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COREWORD

Freemasonry, sincerely entered into, is a search for light. Any
knowledgeable Mason can tell you this. Yet, beneath the surface
of this search for light, there is much more. This truth is seldom
realized by the Masonic candidate. As a matter of fact, the vast
majority of Masonic seekers are never aware that there is anything
more available to them in Masonry, beyond what they see and hear
in their Blue Lodge experience. Quite naturally, they settle for that.

Yet the very richness of meaning in the word “light” should tell
us that in the light they seek there should be truth — answers to
deep questions. There should come revelations of the meaning of
life, death and eternal things.

Very few Masons realize this and press on through the degrees
and offices of Masonry and the writings of the Masonic philoso-
phers in an unending search for enlightenment — for intellectual
and spiritual fulfillment.

Only a small number make that extra commitment that goes far
beyond social and business motivations. They continue to work,
study, seek and learn, climbing the mountain of Masonic knowl-
edge, searching for that light in all its fullness.

Jim Shaw was such a man. He was not satisfied with social
fulfillment or surface knowledge; he sensed the deeper, true
meaning of that promised light and he sought it with all his heart,
mind and strength. His ardent quest carried him through all the
chairs of leadership in the Blue Lodge and the Scottish Rite, all the
way to the House of the Temple in Washington, D.C. to the
“Thirty-Third and Last Degree” and the position of Sovereign
Grand Inspector General, Knight Commander of the House of the
Temple of Solomon. There, at the top of the Masonic mountain, he
broke through the clouds at last and found the full revelation, the
true meaning of light and life. This is his story. Come and make that
pilgrimage to Truth with him.

Tom C. McKenney
Marion, Kentucky



ON (MY OWN

My mother married for the second time when I was two years old.
I was, of course, too young to understand that my father had
deserted us when I was only a few months old. I have never seen
him.

As time passed, my stepfather developed a growing dislike for
me that I accepted as normal, having no knowledge or experience
against which to judge life. He really loved my mother, I think, in
his own imperfect way. But his resentment of me created problems
for her almost from the start.

My Christian grandmother was a beloved and powerful influ-
ence in my life. She loved me. Our mutual love and her obvious
dislike of my stepfather contributed to his ever-increasing hatred
and rejection of me.

However my origin, my grandmother and our love for one
another impacted on my problems at home, these took a giant
leap for the worse with the birth of my little half-sister. It was only
natural that my stepfather would favor her, which he definitely and
obviously did. If there was anything remaining of our father-son
relationship, it vanished with her coming.

After my little sister, three boys were born. With the coming of
each one, my stepfather’s life was increasingly fulfilled with his
own babies. Simultaneously, I grew older, losing any “little boy™
advantage with which I may have begun our relationship. I just
became, obviously and completely, an unwanted, adolescent ugly
duckling, an entirely unwelcome complication in his home.

9
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WORK BEGINS EARLY

Unpleasant as all this was for me, Laccepted it.  had never known
anything else. And I was busy. My stepfather had decreed I must
work and support myself. So I did. beginning with my first news-
paper route at age five. Soon I was buying all my own clothes,
books and school supplies.

During elementary school I had a newspaper route which I deli-
vered early in the moming before going to school and a second job
working in the neighborhood drugstore after school. In the eve-
nings I walked. doing my paper route collections, and selling extra
papers up and down the streets. I kept up with my school work,
worked at my jobs and stayed out of trouble — except at home.

LIVING WITH PHYSICAL ABUSC

Things really didn’t seem so bad. I just did what I had to do and
thought my life was fairly normal—except for one thing. The
beatings Itook from my stepfather didn’t seem normaltome. They
were frequent, whenever he could find the slightest excuse—and
they were nothing like the loving chastening a godly father should
give his child.They were beatings. But I took them, not seeing any
alternative, and made the best of things. I could cling to the belief
that my mother and grandmother loved me. This was my life
through the age of 12.

