind, trying to free it from the fogqy abyss it is
locked in. I hear birds chirping outside my bedroom window, and
Dby wonder at the /mppy sounds of these tiny, tranguid creatures.
Don't they know belter than to set themuvelves up for a fall? If
gpared by one quirk of fate, don't they know that the next door
netghbors cat, Midnight, 1 always waiting to pounce?

1 feel something pinching my waist and realize I am still wear-
ing the tight pants and shirt of the night before. Blinking in the
early morning light, I have trouble focuwing. In a rush of sudden
nausea, 1 hear again the voice of a secretary who works tn Johns
office. Grabbing my arm as John and I leave a popular lounge, she
says loudly, “Your busband tried Lo get me to go to an apartment
with him this week and I think vou need to know (t.”

[ stand frozen to the floor; my mouth open in dwbelief, my face
burng as I try to swallow the tears that spring to my eyes. Her look
of pity tells me she s speaking the truth. Unable lo fare the startled
expredsions on the faces nearedt us, I stumble toward the door. The
guidty alarm on Jobr s face confirmo ber accusation.

Holding my arm, his face contorted with anger, he says, “Nancy,
thaty a lie! Can't you see, shes making the whole thing up?” He
glares at the woman as if he wants to kill ber; but she returns bu
gaze steadily. By then several people are gathering around to watch,
g0 I rush blindly out the door. Stumbling out to the parking lot, I
Just went to find our car and leave. Jobn 1w still kolding on to me,
atdl pleading his case.

“Nancy, honey, listen to me! That woman s bying! How could
you he stupid enough to fall for that? Shey balf drunk, for
godsakes! Can't you see shes judt trying Lo get me in trouble? Don’t
be Jdumb enough to fall for her lies!” By now, we are ot of the
parking lot and driving down the street.



Too Soon To Quit

“She w not bying, and you know it! I'm not as dumb as you
think! I want to know what she s talking about. Where w this
apartment? How many other women have you taken there with
you? I thought our marriage meant something to youw,” I 40b.

“Honey, it does, It means everything to me. I Lold you, shey just
making it up. It never happened, Nancy, I swear!”

I can’t live like thu,” . scream. “If this 1 the way ity going to
be, Ican’t do it! I don’t want to live like this.” Hysterical, I open the
car door to jump, but Jobhn s quickness stops me. He grips my arm,
and I see the fear in his face as we pass under a street light. He 1
begging me to calm down and shut the door. For once, he seems to
he in a situation he doesn’t know how to handle.

1 don’t know if I would have jiumped. I know I would have regretted
it before 1 it the pavement, but after a few minutes of John begging
me to believe hum, he curses at that bying woman, and I close the door
and settle into a miserable silence.

John keeps a cautious eye on ine but says nothing as I walk
atoccally into our bedroom and fall across the bed. I turn off the
light. For once, he is quiet and subdueo.

1t 1 not mentioned again. My life... my future... 1 going down the
sewer, and I'm too scared to talk about it.



~ Chapter One ~

An idyllic childhood was probably poor preparation for
the harsh realities of a life with John Bramlett. [ grew up
on Hollywood, near North Parkway and Overton Park in
Memphis. The large, attractive homes with their neatly
manicured lawns and wide, shaced streets were a far cry
from the ramshackle collection of timeworn houses of
John’s neighborhood. Alabama Street, with its squalid
rows of shotgun style houses, some with outhouses
perched in the back, was miles away and a world apart
from Hollywood Street. An affront to John's pride, his
background seemed to inflate the sizable chip he carried
on his shoulder every place he went. _

When I met John for the first time, I already knew
something of his reputation. He was a stellar athlete, but
even as only a high school junior, he was known as being
mean and tough; the local “bad boy."

One night, driving around with a group of girls from my
school, Central High, we ran into several boys from
Humes High at our favorite drive-in. One of the girls with
us knew the boys from the rival school, so she began intro-
ductions all around. One of the boys already had my
attention; he was the best looking boy I'd ever seen,
and suddenly I heard Rita saying, “Nancy, this is John
Bramlett.”

In that first moment of eye coriact, my heart began
racing. | suddenly felt ten years old and speechless, but after
his shy, “Hi, nice to meet you,” he was very quiet, not at all
what I expected. When I sneaked an occasional look at him,
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his eyes were on mine and I could see ihat he was as nervous

and flustered as I felt. After we all left the drive-in, I couldn’t
stop thinking about him. There was something behind that
shy smile that triggered strong feelings in me and that last
quick look from him told me he felt something, too.

All the way home, I was scheming up ways to run into
him again. I tried to calm down by telling myself that he
probably had all the girls over at Humes High chasing him.

A few days later, he called me. I recognized his voice the
instant I heard it, but he identified himself as “a friend of
John Bramlett’s.”

“I was with John at the drive-in that night we met,”
he said.

“Oh really? What's your name?”

“That doesn’t maiter... I'm just calling to see what you
thought of John.”

My heart was thumping so fast I could hardly speak.
I knew the voice on the phone belonged to John, but
I played along to see what he would say. I was hoping he
would ask me out.

