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Ernest L Wilkinsonfound value and recognition through the things 
he accomplished, and he became a workaholic tofill the emptiness 

and loneliness that resultedfrom having to learn to block and 
deaden so many of hisfeelings. 

ADMIRATION AND APPRECIATION 

By Floyd M. Anderson 

I N DISCUSSING THE PERSONALITY OF ANOTHER 
person, one is always faced with the inevitable conflicting 
perceptions, uncertainties, and distortions in all the re- 

search sources used as well as those of the collector and writer. 
Gary Bergera's "Wilkinson the Man" comes filtered through 
Bergera's own feelings, impressions, and experiences, as well as 
those he drew from others. While we have much information 
about Ernest Wilkinson through his diaries and other records, 
we are in many ways left to speculation. Even now, speculation 
colors and limits my own perception of Wilkinson, even 
though I served under him on the faculty at Brigham Young 
University and then later became his son-in-law (at which 
time, of course, he didn't remember me from before). 

At the same time, if there is a portrait of Wilkinson that 
considers the man's characteristics from a diverse collection of 
sources, it is Gary's. He has entitled his essay "Wilkinson the 
Man," indicating that he wants to look at Wilkinson as a whole 
person. Often, writers focus on isolated characteristics that ei- 
ther bother us or impress them. To try to see a person in his or 
her totality is a desirable way of approaching human person- 
ality Gary points out a number of antithetical dimensions in 
Wilkinson's personality, dimensions that mark him as both 
controversial and contradictory At the same time, when we 
understand the whole man, we recognize that, in fact, his 
seemingly contradictory behaviors stemmed directly from his 
personality as experience changed it over time. 

Gary's essay explains Wilkinson's abrasive personality and 
dictatorial managerial style as results of his driving needs and 
fears. The essay discusses not only his meticulous preparation 
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and tenacity in pursuing his goals, but also his emotional reac- 
tions to opposition and hostility from those who disagreed 
with him and tried to thwart and even negate his commitment 
and efforts. Gary recognizes Wilkinson's tendency to rush to 
judgment, his efforts to control by edict, to impose his convic- 
tions on others by sometimes devious means. But Gary also 
refers to the values and beliefs Wilkinson held and his great 
satisfaction in making contact with freshmen students when 
they entered the university, crushing as it was for the student. 
The essay allows us to see Wilkinson as a bright, capable man 
though not as an intellectual, per se. He was indeed intimi- 
dated by those who were better educated in areas he knew 
little about. 

Wilkinson had no idea what a psychologist did and ignored 
my professional background. I gained my only recognition 
from him through my ability to fix things and do functional 
tasks around his condominium. I was both struck and amused 
that when my wife, Alice, and I began our relationship, some 
twenty-two years ago, that Wilkinson summarily dismissed 
the two Alices (Alice's mother and my fiancee), and proceeded 
to interrogate me as a prospective son-in-law, even though I 
was fifty years old. In his protective, parental way, he demon- 
strated his caring by following up on me to determine my wor- 
thiness to marry his daughter. At the time I was teaching at 
California State University at Los Angeles and had a clinic, 
which was called the California Family Guidance Center. He 
proceeded to send out his spies to inquire about my character, 
teaching ability, and personal background. I came to school 
one day, and the dean of my college said, "You know, some- 
body has been inquiring about you." You see, in that way, 
Wilkinson was thorough, concerned, and even loving. 

He was aware of his own lack of tact and acknowledged 
that he offended people and created enemies. But he professed 
a lack of malicious intent, which I think was genuine. He at- 
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tributed his abrasiveness to his 
determination to get things done 
and sometimes to fatigue. 