ThE BEATINGS COME TO AN €END

I was 13 the day I saw my stepfather hit my mother with his fist.
I didn’t take time to think . I just reacted in a reflex built way down
deep inside my very nature. I jumped him, pulled him away from
her, and a wild fight followed. Although he was much larger than
I, and I was only a boy, I fought with the fury of a son rescuing his
beloved mother, and with the pent-up anger of a lifetime of
physical and emotional abuse. I fought him to the floor. He got up
and left the house. Although I didn’t realize it, this part of my life
had come to an end.

“YOU (MUST GO’

The next afternoon, when I came home from working at the
drugstore, my mother was waiting forme in the front yard. She was
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crying. She stopped me short of the house and said, “Jimmie, Joe
says you must pack up and leave. He says he can't stand having you
around here anymore, and you must go.”

She was choking on the words. And as the reality of what [ was
hearing came into focus in my mind, weeping rose up within me
and spilled over. We wept there, standing in the front yard, but this
was something we both had to face. She now had four younger
children besides me and a life she had to live.

THE SEED 1S PLANTED

As I shouldered my school books and what little clothing I had,
my mother went on to say, “Now, Jimmie, I want you to getaroom
near your work; and since you have been supporting yourself
anyway, maybe it won 't be too difficult for you. Jimmie, I want you
to try to be a man. Try to be like your Uncle Irvin (her brother); he
is a good man and a Mason. He goes to church and is good to his
family and if you get to know him better maybe you can grow up
to be a good man and a Mason like he is.”

My mother knew nothing of what Freemasonry is but she knew
her brother as a hard-working, church-going, good man.

My stepfather had forbidden that anyone in our family attend
church services, saying that all the people in the churches were
hypocrites. I believe that the fact that Uncle Irvin was an active
member of the Methodist Church was the main reason my mother
looked up to him. She wanted me to be like him. The seed that
would later germinate, spring up, and grow to full fruit in ardent
commitment to Freemasonry, taking me toits high levels of service
and leadership, was planted.

Although I didn’t realize it then, the course of much of my life
already was set. But I wouldn’t just become a good Mason like my
Uncle Irvin; [ would go far beyond him in the Craft, far, far beyond
him, for it would become the center of knowledge, wisdom and
religious fulfillment in my life.

My life would come to be built around my search for light and the
fellowship I found in the Masonic Order and its various bodies.

As we stood there in the front yard that pivotal, painful day she
went on to advise me. “Stay out of pool rooms,” she said, and |
always have. “Don’t smoke cigarettes,” she said, and I never have.




She added, “If you must smoke, smoke cigars like your Uncle
Irvin;” and for many years of my life, I did.

As she spoke, I began to realize the enormity of what was
happening. With this realization growing within me and blinded
with tears, I reached out to her, hugged her, turned and walked
away. As I took each step up the street and away from mother, the
weight of the world and of an unknown future settled down on my
13-year-old shoulders.

I was on my own.



IN SEARCH
OF A
FUCURE

The first thing I had to do after leaving home and my mother —
now on my own for the first time in my life — was to find a place
to live. Mother had suggested that I find a room near my work and
[ did, at a rooming house just down the street from the drugstore.
The owner of the drugstore gave me longer hours to work so that
I could give up the paper route. I began to adjust to my new life.

Working in the drugstore, going to school and studying filled my
daysand nights. But I was able to keep up withmy school work and
in this way finished elementary school and high school, including
four years of ROTC'.

During those first years on my own, my grandmother was even
more important in my life. She was a real rock of stability and
support and we became very close.

She tried to get Uncle Irvin to take me places and spend time with
me because she knew I had never known a father. She wanted him
to help fill that void in this growing boy’s relatively empty life and
I very much wanted that. But he was too busy — always too busy
— with his Masonic Lodge activities, his work at the post office
and his own family.

13
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Mother had set him up as my father figure and role model, and
I really wanted to know him; but he was too busy.