“So, what did you think atout him?”

“Oh, I thought he was real nice,” I answered, trying to
keep from laughing. “Would ycu go out with him if he
asked you?”

“Yeah, I think I would. Sure.”

“You would! Man, that's great! I mean, I'll tell John you
said, Yes.”

My heart went out to him as I realized that he was so
afraid of being rejected that he had to hide behind a lie.
It was no long=r funny. I just wanted to put him at ease, so
I made conversation about school and our mutual friends.
After a few minutes, he said, “Well, like I said, I'll tell
John you said you would date him. He will probably call

you soon.”
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A few days after that scintillabng conversation, John
showed up on my doorstep. He was there to invite me to
go to church with him on Sunday night. Not a word about
his “friend’s” calll I didn’t mention it either. I guess he
thought a date for church was safe enough to get past my
parents, and it was. The next three Sunday nights, we
went to John's family’s church.

I was thrilled to be seen with him; he was different from
anyone I had ever met, and I was flattered by his attention.
I was so infatuated that I would have spent every minute
with him. I hated that he lived so far away. He didn’t have
a. car, so he had to ride the bus or hitchhike to get to my
house. He was careful to cultivate a favorable impression
on my folks, always very courteous. Not long after we
began dating, my parents were doing some painting and
wallpapering in the house, and John came over to help.

Dad immediately started a conversation. “So you play
football for Humes, do you?”

“Yes sir, [ do.”

“What position do you play?”

“Linebacker, sir.”

“Think you can beat Central this year?”

I listened for John's reply. “I don’t know, sir, but we're
sure gonna try. Maybe this will be our year, you never can
tell!” That was the most I had heard John say at any one
time. He might be shy with me, I thovght, but he doean 't have nny
trouble talking about football

My dad, Warren Andrews, was president of Innkeepers,
a division of Holiday Inns. He met my mother, Adelaide,
(whom everyone called Ad) in Draughon’s Business
College, where both were preparing for a career in the



Too Soon To Quit

business world. They married in April, prior to the bomb-
ing of Pearl Harbor and I was born on Good Friday in
April of 1942. Eight years later, my little sister, Janet,
arrived on the scene. My mom never used her business
training outside the home, but the discipline of its
application seeped into her management of our lifestyle.

Family was a top priority to the Andrews clan. My
paternal grandmother, Mama Lotta, lived nearby, and
[ kept the path hot to her house during my early years.
When anything upset me, she’d hug me to her and say
“everything was going to be all right.” She was the most
positive person I ever knew.

I'm sure all of those Saturday night dinners at Mama
Lotta and Big Daddy’s house with aunts, uncles and
cousins, influenced my reluctance to give up on any difficult
family situation. The moral climate of that time was to stick
together and work things out. I still remember the aroma of
steaks and chicken cooking on the gnll as we all shared
family news and events of the week. I often think back to
the innocence and carefree atmosphere of those years.

John'’s lifestyle was lived out at the other end of the spec-
trum. We knew his background. None of that mattered;
my family accepted people on principle rather than on
their prestige. We knew how disciplined John was as an
athlete, and he worked hard at finding jobs to earn spend-
ing money in his spare time. I knew he didn’t have money
for all the extras many young people enjoy—1I didn’t care;
I just wanted to be with him.

I knew the magnetism [ felt was mutual. He spent
every minute he could at my house. We dreamed and
schemed up ways to be together, and talked constantly of
when we could be together forever.



~ Chapter Two ~

I've often wondered if my r.areats were fully aware of
the intensity of my feelings for John. Perhaps they
guessed, and cauticusly avoided making too much of the
relationship fz+ fear they would only complicate matters.
I certain they would have preferred that John accept a
football scholarship far from Memphis, and allow us to
drift apart after he graduated, I still had a year of high
school to go.

His Junior-Senior Prom at Humes was coming up and
I was ecstatic in my first floor-length formal gown. On the
afternoon of the prom, I was waltzing around the room to
the strains of our favorite song when the doorbell rang,
and a florist’s box was delivered for me. When I opened it,
my heart sank. All week long my friends and I had talked
of nothing else, and we were certain I would have an
orchid to wear. The carnation corsage looked so ordinary,
I burst into tears. When he called to see if it had been
delivered, I didn’t hide my disappointment.

“This 1s such a special night,” I pouted; “I thought you
would give me orchids. Every girl but me will have
orchids.” ‘

“T didn’t know,” he said; “Honey, you know how special
you are to me! If I'd known whai you wanted, you'd have
the biggest orchic there. I'd do arything to make you happy
don’t you know that?”

“Well, I'll wear it. If anyone says anything about it, Il
just say you didn know what to get.”
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“I didn't, honest! I'm sorry. I'll ke there at seven to pick
you up.”

