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Chapter 1

The Cemetery
Last night I overcame my fear and visited her grave. I admit
that I entered the cemetery with trepidation and walked among
the dark, ancient oak trees with anxiety. As I moved toward the
family plot, it seemed that the gnarled and twisted limbs in the
darkness above were bending down menacingly toward me. Yet
I knew that I must assure myself that she could no longer harm
me. As I approached the great stone monuments that declared
the past glories of others, moonlight made ghastly shadows
around me through the boughs of the trees. I shuddered.
Then suddenly I was standing before her grave. She did not
come out of her tomb and grab my leg as I had envisioned. That
sort of vampire is in ghost stories and literature. When she was
alive, she never had teeth that would sink into her victim’s neck
as did the legendary fiends so named. No, she was a beautiful
woman capable of far worse torture than the spilling of blood,
and her venom still exudes from the depths of her hell. Even from
her coffin the vengeful acts she perpetrated while alive continue
to extend misery to those who tried to love her. Encased within
her were demons far worse than any storied horror. She was not
1
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nourished by human blood but survived on human minds. She
was a psychic vampire.
It was the power of her eyes that did it. One piercing look
from those large, dark, beckoning eyes caused an inner fear to
instantly seize a person and cause them to submit to her power.
Her long, lustrous brunette hair heightened her perfect facial
features, yet her beauty was deceiving. Anyone who met her for
the first time could easily say that she was one of the sweetest,
kindest, and loveliest mortals they had ever encountered. And
she could be. How easily her smile captivated, and how kindly
she could express herself. If she wanted, she could win over the
heart of anyone. It was, as she would say, “the Jesus way” that
propelled her.
No one has ever used the holy name of Christ more cleverly
and more intentionally. She claimed that He was with her all the
time. He was her companion, her beloved, her Savior. Using His
name, she entrapped her victims. I could not understand why
a God would allow such a creature to so misuse His power, but
she ruled in her world of hatred and envy by hiding behind the
beauty and solace of eternal wisdom: Peach
Peace on earth, good will
to men!
I remember very well when she came into my life. The spring
semester at Lake Forest College had just ended, and I had driven
home in my canary-yellow convertible. I parked by the rose
garden of our home near Lake Michigan. Near our house, my
mother was sitting with Slep, our collie, in a gazebo surrounded
by redbud trees. I waved and walked over to her.
After patting the family pet, I kissed my mother; but when she
thanked me, I sensed a tenseness in her voice. She was excited
because my older brother John was bringing his girlfriend to
meet our family. I knew this was a special event for her, because
we knew how badly she wanted her oldest son to settle down.
He had left college during his first year in order to join the US
Army. He wanted adventure.
After he returned from two years in Iraq, he seemed restless,
as if he did not know what to do with himself. He drank beer with
former high school football buddies, and he worked continually
on his car, but he lounged before the TV for long hours. He had
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spent his time in the military as a sergeant overseeing military
supplies in a warehouse. Mother assumed that he missed being
so active. Now he was involved with a girlfriend, and that could
mean marriage. My mother’s hopes were at last being fulfilled. I
was happy for her.
“Tom, dear,” she said to me as we walked through the garden
to the sunroom entrance of our home, “would you do me a favor
this evening?”
“Of course, Mother,” I replied, holding her hand.
“Please don’t talk about religion during dinner. I know how
you love to upset me with your irreligious banter, but don’t tease
me this evening. Will you?”
“Of course,” I responded, stopping to hug her. “You know I’d
do anything to make you happy.”
She thanked me.
“I take it that she’s a religious type?”
“I don’t know for sure, but John sort of asked that we not talk
about our church this evening.”
I laughed as we walked across the patio to the sunroom.
“Well, I’ll try to behave, but if she’s going to cram Jesus down my
throat, I might say something.”
Mother halted as she put a lock of her graying hair back into
the bun behind her head. “Tom, you hurt me when you mention
Christ so nonchalantly. Why do you taunt me that way?”
I opened one of the French doors to the sunroom and said,
“Oh, Mother, dear, let’s not get off on that old argument now.
Let’s be happy.”
Mother smiled. “Yes, I am happy, but I do have a dilemma.”
As we sat down on a wicker couch near the many-paned
windows of the sunroom, I petted Slep again and asked, “What
do you mean?”
“Well, my oldest son seems to be settling down,” she
commented as she smoothed a wrinkle from her silk paisley
skirt, “while my middle son is drifting away!”
“Where am I drifting?” I asked.
Mother smiled. “Oh, let’s not start. We’ll talk about you
another time. In a few minutes, I’ve got things to do in the
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kitchen. I want to just sit a moment and enjoy this lovely spring
day. You can help by starting the fire in the family room.”
And so, preparations for the great occasion took our thoughts
away from her so-called dilemma. As I cleaned the ashes out of
our large brick fireplace, I thought of Mother and how happy
she would be if her oldest son finally settled down. She would
undoubtedly be very generous in helping the young couple with
finances, because she had the thought of a grandchild constantly
on her mind. I also wondered what kind of girl had been able
to slow down my brother long enough for serious dating. He
was always “on the go” and terribly popular. When he was in
high school, there were often enough of his friends to have two
basketball teams playing on the court on our back lawn. Guys
were drawn to John because he was easygoing and dependable,
and he loved sports. I could hardly believe that he was actually
ready for a steady girlfriend. Yet he was bringing home someone
that he wanted the family to meet. That sounded rather serious,
so I looked forward to meeting her; but I was not prepared for
the occasion.
When my younger brother Jim, a robust, curly-haired
sportsman, came in from grade school, he was accompanied by
several friends. They were planning a short swim in our pool; but
Mother went out and told them that a special event was taking
place that afternoon, and she would rather they swim the next
day. Jim was not happy with the situation, but his friends agreed
immediately and left.
“Jim,” Mother called when he started up the stairs to his
room. “Just a minute! I’m sorry about the swim, but you forgot
that John is bringing his girlfriend home today. We want to make
a very good impression.”