ALONC AGAIN

After high school graduation, with the encouragement and finan-
cial support of my grandmother, I began the study of law. In those
days it was possible to enter the study of law directly out of high
school, earn the LLB? degree from the state university and take the
bar examination. But after only one year my grandmother died and
I was forced to drop out of law school. My world suddenly became
much more empty. My one real friend and supporter on earth was
gone. | was alone again.

BONNIE ENTERS (MY LIEC

But my work kept me busy, and I got an additional job that
summer, hoping that maybe I could earn enough money for another
year of law school. By this time I was definitely interested in girls
and, although there was precious little time for them, I began to
meet some and get to know them. That summer I met Bonnie and
almost everything in my life changed! It was another tuming point.
But, as usual, I didn’t realize it at the time.

Bonnie was wonderful. She seemed to return this sentiment and
her family liked and approved of me. Things developed quickly,
we decided to marry and soon did. Since my second job (in hopes
of another year of law school) was in a restaurant and [ was leaming
a good deal about the restaurant business, Bonnie’s family sug-
gested that we go into that business. They lent us the money to buy
a place that was for sale. We cleaned, painted and decorated it
nicely and were soon doing a good business. We were enjoying the
work, prospering and were quite happy with it all, and with each
other. Life was good.

Law school was disappearing on the road behind me now. The
path of my life had taken a permanent turn in another direction.

MY FIRST EXPERIENCE OF
[FRATERNAL ORDERS

One day a man who was eating in our restaurant asked to see me.
I went over to the side table where he was seated and asked him
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what he wanted. He said he was a representative of the Loyal Order
of the Moose and that I had been selected to be a member. He also
said that it would provide important social and business contacts
and would be good for my restaurant business.

It sounded good to me and before long I was a member. At the
same time, Bonnie joined the Women of the Moose. It was the
beginning of our active involvement in fratemal orders and I had
not the slightest idea of where it would eventually take me.

The Moose Lodge was quite different from the Masonic orders
I would later know so well. For one thing, the Moose meetings
were quite short. Our lodge met upstairs over a lunchroom and bar.
When the relatively short meetings were over, ncarly everyone
went downstairs to the bar where things continued for a much
longer time (sometimes it almost seemed that this was the real
reason for meeting).

Still, I didn’t attend the Moose meetings very often until I was
approached about being an officer. Now, for the boy whohad never
felt accepted and had never been an officer in anything, this was
pretty heady stuff; I immediately accepted, necessarily becoming
much more active.

The lunchroom under the Lodge Hall belonged tothe Lodge. The
man who operated the business had to pay no rent, nor did he have
any utility costs, which made his brisk business even more profit-
able. He was a member of the Lodge and I envied his advantage in
business, compared with my own situation.

(MOTHER'S LAST GOODBYE

In all the time that Bonnie and I had operated the restaurant,
Uncle Irvin had never been there, so I was surprised one day to see
him coming in. He said that my grandfather was outside in the car
but didn't feel well enough to come inside. [ went out to the car to
see him and could see at a glance that grandfather was very, very
sick and weak. We visited briefly and then Uncle Irvin drove away.
It was the last time I saw grandfather alive; he died the following
week.

At his funeral, I noticed that mother did not look well at all. She
appeared pale and weak, struggling, it seemed, just to sit up. I had
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never seen her look so ill, but I thought it was just the pain and stress
of losing her father. I didn't feel free to stay very close to her, since
my stepfather was there. But I comforted her as best I could and,
as we parted, she told me goodbye. How could I have suspected
that it was her last goodbye? The following week she died, and the
following Saturday. exactly one week after grandfather’s funeral,
we buried mother.

[ have never been able to find out what caused her death. Evento
this day, there is something mysterious about it as if something is
being concealed; but it seems to have been a heart attack.

After the funeral service was completed, my stepfather came
overto where Bonnie and I were standing and said, ““Jim, I feel that
I need to tell you something. I believe that your mother would still
be alive had it not been for the way I treated you.”

