




















Danny Agajanian 
Fresno, California 

to the mast of the thirty-nine-foot sailboat 
to keep from being swept overboard. The 
five-week trip from Hawaii to Los Angeles 
was a nightmare-seasickness, spoiled 
food, fear. We were like ants clinging to a 
toothpick. 

Earlier, after returning from Korea dur• 
ing the Viet Nam war, I had motorcycled 
alone on the Alaska Highway. I flew off 
the road at 50 mph in Yukon Territory, 
barely missing some birch trees, and 



landed in a muskeg hollow, my mandolin 

stuck in the spokes of the Harley
Davidson. A year later, I rode about as 
far as I could in the other direction. 

A trip to Panama was fraught with 
danger. I could have been killed in a 
head-on collision with a logging truck or 
struck a moose in the middle of the road. 

Driving through Guatemala, my com
panion, Bob Palmer, hit a big German 
police dog. Natives rushed out with 

knives. (Our fears were unfounded. They 
had come to skin the dog for supper.) 

On a 2,000-mile trip to the headwaters 
of the Amazon, I contracted river fever 
and was paralyzed for two days. 

Why would a man repeatedly take 
such life-threatening chances 

and risk such death-defying adventures? 

Did I crave excitement? Was I reacting 
to the fact that I had been teased as a 

schoolboy because I was the son of an 
Armenian trash man who went about 

town collecting garbage for the pig farm? 
Or was it the challenge-the need to 
scale the proverbial mountain because it 
was there? 

Who knows? Perhaps all of these were 
motivating f;:ictors. One thing I do know: 
each harrowing experience made a spiri
tual impact in later life. 

The son of Elisha and Maxine Agajan
ian, I was born in San Fernando, Cali

fornia in 1947. Our family moved to Newhall 
when I was seven, and every Sunday my 
parents took my brothers Roger and 

Dennis and me to a little Baptist church 
in Castaic that had been converted from 
a roadhouse. 

Perhaps 11 was because a little friend 
of mine had been hit by a car that I asked 
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Dick Stratta, my Sunday-school teacher, 
"How do you get to go to heaven?" He 
explained that the only way was to invite 
Jesus into your heart. "Can I do it today?" 
l asked.

Dick arranged for Pastor Caster to
give an invitation at the close of the 
morning service. I responded. Although I 
was only nine years old, I can still recall 
vividly feeling the power of the Holy Spirit 
as the man of God laid his hand upon me. 

''How do you feel, Danny?" he asked. 
"I feel clean." 

Unfortunately, that childlike innocence 
faded. The absence of solid Bible teach

ing, the presence of cliques in the 
church, and the tug of the yvorld during 
my high school and later in the Army 
nudged my life in a downward direction. 

M y musical talent ls a gift from God 
that I have enjoyed since I was in 

grade school. My father bought a man
dolin and began learning to play by 

notes. I picked It up and almost imme
diately could play by ear, so he bought 

me one. Next came the tenor banjo, and 



after that the five-string banjo. 
Dennis has the same gift. We played 

quasi-professionally through high school, 
and the year following we appeared in 
The Battle of the Bands in the Hollywood 
Bowl in 1966. 

The following year I was drafted, sent 
to Korea and led the lower lifestyle so 
common to soldiers. Upon my discharge, 
Dennis and I began playing duo again 
and performed together at Disneyland, 
Knott's Berry Farm, The Four Queens 
and the Golden Nugget in Las Vegas. 
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One place Dennis performed particu
larly impressed me when I came back 
from the service. The audience at The 
Salt Company was so refreshingly differ
ent from noisy nightclub crowds, where 
drunks might throw beer cans. These 

people listened and applauded. I had a 
growing desire to be around Christians. 

Being twins, Dennis and I have been 
especially close. Both of us thirst to 

live life to the fullest and pushed to the 
limit. We both raced motorcycles, not for 
money but for the sheer thrill of il. 