“Well, I could wave at her from the pool.”
Mother laughed. “You know better. We want to show the
young lady what a fine family we are.”
Jim made a face and started up the stairs.
Mother called after him. “Put on a clean shirt and a tie,
please!”
“Aw, Mother,” he yelled back, but as he ran on, he said he
would do as she wished.
4
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She turned toward me and added, “That goes for you too,
darling.”
I smiled. “Well, you certainly want to impress this
newcomer.”
Mother put her hands together as she usually did when
wanting to discuss something. “Tom, you’ve got to help me.
Remember. John needs our support.”
“Sure, Mother,” I replied and continued stacking logs. “For
your sake, I hope it all goes very well.”
“Thank you darling,” she said, most pleased. Yet it was still
evident that she was a bit nervous about the upcoming meeting.
I was amused that she would be so uptight about something so
ordinary. I supposed that she wanted to keep the status quo—a
very content family. How proud she was when she walked into
our church with her husband and three sons trailing behind her.
The respect we had in our community meant a lot to her, and she
did not want it disturbed. We were considered by neighbors and
townspeople to be a very upstanding and happy family.
Father, an artist who had a rather large clientele, returned
from his gallery just as I got the fire going. “Mother must be
expecting a blizzard this evening,” he commented in his soft,
joking manner. “Of course, she likes a fire on a cool spring
evening.” I nodded as he passed by and started into the hall
where the stairs were located.
“Yes,” I called to him, “and she wants us in clean shirts and
ties.”
Father did not answer, which was his usual custom when
an answer wasn’t needed. He was a quiet, little man and very
talented. He loved peace and quiet, a quality that was to make
him an easy victim of the monster that was soon to make an
appearance. Since Mother had inherited a farm that provided
our family’s upscale status, Father had always been submissive.
We boys never went to him for money; we soon learned in turn
that Mother was the source. Her religion was based on helping
others, and that included her sons.
The family was seated around the fireplace when my brother
John drove past a picture window with his beloved. The time
for the big event had come. Mother was the first to rise and go
5
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out onto the patio. We all waited as John escorted the newcomer
from the garage and down the walk toward the house. The rest
of the family joined Mother, and we waited patiently. We were
eager to meet the girlfriend and happy for John. How could we
have envisioned the misery we would soon be experiencing?
How naïve we were in our bastion of love and companionship!
How unprepared we were! We had never met such a challenge,
and that was the cause of our downfall. We were simply innocent
children waiting to be slaughtered.
Suddenly, in the early evening shadows, I saw the long-awaited
guest’s face. I was stupefied. “She’s gorgeous,” I whispered as
they came closer.
“Yes, she is,” Mother whispered and left the patio followed
by Slep. Walking toward the couple, Mother opened her arms
for an embrace, but Slep stopped and sheepishly backed up a
few steps Then he walked off into the grass. Such behavior was
very unusual for him, because he usually greeted guests most
warmly.
Suddenly I noticed that Mother had also stopped abruptly.
Her arms fell slowly to her side. When she was in front of her
son and his girlfriend, I heard a voice so sweet, one would have
thought it was from heaven. “How do you do, Mrs. Whitney.” The
young woman extended a hand to my Mother, who was engrossed
by the lovely smile before her. After a second of reckoning, she
raised an arm to shake hands with the lady in front of her.
“Mother, I want you to meet Rosemary. Is she not beautiful?”
my brother said, but his voice sounded completely different
from anything I had heard in my life. The joyousness so plentiful
in our mutual communications was missing.
“She certainly is,” Mother commented. “And I—”
At that point, Mother was interrupted by the newcomer.
“Mrs. Whitney, you need not agree with him. Let us remember
that our Lord Jesus did not approve of flattery.”
And so it began. Her words were like a savage wind suddenly
blowing through the peaceful evening. She was already in
charge; and Jesus, unbeknownst to His Majesty, was her helper.
We were a Christian family, and we often attended a church on
Sundays, but we would never embarrass someone as she had
6
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done. Her comment about flattery was rude. Mother turned and
started back to the patio. It was obvious by the expression on
her face that she was troubled. When the three of them reached
us, Mother opened her mouth for introductions, but Rosemary
intervened and said in the sweetest of tones, “Now, you must be
Father Whitney.”
Before my father could affirm his identification, she cast her
large eyes at me. I immediately felt as if I was being induced into
some kind of hypnotic trance. There was something in her eyes
that gave the impression that she was looking straight into your
soul. I did answer, “Yes, I’m Tom,” but she only smiled sweetly
and placed her hand on Jim’s head. He had been standing by me,
but when she touched him, he jumped back. “Oh, how sweet!”
Rosemary sighed, and it almost seemed as if what she had done
had been very kind and appropriate. Our family was absolutely
taken aback by the newcomer, and we behaved as we had never
done before. We were silent. It was Rosemary, of course, who
continued. “What a wonderful family you have, John.”
John could sense the reaction that had transpired and sort
of stuttered when he said, “Why don’t we all go into the family
room. I see a fire in the fireplace.”
“Oh, how charming,” Rosemary exclaimed, adjusting a
hand-knitted wrap around her shoulders. “There’s nothing like a
fire to take the chill off on a lovely spring evening.” She sounded
so pleasant, the family relaxed for a few moments. Then it was
time for another bombshell.
Once inside the family room, I suggested a drink before
dinner. “Oh, perhaps John would like to show me around a bit
while you do that,” Rosemary softly commented. Then she again
set all of our nerves on edge. “You see, I don’t drink. It’s not a
part of the Jesus Plan, you know.”
Mother gave me a look that showed fearful concern, and
Father withheld a smile. John’s forehead wrinkled in disapproval,
but Rosemary conquered all. As if she hadn’t even heard me, she
said, “John, shall we have a walk around?”
He quickly took her arm and led her to the patio and then out
into the twilight on the lawn.
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The family stood dumbstruck. When the couple was out of
sight, Jim said, “I don’t like her. She gives me the creeps!”