Wilkinson lacked the ca- 
pacity to relate to others in a 
warm, relaxed way He was un- 
comfortable in unstructured so- 
cial situations, even with his 
family, where he would talk 
business or politics. He didn't 
know how-or want-to just 
sit and chat. He could be neither 
emotionally open nor physically 
intimate with others, not even 
physically demonstrative with 
his wife or children. He did re- 

ager. Instead, she emphasized to 
her children the importance of 
getting an education and gave 
all the money she could for their 
education. She and her husband 
fought almost every day over 
the allocation of their money 
This fighting definitely had an 
impact on all of their children. 
And in a dysfunctional family, 
the children usually deal with 
the tension in diverse ways- 
anger, fear, and general insecu- 
rity Some children escape into 
fantasy or indolence, while 
others try to prove themselves, 

flect and even comment on Wilkinson and Family covering and compensating for 
some of his own feelings, pain, their feelings of insecurity or 
and resentment in his diaries. "Ernest Wilkinson, like other outstanding worthlessness. Others behave - 
But he also pointed out his pat- leaders, sacrificed personal relationships self-destructively, taking out 
tern of blocking feelings, phys- their anger and rage on the 
ical though they may be, when in order to excel and control." world and themselves. We all 
he wrote about overcoming fa- 
tigue through mental determination. One family member even 
said, "He didn't have any feelings." 

Wilkinson's children remember occasions of camaraderie 
but never real companionship, never talking, joking, laughing, 
touching, or other expressions of warmth. Such events were 
awkward and uncomfortable for him, an unfamiliar way of 
being. 

Nevertheless, Wilkinson did have a way of demonstrating 
his feelings. When my wife's first husband, John Mangum, was 
killed in an airplane accident, Wilkinson immediately stepped 
in. He made sure she was economically secure and helped in 
every way he could. This was his way of showing love, but it 
was as close as he came to intimacy He gave financial support 
to untold numbers of needy students, as Gary points out, but 
this was not intimate or personal. I remember thanking him 
sincerely and warmly for a Christmas gift he had given me; my 
sincerity made him most uncomfortable. 

What lay behind Wilkinson's fear of intimacy? In Earnestly 
Yours, he tells of having grown up in Ogden, Utah, in what 
some called "Hell's ~a l f -~c re . " '  He was the second of six chil- 
dren. Wilkinson's father had come from Scotland at the age of 
ten with his father. Unlike Ernest, his father had only a third- 
grade education, and he moved from job to job. As the saying 
goes, "Every time the rent came due, we moved." That was the 
nature of Wilkinson's family: continual anxiety, which makes it 
all the more understandable that at age eighty-two, Ernest's fa- 
ther worked his way on a steamer through the Panama Canal 
and showed up in New York City to visit his family when no- 
body expected him. 

Ernest's mother was the strength of the family, as well as 
"the smartest." She was the one determined to give stability to 
the family She refused to go along with her husband's desire 
for a farm because she correctly considered him an inept man- 

develop ways to cope with our 
own pain. The Wilkinson family was no different. 

Certainly Ernest was one who moved in a positive, com- 
pensatory direction, but why? When his parents fought, when 
he experienced the absenteeism and almost continual negation 
of his father, he went through confusion and emotional pain, 
and he sought release and companionship by getting involved 
with the local hoods. There was a lot of cock-fighting, a lot of 
gambling and drinking and smoking among the crowd he ran 
with, and Ernest became involved with all of it. He had a paper 
route for the Deseret News, and he used what money he earned 
on these particular activities until he was around thirteen, 
when a man with whom he had bought a rooster for the cock 
fights was killed for trying to extort money That death shook 
Ernest, and he began to move away from that crowd. He was a 
very timid, lonely, little boy who was trying to extricate himself 
from what limited companionship he had. His mother was not 
an affectionate woman, and there was a great dearth of inti- 
macy and warmth within the family 

In growing up, Ernest not only had to find himself but to 
take over in the family He says, "Because of my father's lack of 
business judgment, and the great difficulty my mother had in 
making up her mind, it fell to my lot, in my early teens to 
make many decisions for the family This was very difficult for 
me because, like my father, I had developed an inferiority 
complex and was frightened to death of business transac- 
t i ~ n s . " ~  He learned to block out his feelings of fear or hurt as a 
way of overcoming them. Later, of course, he berated those 
who couldn't face their fears as he had learned to do. 
Describing his own fears, however, he told the BW student 
body on one occasion, "I recall at one time being sent to a bank 
by my mother to borrow a relatively small amount of money" 
He said, "I think I walked back and forth past the door of the 
bank ten times or more before I finally dared go in. Contrary to 
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what most people think, this timidity has continued with me 
and even now I have to summon all my courage to meet 
people whom I greatly respect or to transact certain busine~s."~ 