Then he said, emotionally, *I will never marry again!™ Six
months later he was remarried. But I do believe there was truth in
what he told me about mother’s death. He was never again any part
of my life.

WAR COMES

Not long after mother’s death, the Great War came and ended the
Great Depression. The Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor and Amer-
ica entered the conflict. We were in it at last and the operator of the
lunchroom at the Moose Lodge was drafted. This opened up that
position and the governing board asked me to take it over. Bonnie
and I talked it over and decided | would probably also be drafted
soon, so we sold our restaurant (in order to be ready) and were soon
working full time at the Moose Lodge. Our lives were even more
closely tied to fraternal orders now. Still we had no idea where it
would lead.

More than a year went by. I tried to join the Navy but was turned
down. We stayed busy with the lunchroom and lodge activities. I
had really forgotten about the draft when the notice came. I had
been drafted.

ThHE MASONIC CONNECTION

I had been out of high school more than six years and married for
five years when I entered the Army during World War II. Yet from
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the very first I began to remember what my mother had said to me,
that awful day at age 13 when I had been forced to leave home.

Maybe it was because, once again, I was alone and entering into
an unknown way of life. I remembered about my Uncle Irvin and
his active involvement in the Masonic Lodge. As I went through
basic training I noticed that many of the officers there wore Ma-
sonic rings.

Toward the end of basic training, two men from my unit were to
be selected for Officer Candidate School to be trained as officers
and commissioned second lieutenants. I was not selected and the
two who were selected were both Masons. I thought about my four
years of ROTC, my age, my experience and wondered why 1 had
not been selected. I didn’t realize then that these men had been
selected by Masons because they were Masons. In later years |
would understand very well . But at the time I could only wonder.

CLICMBING "SHANV MILL”

I was much older than the other men in my company. As a matter
of fact, I was older than my company commander. In spite of my
“advanced age,” 1 had been assigned to the infantry, and was
baseplate man in the mortar platoon of a rifle company. We
traveled on foot and I had the heaviest load to carry. The others
called me “*Pop,” but I didn’t mind. I carried my baseplate, plus my
own weapon and all my individual gear, and usually outdid the
younger men.

As a matter of fact, during a training march from Camp Butner
toRaleigh, North Carolina, I was the only man in the company able
to carry another man to the top of a certain hill along the way.

My platoon commander congratulated me, named it *“Shaw
Hill,” and that little honor meant a lot more to me than anyone else
there could have known. I still think at times of that hill, about
halfway between Camp Butner and Raleigh, and what Lieutenant
Ram said that day about this abandoned little kid from the big city.

The war came and went and, with that behind me, I was even
more sure that I could make it in life. With Bonnie at my side, |
knew that I could succeed. Mother would be pleased if she knew.
I really could be a successful, good man like my Uncle Irvin.
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Footrotes

!Reserve Officer Training Corps, a training program that prepares young men
to be officers in the Army. High School ROTC prepares the men for college ROTC,
and that leads to a commission as second lieutenant.

2Bachelor of Laws and Letters, the traditional law school degree.
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The war was over and I was home again with Bonnie. We were
supremely happy — and together we were about to enter into the
Masonic fellowship that would become our world.

I soon told Bonnie that I would really like to join the Masonic
Lodge. I remembered the Masonic officers in basic training and I
had a need to belong, a need for acceptance in a group, for friends,
for a family.

Immediately I received a surprising revelation from Bonnie: she
had been a member of the Order of the Eastern Star since age 18,
and her father was a Mason! | was amazed; I had no idea of any of
this. She had never attended a meeting or even mentioned it to me
since | had known her. But she was happy that I wanted to be a
Mason.

I was happy that we already had this little foundation laid, and
now [ eamnestly pursued the idea.

WHY ALL THESE PENNIES ?