“It’s those eyes,” I said. “She could bore a hole through granite
with them.”
Mother protested. “Now, we must be kind. Remember, it’s
John’s girlfriend, and she could be our new daughter-in-law.
And, Tom, you promised you would not argue with her over
religion.”
“Mother, I only offered a drink.”
Father commented, “It seems that she has her own set of
rules.”
Mother again defended the fiend. “It’s too early for such
generalizations. She’s very sweet and caring most of the time.”
I asked, “What’s that ‘Jesus Plan’ she’s talking about?”
Mother answered, “Oh, it surely means that we must live as
Christ would want us to. That’s the way you were brought up.
She’s just a bit more serious than we are.”
“Not very cool, I’d say,” Jim blurted out. He started out of the
room.
Mother scolded him but raised her voice for all to hear. “We
must remember that our dear John is involved. We cannot lose
him. If he marries her, we must make the best of it. I want that
understood.”
Everyone agreed.
When it was time for the evening meal in the dining room,
I had the privilege of calling the happy couple. John seated the
newcomer next to him across from Jim and me. Whenever my
eyes met Rosemary’s, she would give a most ingratiating smile. I
could only think of a big sack of sugar sitting there.
When Mother sat down at her place at one end of the table,
Father, at the other end, picked up a knife to cut the roast beef in
front of him. Jim picked up a bowl of potatoes.
“Don’t you say grace?” Rosemary asked nonchalantly.
Everyone froze. Mother finally said, “We don’t always, but we
would be glad to this evening.”
A kind smile crossed Rosemary’s face. “It’s the Jesus Plan,
you know.”
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Mother nodded and said, “Would you like to say grace for
us?”
Rosemary nodded, put her hands on her lap and closed her
eyes. I supposed that Jesus didn’t want anyone peeking. Then
it happened. If a dragon had let loose a spray of fire down that
table, I would not have been more surprised. She raised her head
heavenward, keeping her eyes closed.
In a soft tone that only an angel would use on special
occasions, Rosemary began. “Lord Jesus, help this family to see
Thy Holy Light.” After a slight pause, she continued, “And bless
this food that we shall partake of. In Thy holy name, Amen.”
No one knew what to do. There was an awkward silence until
Mother said, “Thank you, Rosemary. That was most inspiring.”
Rosemary’s face reflected a smile of such contentment you
would have thought that she had pulled us all out of a sinking
boat. I realized then that I actually loathed her.
Father again lifted the carving knife, and we all passed
various dishes to the right. It was the quietest dinner ever
had by the Whitney family. Mother pulled us through the long,
drawn-out affair by asking, in a delicate manner, questions about
Rosemary’s background.
“I must confess, Rosemary, that our John has surprised us
with your visit, and we’re most happy about it.”
The guest glanced around the table with a condescending
smile. Then she turned to John. “Why didn’t you tell them
earlier?”
“Forgive me, my dear,” John said softly, “but remember, you
weren’t quite sure that you could come. There was that church
meeting you thought you had to attend.”
“Oh, John,” she gushed, “you know I wouldn’t let that stand in
the way of meeting your wonderful family.”
“Thank you, dear,” Mother commented and asked, “Where
does your family live?”
“Oh, John,” Rosemary gasped, “You haven’t told them anything.
Well, let me fill you in. My parents are practically neighbors. They
live in Evanston.”
“Why, how wonderful,” Mother responded. “If we had known,
we could have invited them here for the evening.”
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Shaking a finger at my brother, Rosemary said, “Aren’t
you ashamed, you naughty boy? My folks would have loved to
come.”
So the banter went on and on. It amounted to worse news
than we could have expected. Rosemary was from a very religious
family. There was no surprise there, of course. Her father, Mr.
Samuel Shane, was a minister in a protestant church named—I
could have guessed—“The Jesus Plan.” There was no escaping
that plan. Everything led back to it. By the time the dinner was
over, I was ready for excommunication or a hanging on a cross.
The Whitney family was being invaded, and the invader was
winning. I didn’t know what to do.
That evening when John and Rosemary had left, the family
gathered in the family room, which had been enlarged some
time back by enclosing a side patio. A leather couch and lounge
chairs faced the fireplace where my parents had chairs on each
side. In the back of the room was a large niche where we kept
our computer. After we had settled down, our discussion began
with a few unimportant matters; but it seemed that everyone
was anxious to talk about the impression that Rosemary had
made on each of us. Jim had already expressed his view and had
been bawled out. I felt that I should lead the charge. “Mother and
Dad, I have to say it. That woman was not kind, even though she
wanted to give that impression.”
Holding her hands together and shaking her head
slightly, Mother said, “Isn’t it really too early for us to be so
judgmental?”
Father, always the peacemaker, said, “She was probably just
a bit nervous. After all, it was her first time here.”
I could not stand their efforts at accommodation and said,
“She’s a cold duck if ever I met one. What on earth does John see
in her?”
No one could answer, and we sat silently until Jim stood and
ran toward a door saying, “I’ve got to call a friend. Is that allowed
in the Jesus Plan?”
Mother raised her voice and called, “Jim!” but it was too late.
He was out of the room.
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Father commented, “She did sort of run that into the
ground.”
“Goodness!” Mother exclaimed. “What is happening to us? I
was so thrilled that John had found someone, and now things
seem so up in the air.”
It was obvious that the whole family was upset, so I stayed
by the fire when my parents retired. I wanted to talk with my
brother when he returned after taking her home. I walked over
to my computer in a far niche of the room and Googled “Jesus.”
I read very interesting information in a section about the life
of the Lord. “There is no historical evidence that Jesus even
existed.” Well, he sure does here! I thought. “The biblical Gospels
were written forty to sixty years apart.” No wonder there’s such
inconsistency about the life of Jesus!
I continued reading until I saw the headlights of John’s car.
I was surprised. Guess the Jesus Plan puts one to bed early and
doesn’t even allow a goodnight kiss. When John walked into the
room, I said, “Well, you’ve got something there!”