When a person learns to block painful memories or feel- 
ings, he or she tends to deaden other feelings as well, a pattern 
that Ernest slowly learned. At about age fifteen, reflecting on 
and responding to his mother's values, he went to Brigham 
Young Academy, where he found he could excel, and there he 
began turning to academics. As he extricated himself from his 
former friends, he moved on toward the self-directed, driven, 
and productive person Gary has described. He took over the 
responsible, parental role in his family-a prelude to his later 
leadership positions. However, his insecurities continued, and 
he relates, "I remember the first time I ever debated in high 
school. I was so frightened I started shaking in the morning 
before the debate and continued shaking the balance of the 
day after the debate."4 These profound and pervasive fears he 
learned to block out as much as possible in order to move 
ahead and do what he had to do. In turn, he found value and 
recognition through the things he accomplished, and he be- 
came a workaholic to fill the emptiness and loneliness that re- 
sulted from having deadened his feelings. 

What does growing up in a home of constant conflict do to 
one? Ernest's coping with that background was basically con- 
structive and positive in one dimension of his life, as I have 
pointed out. But in other dimensions he could be alienating 
and destructive as he demeaned and negated others. Emest 
Wilkinson-like other outstanding leaders, in every area of 
life, from business to politics, who have to excel, to be right, to 
control, at almost any cost-became a leader at the expense of 
good, personal, human relations. Such people, although ca- 
pable and productive, have intellectual capacities, that, to- 
gether with their emotional needs and fears, create in them 
obsessive drives to prove themselves, compensating for their 
lacking self-worth. These deeper feelings often preclude the 
experiencing of truly fulfilling human relations and emotional 
intimacy and lock people into a way of being that, while pro- 
tecting against pain and fear, leaves these people truly alone. 

This was true of Ernest L. Wilkinson. He was a fine man, 
an exceptional man, a productive man, and, in his way, a 
loving, giving man. But he was restricted in the development 
of his emotional self, which resulted in his obsessive, cogni- 
tive, dysfunctional orientation. His intense need for the satis- 
faction of achievement compensated for, yet kept him from 
experiencing, the intimacy and fulfillment of being a free and 
loving human being. Ernest learned to cope: he chose well, 
he produced well, he accomplished much, and he con- 
tributed a great deal to the world. And for that he deserves 
our admiration and appreciation, not just our blame for being 
human. P 
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WHAT WE WILL TELL 
OUR CHILDREN 

Sometime just after seven, 
The sun spills pale 
Blue sparkles across a snow-plumped field 
Dimpled gently by 
Sugar beet rows plowed below, 
Separating our lonely house 
From the road. 
It's time to go. 
Suited up like little astronauts 
We three step out 
Into the stillness, 
Feeling our nose hairs stiffen, 
And sink at least thigh-deep 
Into this freshly snowed surface. 
There is no talking 
As each one withdraws, 
Turtle-style, 
Behind the breath-sweaty wool of scarves 
Mottled by stubborn cocklebum 
(Which we couldn't account for 
But were nevertheless guilty of). 
Halfway forged across the field, 
We hear the dreaded distant 
Growling, grinding, grumbling. 
Bus! Bus! 
We lunge forward 
Like salmon heaving against the current, 
Waving in the air to herald our existence, 
Recycled lunch bags 
Carrying homemade brown bread sandwiches 
That will mash and crumble 
Into jelly-soaked lumps, 
Making them ineligible for trade. 
As we stagger up the bank 
And the yellow door hisses open, 
The sun suddenly flashes 
Shards of rainbow 
Across our wildly winding tracks. 
But we miss it, 
Climbing into the bus. 
Pulling off reluctant, static-charged toques, 
Lurching forward, looking for the 
Farthest back empty seat, 
And willing our hearts to be still. 
This is the way we go to school. 

-KIRSTEN T. CRAM 
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