One time Dennis accepted the chal
lenge to play his guitar while speeding 
down the Indian Dunes Raceway. Par
nelli Jones, the famous racer, handed 
him the instrument while riding beside 
him at 50 miles an hour. The film crew of 
"That's Incredible" filmed Dennis as he 
played the William Tell Overture, and he 
barely finished playing it before running 
out of track. 

A friendly competition between us has 
always been wholesome. We were ex
tremely fast bluegrass pickers and the 
audience loved it when we would push 
each other to our limits. When Dennis 
married, our needs were different and 
eventually our paths widened in diver
gent directions. His music became more 
contemporary while mine stayed country 
and bluegrass. 

I needed a supplemental income for 
the lean times all rising artists experience. 

Since I'd been an M.P. in the army, Roger, 
our lawyer brother. encouraged me to 
become a licensed private investigator 
and to do detective work for him. 

The benefits were more than I could 
have imagined. Bronwen, an attractive 
blonde legal secretary in his law firm, 
became my wife. She had just been 
saved as the result of reading Hal Lind· 
sey's book The Late Great Planet Earth.

I came back to the Lord in 1973 at a 
Billy Graham press meeting in San Fran
cisco. Never could I have dreamed, the 
day that I rededicated my life to Christ, 
that someday I would be on the platform 
ministering with Mr. Graham at crusades 
in Lubbock, Texas, in Alaska and in 
England. 

I have always wanted to jump right 
into the world, not just read about it or 
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Tao weak to hold the tele-
I -phone, I lay my head on 

my pillow. wedging the re-
ceiver against my ear. ''This 

is Or. D'Angelo," I whis
pered, gasping for breath. 
"Get me the resident on duty 

... emergency." 
"Dr. D'Angelo, this is Or. 

Graham. How can I help your 
"I can't breathe." I said. Then 

the coughing began again, ex
hausting the little strength I had 
left. 

No military ambulance was 
available, so I had to drive myself 

10 the hospital. The resident's 
voice was strong, calm, reassur
ing. "We'll be ready for you 

here." 
The severe asthma I had had 

lrom age two had cleared up when 
I was fourteen. In September of 
1979 it surfaced again, growing 
increasingly severe and compli· 

cated by flu. Finally, after five 
months of battling a recurring 

fever and cough spasms, I was too 
worn out to work more than a 

couple of hours a day. Now in the 
hospital my lungs began to 

hemorrhage. 
The emergency-room staff worked 

over me with great care and skill. But 
I was. now the patient. and as such I 
found their guarded answers to my 
questions most irritating. From all in
dications I was dying .. and I was 

afraid. 
A doctor is by training the 

sworn enemy of death. I had 
reason to be especially militant. 

Death had prematurely robbed me of my 
father. I had come face to face with it 
again in Vie! Nam, not only on the 
battlefield. but in a personal confronta• 
lion which could have forever separated 
me from Almighty God. 

I had never planned a military career; 
medicine had always been my dream. Al· 
ter my father's death, my mother decided 
to remove this headstrong lourteen•year• 
old from the streets of New York City, so 
I was sent to Villanova Prep School in 
California. 

With fewer distractions, my grades 
rose to straight A"s and I began to plan pre· 
med at the University of California at Los 
Angeles. However, in my senior year I be• 
came friends with a family whose influence 
was to change the course of my life. 

Although religion had played an impor
tant role in my childhood, doubts nagged 
me. Then. too, I wanted control over the 
circumstances of my life. I wanted 10 be 
prosperous, healthy in body and mind, 
and happy. I couldn·t seem to make reli• 
gion work for me in any practical way. 

My new friends, though, could pull 
straight from the Bible the answer to any 
question I might have. I didn't even have 
to look for myself. They served it to me all 
wrapped up and spoonfed-with a little 
something extra added out of transcen• 
dental meditation, reincarnation, extra· 
sensory perception and astrcproJection. I 

Suddenly the hairs on the 
back of my neck stood 
erect ... something evil had 
entered the tent. 
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