Misinterpreting what I meant, he smiled and said, “Isn’t she
something?”
“She sure is!” I sarcastically replied.
The look on John’s face showed me that he had not understood
my impression of Rosemary, and it was obvious that I had said
the wrong thing. “What’s wrong with her?” he asked.
“Well, she just about Jesus-Planned me to death!” I replied.
“She even—”
John interrupted. “Oh, you just didn’t understand her. She
was merely trying to help you. You see, she has Jesus in her heart,
and she wants to share Him with others.”
I looked at my brother and thought, Did he really say that? He
had never been overly religious before, and now he sounded just
like her. “John!” I exclaimed, “What has come over you? Believing
in Jesus is one thing, but to use him as a basis for being rude is
quite another.”
“What do you mean? She can’t be rude. She’s so kind and
sweet. How was she rude?”
I again looked at my brother in amazement. It was obvious that
he was under the spell or influence of that fiend, an appellation
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that I used for the first time in my mind. “John, you’re kidding.
What about her insisting on prayer at dinner?”
“Well, she was used to it and thought she should ask.”
“You don’t think it was rude to force us into a prayer?”
“How could a prayer be rude?”
My hands went up in the air. “Gosh, John, if you can’t see
through that woman, then you really are lost.”
Again his look showed his confusion. We were not
communicating. There was no common ground between us.
Suddenly it seemed that neither of us had anything to say. John
rose and said as he left the room, “We’ll talk about it tomorrow.”
I nodded, but for the first time in my life, I felt as if I had lost
my brother.
Our conversation did not resume the next day as planned. John
left early in the morning so he could join Rosemary at her father’s
church. The girlfriend wanted her beau with her, according to
the Jesus Plan, which evidently demanded togetherness similar
to being tied with rope. My brother began spending more and
more time with the Shane family. Our parents assumed that he
was also investigating possible positions of employment. Since
that subject was never mentioned during John’s occasional short
talks with the family, Mother finally asked, “Have you thought of
what you might want to do, now that you seem to be thinking of
settling down?”
“Of course, Mother,” he responded. “In fact, at the church,
Reverend Shane has introduced me to several members of
his congregation who seem interested in having me work for
them.”
“How splendid!” she exclaimed. “And what sort of work
would that be?” she asked, knowing that our entire family was
curious.
“Oh, a Mr. Boxter wants me in his warehouse as a supervisor.
Of course, I’d have to work my way up to that position.”
A frown spread over our mother’s face. “Oh, John, you surely
wouldn’t be happy in some sort of warehouse position. Would
you?”
John seemed surprised at her question. “Why not?”
“What about college?” I asked. “You’ve got the GI Bill now.”
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“Oh, Rosemary doesn’t think I should bother with higher
education. You know, it’s considered best now to just get into
the work force.”
Perplexed, Mother continued in a sorrowful tone, “John,
you know that we’ve always dreamed of all of our sons going to
college.”
John frowned and looked at the floor. “I know, but Rosemary
feels that college just isn’t part of the Jesus Plan.”
I laughed, but Mother cast a menacing glance at me. “John,
surely you don’t assume that the church has anything to do
with your education? You must prepare for the problems ahead.
When you marry, there will be so many financial matters and
adjustments.”
In an earnest tone, John continued, “But that’s what I’m
considering. Rosemary feels that we would be much happier if
we just stayed as we are, safe in the Jesus Plan.”
Father finally joined in. “In such a situation, what is the Jesus
Plan?”
“It’s wonderful, Dad,” John replied with enthusiasm.
“Everything is planned out for you. You just put yourself in the
hands of Jesus.”
“Sounds to me,” I interjected, “like you’re in the hands of
Rosemary!”
John snapped at me. “A college punk like you wouldn’t
understand.”
“Boys!” Mother exclaimed. “This is a serious matter, and
John is explaining his side. We need to understand before
we can comment.” She looked at me again, showing her
disappointment.
John continued, “What’s wrong with managing a
warehouse?”
There was a brief silence. Finally Mother said, “John, all
your life you’ve known that we wanted a college education for
our sons. Remember when you joined the army and we tried
changing your mind? We thought you should continue your
college education and then go into the service if you wished.”
13
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“We’ve been through all of that,” John insisted. “There’s no
need to repeat it. Besides, I know that Rosemary is right. We’ll be
very happy living a proper life in the Jesus Plan.”
After a brief silence, Father asked, “You’ve not been very
clear about what you are calling the Jesus Plan. We have always
been Christians. How is your church different?”
Mother and I exchanged glances. John noticed our behavior
and said, “I have the impression that you are against me. That
you don’t want me to marry Rosemary.”
“John, my dear boy,” Mother exclaimed. “You’re wrong. We
have nothing against Rosemary. We just want to understand
why there is such a change in you.”
My brother turned his head slightly askance. He looked
almost in pain. “I’ve not changed, Mother. I just feel now that I’ve
sort of found myself, that I have a purpose in life. You know how
I’ve been neither here nor there most of the time. I’ve tried this
and that, but now I have something I feel I can really succeed
in.”
“What’s that?” I asked, adding, “and don’t tell me it’s the Jesus
Plan.”
John frowned and shook his head. Gazing at me rather
severely, he said, “You’d never understand. You take everything
for granted. It’s all a straight path for you.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
Mother interrupted. “Boys, don’t turn on each other. You’re
brothers, and you both care deeply about each other.”
Father asked, “Are you thinking of the ministry?”
John laughed. “Oh, no, Dad. I just want to continue my feeling
of security. I’ve never felt so sure about anything in my life. You
see, in the Jesus Plan, my path is laid out for me. Rosemary has
convinced me that I have found what I’ve been seeking.”
“But you’ve always been a Christian,” Father stated.
“Dad,” John responded, “our church has never given me any
direction, but I have found it in the Jesus Plan.”
“Which is?” I asked.