I was still a member in good standing in the Moose Lodge.
During the war, while I had been away, my dues had been sus-
pended (it was the patriotic thing to do). We had many good friends

19
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in the Moose Lodge, 1 was made welcome there and it was as if |
had never been away — except that we no longer operated the
lunchroom.

[told a few friends in the Moose that I was thinking of joining the
Masonic Lodge and discovered that there was no conflict at all.
Three of my Moose brothers were also Masons. They were pleased
that [ wanted to be one too.

Eachone of them gave me apenny andtoldme to*'keep ithandy,”
as I would be needing it.

They were a bit mysterious about it and didn’t explain, so |
wondered what all this penny business was about but didn't ask. |
wondered even more as days passed, because every Mason |
mentioned this to did the same thing! I soon had quite a few pennies
and was certain that it was important to “‘keep it handy,” but hadn’t
the slightest idea why. Then, the mysterious nature of Masonry
was one of the things about it that attracted me. I began to look
forward to entering in with increased anticipation.

As the Christmas season approached in late 1945 I found a
temporary job at the post offiice. Uncle Irvin was assistant post-
master and could have helped me to get the job, but he didn’t. I got
the job without his help, was working the second shift. and we were
getting along fine.

FIRST STEPS TOWARD ThE LIGHT

Bonnie and | had two close friends, Mac and Merle. whom we
had known before the war. Merle had worked for us at the restau-
rant and had later married Mac. One evening they invited us over
to their home and, after dinner, when the ladies were in the kitchen,
I asked Mac (who was a Mason) how I could get into the Masonic
Lodge.

He was delighted, and replied, **All you have to do is ask. I will
get a friend of mine at the Fire Department to recommend you, and
with my recommend' that will get the ball rolling.”

About two weeks passed and I had a phone call from a man who
said he was on the Masonic Lodge committee that would be talking
with me and asked if they might come over that evening.

I told him I would be glad for them to come and after dinner that
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evening, three men? came. We visited and they asked me questions
about myself, including my reasons for wanting to join. They were
pleasant, and Mac had already told me what to expect so I was at
ease throughout the interview. They left in agreement that [ would
be taken into the Lodge.

PREPARATION FOR INITIATION

A few days later I received a letter telling me to be at the Lodge
Hall at 7 p.m. Tuesday evening. I arrived promptly and found that
two others were to be initiated along with me.

We were met by the Lodge secretary who told us what the cost
of the initiation would be and explained that these dues (fees that
must be paid) would have to be paid for all three degrees before we
could proceed with the first degree initiation.

I paid my dues and, when the others had settled their business, we
were taken to a room which I later knew very well as the “Prepa-
ration Room.” But at the time I had no idea where I was or why |
was there. In the Preparation Room we were told to remove all
clothing, and were then given a two-piece garment made of thin,
white material that looked like pajamas; and we were given one
sandal each. We were told to put the sandal on the right foot,
leaving the left foot bare. We were now prepared to receive the
Entered Apprentice Degree, or the First Degree in Freemasonry.

A man called “The Senior Deacon™ then entered and asked
questions of us such as “Why do you wish to become Freemasons;
do you join because you believe it will help you in your business,
or help you to gain influence in your community?”

Now, to such questions the candidate is supposed to answer as if
he had no such selfish motivation. But it has been my experience
that the vast majority of Masons enter for these very self-serving
reasons. As a matter of fact, although the theory is that Masons do
not recruit, or advise prospects that there are business and profes-
sional advantages in being a Mason, both are commonly done.
Again, Mac had prepared me by warning me about such questions
and [ gave satisfactory answers. But I was able to do so honestly,
for I really did have an earnest desire to join and to belong — just
to belong. Then the Senior Deacon left.
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After the departure of the Senior Deacon, I was blindfolded. The
blindfold is called a **hoodwink,” and the candidate so prepared is
said to be **hoodwinked,” unable to see or know the truth of his
surroundings or situation.

After the hoodwink was placed over my eycs, a heavy cloth was
further placed under it and over my eyes to insure that I would not
be able to see anything, not even a crack of light.