“Okay,” 1 conceded grudgingly. I found it impossible to
stay angry with him. When he came to get me, he had a big
white orchid corsage in his hand. I learned years later how
he paid for those two corsages. In his neighborhood,
when people were desperate for money, they went to the
hospital nearby and sold a pint of their blood. He had
already sold a pint to buy the carnations, and when he real-
ized my disappointment, he had gone to another hospital,
and sold another pint. In all the time we dated, I think
every gift he bought me was purchased with his blood.

It was a perfect evening. We danced almost every dance
together, refusing to share our happiness in each other
with anyone. John was on top of the world. He had been
named to All-Memphis, All-State, and All West Tennessee
football teams. He was chosen to play in the High School
All-American game at Baton Rouge, Loulsiana.

I was proud of John's accomplishments, but as his
graduation came nearer, | was having to face the fact that
the honors he had received could take him somewhere far
away. 1 knew Memphis State (since renamed the
University of Memphis) had offered him a football
scholarship but so had schools in Tennessee and Kentucky.
In spite of all his assurances that there would never be any-
one for him but me, I was certain that he would forget me
if he went away without me.

I could see the tension in John mounting as the time
approached for him to make a decision, and I was desper-
ate for him to choose the local aniversity. One night as we
held each other closely, I think we both realized that the
intensity of our emotion was almost at the breaking point.
It was becoming harder and harder to keep our feelings in
check, like trying to stop a smoldering fire from erupting.
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John abruptly pulled away from me. “Nancy, 1 can'’t
stand much more of this! Maybe we ought to get married
right now!”

We had talked about marriage before, but always as an
event out there in the future. Suddenly, it made perfect
sense; the answer to all of our problems.

“We could run away, Nancy... get married in
Texarkana! You don’t need the consent of your parents
down there. You don’t even have a waiting period. We can
slip off and be married before anyone even knows we're
gone. Then wherever I go to college, you can go with me.”

“Oh, John,” I cried out, throwing myself back into his
arms. “That would bc wonderful! Let’s do it. Let’s elope!”

From that moment on, when we were together that’s all
we talked about. Not once did it occur to us to discuss the
serious consequences of what we were planning. It was
going to be such fun!

A few weeks later, John accepted Memphis State's offer
to play football for them, and we celebrated by secretly
setting our wedding date. We were so happy and excited
I can’t believe someone wouldn’t have noticed the change
in us. They probably saw our exuberance as relief to have
John'’s big decision behind him. Friends and family alike
were glad he had decided to play where he grew up.

I saw myself as a big part of John's dream to make a
name for himself through sports. I can see now that my
youthful approach to everything was self-serving and
headstrong. I made decisions hased on very selfish reason-
ing. I didn’t worry about how hurt my parents would be if
I didn't finish that last year of high school. I wasn't con-
cerned about how we would support ourselves. I thought
only of what I wanted, and what I wanted was John
Bramlett. True, he was a little rough around the edges, but
I would change all that after we were married.
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The day we chose to get married disavows any supersti-
tious thought we might have had; we were married on the
thirteenth day of July. Our carefully laid plan for getting
away without arousing suspicion was as ‘ar as our think-
ing went; our way of solving problems was to worry about
them when they slapped us in the face, not before.

We left town on a Sunday eveniag after church with
John’s brother, Burt. He drove us across state and county
lines to Texarkana, Texas, over three hundred miles away.
The next morning, we went looking for the sources we
needed: a place to get a blood test, someone to issue
amarriage license, and a justice of the peace to perform the
ceremony. Everything went smoothly. Oddly even found
a church pastor for us, which somehow made it seem less
ll-advised.

Standing there before the minister repeating the
marriage vows, the fleeting vision of myself in a beautiful,
white wedding gown flashed before me but quickly
vanished at the sound of John's voice, clearly stating,
“I do.” After hours of riding in the car, the orange suit and
floral print shoes I had worn to church in Memphis the
previous night, suddenly made me feel more like a fright-
ened child than a sophisticated bride on a grand adventure.

When the ceremony was over and we were on our way
home, the impact of what we had done settled in on me.
I had cleared the way to be out late on Sunday evening,
but by now it would be apparent to my parents that we
were gone. Together. There was only one thing to do: just
come clean and explain our feelings. Cry to make them see
that we could make it work, that we would make 1t work.
And beg for their forgiveness.

I think they had it all figured out before we got there. All
the acrimony we deserved and expected neve. happened.
They swallowed their disappointment, and accepted John
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graciously. His relief was obvious. Maybe that was why,
even at his worst, he has always had the greatest respeci
for their feelings. I was grateful for the civility he showed
them, but learned right away that it didn’t necessarily
extend to me.

Right from the beginning, I should have known that
sports would be the center of our lives. We spent our
honeymoon in Baton Rouge where John played in the
High School All-American football game. The game was
important to John because he had set his heart on one day
playing professional ball, and he knew there would be
coaches and scouts from all over the country there to
watch. And it was clear to me that for the next four years,
we would walk, talk, eat and sleep vports

It was a big day for John. His hitting got all the scouts
attention, and coaches from Kentucky, Louisiana and
Florida were talking with him about his commitment to
Memphis State. But we were satisfied with his decision,
and have never regretted it.
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