Turning to me, he replied, “A way of life that will have
direction and meaning. I understand now that I can make a
14
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contribution to the welfare of humanity, and I know that will
bring me happiness. Rosemary has convinced me of that.”
We were silent. Everything always reverted to Rosemary.
Mother changed the subject, saying, “If you’ve found happiness,
my dear boy, then everything is fine.”
Father agreed and avoided an argument, but he did make
a suggestion that seemed out of character. He usually left
invitations to our home in our mother’s realm of activity. Yet he
said, leaning toward his wife, “My dear, I think we should invite
the Shanes for dinner. Shouldn’t our families know each other?”
Mother nodded and said to John, “Please invite your friends
for dinner. We would love to meet them.”
John seemed very pleased with the idea, but I thought, I
wonder what kind of monsters they are? We were soon to find
out.
The occasion for meeting the Shanes was set up for the next
weekend, and it had more in store for us than we could possibly
have imagined. First, we were to attend their Sunday morning
church service, and then they would come to our home for
dinner. It appeared to be the perfect way for the families to get
to know each other.
Our family arrived at the small, wooden Church of the Jesus
Plan on time to be welcomed at the entranceway by Reverend
Shane, whose severe visage had a threatening aspect. I was sure
that Slep would have barked at him had he been with us. It was
obvious from whom Rosemary had inherited her large, dark,
piercing eyes. The Reverend gleamed down at us as if he were
conducting an inspection. When Mother and Dad were in front
of him, he raised a hand and made a sign of the cross over each of
them. I say “a” sign because it was neither Catholic nor Eastern
Orthodox; it was probably his own invention. It was as if he
drew a straight line in front of one’s face and then crossed it. My
father had raised his hand for a shake but slowly lowered it as he
watched the man give his blessing. When the Reverend finished,
he said in a deep, unpleasantly raspy voice, “My blessed wife is at
the organ and will greet you after our service.” My father thanked
him. In the meantime my brother Jim and I had been able to walk
behind our parents without receiving an introduction. Then our
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family entered the austere chapel, passing several rows of seats
before sitting down near the organ.
Mrs. Gertrude Shane, who had been informed of our arrival,
turned and gave us a nod while her lips whispered, Welcome!
She had a ruddy complexion and was so short she had trouble
reaching the organ’s pedals. However, her size did not hinder
her enthusiasm in squirming around on the organ bench so that
she could fill the small hall with loud huffs and puffs from the
inner workings of the old instrument. She also sang in a high
shrill voice.
Jim snickered, but Mother quickly gave him a look of
disapproval. The songs with which Gertrude filled the hall
were unknown to us. This seemed unusual since we too were
Protestant. The Jesus Plan had even changed the old familiar
clamor. There was nothing we could do but wait patiently until the
service started. Reverend Harry Shane was a tall, thin, wrinkled
man who had never graduated from a Christian college. He used
the oldest joke in the category of corny taste: “I decided that PC
meant for me to preach Christ rather than plant corn.” It was a
Sunday I shall never repeat.
When my brother John, dressed in a three-button black
jacket, escorted his girlfriend past our row of seats, he turned to
us with a smile that showed his gratitude for our being there. The
vampire, expressing her purity by wearing a white dress with a
long, white silk scarf, also looked down at us, but her expression
showed heartwarming condescension. She had brought us all
into the Jesus Plan, and her imagined triumph was evident in
her constrained haughtiness. Jim stuck his tongue out after they
had passed, but Mother quickly tapped his knee and whispered,
“Behave!”
The small hall filled with people, and when Reverend Shane
took a seat on the small stage at the front of the building, the
crowd stood up and burst into a joyful song led, of course, by
Gertrude. The five verses of “Jesus Save Us” seemed interminable,
but their message was clear. It was Jesus all the way! This was
especially emphasized in the Reverend’s prattle, which droned
on for three quarters of an hour. If such a talk had been given at
my college, I and everyone else would have walked out.
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The sermon was almost incoherent. It was filled with
hypotheses without any factual basis, repetitions of biblical
quotations without any understandable association, and
continual conclusions without any proven criteria. The service
was a monstrous example of the hypocrisy and ignorance that I
had read about in so many cults and off-shoots of the Christian
faith. I was appalled that my brother had been taken in by such
irrationality.
When the Reverend finally ended his parochial discourse,
several of the Chosen—that is, those who had fulfilled the Jesus
Plan—passed out trays containing tiny communion cups filled
with grape juice. When I took one and passed the tray on to the
others, I raised the so-called wine to my lips and thought: Here’s
to Jesus! Perhaps that was a bit irreligious, but I was fed up with
the whole scene. I wished that I could express myself by shouting
something profane; but I wouldn’t have been heard, even if I had
cried out, because Gertrude was filling the hall with moans from
the organ.
Just as communion was about finished, the Chosen were back
with their trays for the giving of one’s weekly tithe. Needless
to say, I did not contribute money for the support of a church
based on ignorance, but my father did so out of politeness. When
we were leaving the church, Mother whispered to me, “Tom,
darling, don’t say anything disrespectful to him.” I nodded my
assurance and walked beside her as we approached the minister.
He bowed to us but did not smile. Instead his face reflected a
sort of supercilious satisfaction. He was in a state of ecstasy over
having once again carried out his great mission of spreading
the gospel—and spreading it very thin, in my opinion. Yet His
Holiness did nod when my father reminded him that we were
expecting his family at our dinner table.
Driving home, the family was silent until Jim began expressing
his view of the church service. He was disgusted. He could not
understand what the minister was talking about, and he thought
the music was cacophonous. He was correct of course, and
Father surprised me by agreeing. Yet, before Mother could start
her usual rebuttal, I managed to express my opinion.
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“Listen, we’ve got a real problem. That church is dangerous.
Its literal interpretation of the Bible is absurd, and it’s making
its flock of followers into hypocritical Nazis. Reverend Shane
is pompous and ignorant. He preaches prejudice more than
moral values. When he said that a divorced man cannot expect a
heavenly reward, he was generalizing without criteria. I think he
just babbles anything he wants. How John can accept such drivel
is beyond me. We’ve got to stop that wedding.”
“Tom,” Mother finally interjected, “we’ve no right to condemn
people who are honestly and sincerely expressing their faith.
While we see Jesus differently from the way they do, it doesn’t
mean that they are wrong, does it? Besides, we shouldn’t judge
so severely after hearing only one sermon. Should we?”
I laughed and responded. “And why shouldn’t we? If I had to
sit through another talk like that, I’d never go to church again.”
“Tom,” Mother repeated, trying to calm me down. “We’ve
got to think of John. If he brings Rosemary into our family and
attends her church, we have got to find understanding. It’s true
that they do not interpret the Scriptures as we do, but—I’ll say
it again—that doesn’t mean they are wrong. It’s too early to
criticize.”
Jim said, “But he didn’t make sense!”
“We’ve got to think of John!” Mother insisted.
“Well, I can have my own opinion,” Jim said and sat back on
the car seat.
Exasperated, Mother stated, “My dears, I ask only one thing
now. When the Shanes are with us as guests, please do not argue
with the Reverend. Do it for John’s sake, please!”
Everyone agreed. We would behave at the table . . .
somewhat.
When we turned into our driveway, Father said, “It will be
difficult to keep a straight face.”
I laughed and said, “I’ll say.”
“What’ll we do if she sings?” Jim asked. He laughed and made
a high-pitched noise.
“Oh, boys,” Mother appealed in a downcast voice, “please
behave. We must help John.”
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The rest of us uttered various replies as we departed the
car, but we finally assured Mother that we would be on our best
behavior.
Inside the house, I went to my computer and looked at my
e-mails. My parents came into the family room and sat down
by the fireplace. When they started talking, I realized that they
had not noticed me back in the niche. Mother said, “I’m worried
about Tom too. He seems to be so irreligious anymore. Is that
what they teach in college these days?”
Father answered, “Well, we did name him ‘doubting
Thomas.’”
“I’m not joking,” Mother responded. “We brought them up in
a church, and they never caused any trouble. Well, a few times
Tom asked questions he should not have . . . like that time in
Sunday school when he asked if Jesus played with himself.”
Father laughed. “I liked the time when someone asked him
why the whale swallowed Jonah, and he answered, ‘Because he
was hungry.’”
“Yes, he could be naughty, but for the most part, it seems that
his faith is secure . . . that he believes as we do.”
“Tom’s lost in the world of ideas. He’s meeting challenges at
school that are causing him to think. I believe he’s fine. Let him
philosophize if he wishes. It’s better than acting as if Christ is the
man next door—like John does these days.”
Mother shook her head. “Well, I just hope he behaves when
the Shanes arrive. I don’t want to embarrass John.”
“He will,” Father assured her.
The Shanes were very late. Our family was used to eating
after arriving home from church. Mother always left a pot roast
baking in the oven, and we would have dinner immediately so
that everyone could do whatever activity they wanted in the
afternoon. As we became increasingly hungry while waiting for
the Shanes, Jim and I would slip into the kitchen and snitch a
piece of celery or a carrot stick. By three o’clock, Mother became
worried. She mulled over our presence at the church but could
not think of anything we’d done that might have offended the
Shanes. Jim commented, “Oh, I hope we did!”
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His remark did not please Mother, but she finally concluded
that the Shanes were late merely because members of their
congregation probably talked with them after the service. “After
all,” she said, “the Reverend is their pastor, and they depend on
him for guidance.”
“He’d lead me to hell,” I quickly said, and Jim laughed.
Mother again raised her voice. “Boys, you promised to
behave.”
“I was just joking, Mother. We’ll be good.”
Satisfied, Mother placed her roast back in the oven to keep
it warm. At three thirty, Jim ran into the kitchen and yelled,
“They’re coming up the drive!”
The moment had arrived. I was sure that each member of
the family was experiencing some agitation—perhaps even fear.
We were up against a situation that was new to us. Never before
had we felt threatened in this way, as if maybe we were not up to
what was expected. We considered ourselves a normal, upscale
family, and if we thought someone did not care for us, it was their
problem. We were amiable people and had nothing to prove to
anyone. With the Shanes, however, it was different. We wanted
to be approved for John’s sake, and we were not sure we knew
how to do it.
I noticed our nervousness in the way we had changed seats
in the family room. For some reason, Mother did not sit in her
comfortable chair by the fireplace. She sat down on the couch
in front of the mantel. Jim ran in with Slep and walked over to
a window where he could observe the approach of the guests.
Father remained standing for a while, but sat down on a bench
near the door when Jim said that the Shanes were coming up the
walk. I had taken a seat by a reading table but stood up when the
others did. We heard the door to the sunroom open. Not one of
us said a word, and we stood in our awkward positions as if we
were statues.
John entered first, leading Rosemary by the arm. Slep quickly
ran past them into the entrance hall. John called after the dog,
but he did not return. Rosemary smiled and said, “Dogs just don’t
like me.” Then she put out a hand to Mother who had come up to
greet her. “And how are you, Mother, dear?” Rosemary asked.
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Before she could answer, Samuel and Gertrude entered.
Smiling, Mother went to Mrs. Shane and held out her hand. They
shook hands. Father did the same with the Reverend. Someone
suggested that we sit down. I cannot remember who said it, but it
was at that moment that our torment started. Mr. Samuel Shane
suddenly rendered a throaty appeal: “May I bless this house at
this time?”
Mother and Father both agreed that he could and stepped
back from the Shanes as Gertrude began a shrill paean, “Follow
us, Jesus!” I looked at Jim, and he slipped out of the room. His
quick action went unnoticed by our guests, who appeared to be
involved in the delivery of one of their favorite hymns of praise.
When the high, raspy notes finished, the Reverend delivered his
message in a loud, sanctimonious voice. “Lord Jesus, bless this
house that is so in need. Amen!”
Rosemary repeated the “Amen” and nudged John, who then
repeated it as well. Mother and Father seemed paralyzed but
quickly regained their composure. The Shanes walked over by
the fireplace and surveyed the room as if they were making an
inspection. Rosemary, with a smile so sweet it was sickening,
led me over to the minister for a blessing. Before I could say
anything that might be disturbing, Mother announced, “Instead
of sitting down now, I suggest we go into the dining room first
and have our dinner. John, will you please show the Shanes the
way while I go to the kitchen?” He agreed and walked ahead so
that they could follow.
Seating at the dining room table was arranged by Rosemary.
By then, Jim had slipped back into the room, and she placed him
with the Reverend and Gertrude on one side of the table, while
I sat with John and his girlfriend on the other. After Mother
brought in the roast beef and placed it on a serving cart by her
side, she asked the minister if he would like to say grace. He
gladly accepted and took a ceremonious pose, placing his elbows
on the table, folding his hands together, and raising his head
skyward. His upward stare was so severe that one could not help
but look at the ceiling. Then he started a sermon, not a prayer. I
was sure Mother would have liked to place the roast back in the
oven. When he finally finished, Mother began passing dishes to
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the customary right. Mr. Shane helped himself to the beef and
then handed the platter across the table to me. I wanted to say,
“Pass it to the right,” but caught myself in time and took the dish.
Soon dishes were being passed in all directions—across the
table and to the right and left. It was a muddle, and Jim and I
almost laughed.
When the food was distributed, the Reverend suggested
that we give thanks for the nourishment God had provided.
Mother had to agree. Again the holy man thanked God for the
“vitals,” as he put it, before us. Finally we began eating. A sudden
quietness at the table was evident. No one knew how to start the
conversation, so we ate. Finally Mother stated, “Reverend Shane,
we want to thank you for your fine sermon this morning.”
“Sister Whitney,” His Eminence replied to my mother, “I was
thankful that our daughter invited you.”
Rosemary also thanked Mother for mentioning the inspiring
sermon and then made a strange comment. “Your words make
me realize that you are capable of achieving the Jesus Plan.”
Mother smiled, but did not answer. I could have said plenty,
but I held my tongue.
Brother John changed the subject with a bombshell. “Mother
and Dad and Reverend and Mrs. Shane, I have wonderful news.”
He looked to the side at Rosemary, and they both smiled. Her
large eyes had a twinkle that somehow suggested, You’re doing
what I told you to! “Rosemary and I are engaged!”
Mrs. Shane clapped her hands together and shouted,
“Halleluiah!”
For a few seconds there was complete silence. We were to be
sorry about that quietness much later, but at the time, everyone
was too taken aback to speak. Finally mother said, “Oh, John, you
have surprised us!”
Reverend Shane immediately began blessing the couple. The
rest of us just sat in shock and allowed our dinner to become
cold. While he was mouthing off all sorts of biblical quotations
and plenty of mumbo jumbo, Rosemary twisted around a ring
on her third finger and revealed a fairly large diamond. They
were engaged!
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We all made our compliments, of course, but most of them
did not seem heartfelt. I could hardly utter my congratulations. I
simply could not believe that my brother would still want to live
with that woman after hearing her father’s sermon. Had she so
completely subdued him that he could not think? What was the
attraction? I was dumbfounded, because it was the first time I
knew for sure that she had some kind of power over him.
When a lull finally came in the conversation, I decided on
action. I asked the Reverend if the “beast” he had talked about in
his sermon came from the book of Revelation.
“Most certainly,” His Eminence decreed. “That is one of the
greatest books in the Bible.”
“That is interesting,” I commented. “I’ve always wondered
why Revelation was chosen to be in the great book when there
were so many other revelations written at that time.”
The minister seemed to stiffen. He sat back on his chair, rigid
and straight, so I continued. “You know that revelations were a
popular literary genre in the third century AD.”
It was obvious from the expression on the Reverend’s face
that he did not know. In fact, it appeared that he did not know
the word “genre” either.
Mr. Shane’s visage turned to bewilderment. He was cornered
and knew it, so he looked at his daughter for help.
Rosemary immediately came to his rescue. Turning toward
me, she kindly said, “You probably did not understand the
message that my father was giving in his sermon.”
“Oh? And what was that?” I replied.
“What he said about the beast.”
“What about the beast?”
“That it is among us at all times.”
The Reverend had regained his composure and almost
shouted, “Yes, that is it. The beast is among us at all times.”
“Which beast?” I asked, having fortunately remembered from
Bible classes at our church that John, the writer of Revelation,
had mentioned several types of beasts. They had stuck in my
memory because a friend and I had made much fun of them
when the instructor tried explaining them.
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Rosemary tried a rebuttal. “What do you mean, which
beast?”
“Well, as I remember, there was one with ten heads and
another with two horns.”
“Preposterous!” she exclaimed.
I was delighted with her answer, because it showed that she
did not know either.
“No, he’s right,” the Reverend admitted and looked
downcast.
At this point, Mother interrupted. “Well, I think we’ve talked
enough about something so horrible. Let’s retire to the family
room for dessert and coffee.”
The Shanes were quite agreeable, but Rosemary was silent.
She could not be embarrassed or beaten. I did not know the
depth of her evil at that time, but she was already planning her
revenge.
The group retired to the family room where my father
tried discussing modern art with Mr. Shane. The latter was
only interested in religious art and considered anything else a
waste of time and almost sinful. Mother then tried carrying the
conversation by asking Mrs. Shane if she liked the sweet potato
and cranberry dish that had been served at dinner. The latter
did not know that there were cranberries in the dish, but she
had wondered what gave the potatoes such a peculiar taste.
Since both Mother and Father had failed to find a worthy topic of
conversation, I decided that I should help them find a common
thread that would be of interest to our guests. Mother did have
a rather fearful look when I started talking, but I had already
introduced a religious theme before she could stop me. I asked
the Reverend if he enjoyed reading about the history of the Bible.
That simple question brought on a tirade. Again in his sonorous
voice he said, “The gospel was given to us by God Almighty. One
should read the Bible rather than theories about its creation.”
I was delighted with his outburst, for I knew I had discovered
another subject that he knew very little about. So I lied. “I rather
enjoy reading about the creation of the famous book.”
Jim asked, “Wasn’t it written all at once?”
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Avoiding Jim’s question and bristling, the Reverend
responded quickly and angrily, “When God creates, it is perfect,
and so is the Bible.”
“Well, as I remember, at the Council of Nicaea, there was a
great deal of argument about just which chapters should be put
into the book.”
The minister just sat and stared at me. I almost laughed.
Rosemary again came to his aid. Looking rather severely at
me, she said, “I doubt that you’ve ever read anything about the
Council of Nicaea. Besides, my father has already dismissed that
subject as uneventful and not useful.”
My brother John added, “I’m sure Tom hasn’t read anything
about it.”
In my own defense, I gave a rebuttal. “I remember that, in
Miss Woden’s Sunday school class, we talked about that council
that took place in the fifth century BC.”
“Boys!” Mother called out and laughed. “What a thing to
be talking about. Let’s discuss the good news that John and
Rosemary have given us.”
I withdrew, satisfied that I had won the debate. If the
Reverend had known anything about that famous council, he
would have corrected me with great pleasure. The council was
not in the fifth century BC. I had tricked him, and he didn’t know
it. I would have liked to embarrass him further, but I realized
that I was tormenting Mother, so I said, “Yes, let’s talk about the
happy occasion.”
Mother turned toward Rosemary and asked, “What plans
have you two made?”
Rosemary smiled sweetly again. “Oh, we’ve just begun
making plans. We’ll be informing everyone about them later.”
Mother took Rosemary’s hand, but she abruptly pulled it
away. A soft smile faded from Mother’s face, but she kindly said,
“Well, if there’s anything that I can help you with, you know that
I want to.”
Gertrude broke in. “Oh, it won’t be a large wedding. If we
invited the church, the ceremony would take forever.”
It will anyway! I thought.
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Mother turned to Gertrude. “You will, I’m sure, allow me to
invite our closest friends. Everyone will be so excited. You know
that our John is greatly loved by his and our friends.”
Gertrude sort of stiffened and nodded toward John and
Rosemary. “We’ll let the young ones decide.”
“Well, I’m sure they’ll want John’s friends,” Mother said.
Rosemary did not answer, but turned to her father. “It’ll soon
be time for the evening service, so I guess we should leave.”
Evening service! I wanted to scream. I’d rather die!
John stood and asked the family if we would like to attend
with them. Father, thank God, made an excuse, saying that he
had some paint that he did not want dried out. Jim professed
homework, and I didn’t answer. Mother said, “I think we’ll do
that another time, if you don’t mind.”
The Reverend stood up and gave us all a blessing before
saying, “One cannot hear the word of God too many times.”
“I’m sure,” Mother agreed.
“Yes,” Gertrude added, “It’s not wise to miss a service. It is
part of the Jesus Plan, you know.”
I only knew one thing: I’d flunk the Jesus Plan.
Mother and Dad escorted the departing guests to their car.
John said he would be back after the service, and then opened
a door for Rosemary. My parents watched and waved as they
drove away.
Back in the family room, we held a family conference. I started
the harangue. “What are we going to do?” I asked as we settled in
our usual seats around the fireplace.
Jim spread out on the couch with Slep and quickly commented,
“They make me sick. I can’t stand ’em.”
There was a brief silence during which Mother broke down.
“My dears, it appears that John is planning to marry her, and we
must accept her.”
“But there’s something strange about her,” Jim said with a
strained look on his face. “I can’t stand her. I think she’s got the
Evil Eye.”
“Jim!” Mother exclaimed. “Don’t be morbid. We hardly know
Rosemary. She’s usually very sweet.”
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Jim sat up and looked at Slep so hard the dog raised its head.
“Yeah, she’s sweet until she looks through her Evil Eye!”
“Jim, that’s enough!” Mother scolded.
“But I can’t stand her!” he replied.
“My boys,” Mother continued. “We will have to stand her and
accept her into the family. We’ve got to think of John. We don’t
want to lose him. He left us once for the army, and now he’s going
off again.”
“I’m afraid we have lost him already,” Father stated. “I don’t
see how we can overcome the hold she has on him.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “He seems determined to join the Jesus Plan,
whatever it is, and I don’t think he’s doing it on his own. She’s
forcing him into it.”
“Tom,” Mother said, “that’s a strong word. John surely has
more willpower than that.”
“I don’t think so. She’s caught him at just the right time. He
can’t decide on what he wants to do, and it seems that she’s got
the perfect plan for him.”
“Why do you say that?” Father asked.
“The Jesus Plan evidently has an answer for everything, like
in the Catholic Church. My friend Joe has a brother who became
a priest. The family wasn’t Catholic and was disturbed by their
son’s becoming a member, let alone a priest. When he was
ordained, they asked him what his duties were. He had become
a marriage counselor. Since he had never been married, they
asked how he could answer the questions that would be asked.
He said that he was given a large book that had answers for all
the questions.”
Father and I laughed.
Jim interjected, “So John just has to read from the Jesus Plan’s
big book!” He then yelled “Jesus” so loud that it scared Slep and
made him jump off the couch.
“Jim, don’t be so irreligious!” Mother warned. Then she asked,
“Is there a book that explains the Jesus Plan?”
Father commented, “There doesn’t seem to be. If there was,
I’m sure the Reverend would have brought us one.”
Jim said, “I hope it has pictures.”
Mother shook her head. “Jim, you must be respectful.”
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“But Mother, I don’t think I’d understand it without
pictures.”
I laughed.
Again there was silence until Mother said, “We just have to
sit down with John and work this out. We can’t lose him. here’s
got to be a way.”
“He’ll be home late,” Jim commented.
Mother continued, “If he comes late, we can discuss it with
him tomorrow. Whatever happens, we must hear his side of the
story.”
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