Then the light cloth shirt was arranged so that my leftarm was out
of it, and the left side of the shirt folded back and tucked under,
leaving the left arm and left side of the torso bare. The left leg of
the “‘pajama bottoms™ was rolled up high, leaving the left foot and
leg bare. A blue rope (called a “‘cabletow™) was tied around my
neck. I was ready.

Although I very much wanted to be taken into the Masonic
Lodge, I began to experience real fear. | couldn’t see, didn’t know
where I was, was half-naked among an unknown number of strang-
ers, being held by a rope around my neck, and I certainly didn’t
know what would happen next. There was a sense of unreality and
helplessness and a rising groundswell of disorientation, insecurity
and fear. Mac had told me (although he was under a terrible oath
not todo so) alittle of what toexpect. | knew I would be blindfolded
but expected to be able to see a little bit anyway. However, I could
see nothing at all.

This being in total darkness produced a deep-down feeling of
helplessness, and gave rise to thoughts of terrible things that might
be done. The thing that kept me from being overwhelmed with fear
was the knowledge that Mac, Uncle Irvin and my Masonic friends
in the Moose Lodge were all alive and well. Since they all had
somehow survived this, [ believed that I would survive it too. But
[ was extremely uncomfortable.

INTO THe hOLY PLACE

The Steward led me to the Lodge Hall door and instructed me to
give three raps. Nothing happened at first and then there were three
answering raps from inside and a voice asked, ““Who comes here?”

The Steward, answering for me, replied, A poor blind candidate
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who desires to be brought from darkness into light, and receiving
a part of the rights, lights and benefits of this Worshipful Lodge
dedicated to the Holy Saints John, as many a brother and fellow
have done before him.”

[ was asked, “Is this an act of your own free will and accord?”

Prompted by the Steward, I replied, It 1s.”

It was already becoming apparent to me that, although I really
wanted to be a Mason, this was not to be an honest exchange
between me and these unseen persons; there were prearranged
“right”” answers to all their prearranged questions, and I would be
told how to reply. The voice on the other side of the door asked if
[ were properly prepared and worthy and well-qualified. To both
questions the Steward replied in the affirmative.

Then the other voice asked, By what further right or benefit does
he expect to gain admission?”’

The Steward replied, for me, “By being a man, free born, of
lawful age and well-recommended.”’

The voice on the other side then said, *‘Let him wait with patience
until the Worshipful Master is informed and his answer returned.”

After another period of waiting in the black silence the door was
opened before me and the voice said that I was to be allowed to
enter and be received “in due and ancient form.” I was led through
the door. Although Ididn’tknow where I was, I had passed through
the protected portals and into the holy and secret place. | was inside
a Lodge Hall for the first time in my life.

BROUGHT TO THE LIGNHT

That same voice I heard from inside the door (it tumed out to be
the Senior Deacon) then said, from directly in front of me, “You are
received into this Lodge of Entered Apprentices upon the point of
asharp instrument piercing your naked left breast, whichistoteach
you as this is an instrument of torture to the flesh, so the re-
membrance of it be to your mind and conscience, should you ever
presume to reveal any of the secrets of Freemasonry unlawfully.”

The “sharp instrument” was actually a large compass with the
two sharp points brought together as one, and “sharp™ it most
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certainly was. | really did feel pain as it was pressed into my flesh.
When he said “presume,” he emphasized the word by jabbing me
again. This thing was becoming more and more serious and I was
evenmore afraid. Yet, under the circumstances. I stood silently and
made no reply.

I was then caused to walk again, led by the same man who was
holding me by the rope around my neck and by my left arm. We
stopped. Another voice (it was the Worshipful Master) ordered me
taken to a place in the center of the room for prayer. [ was led there,
made to kneel, and the Master prayed a formal, generalized prayer,
never mentioning Jesus, and ending with, “So mote it be.”

After the prayer he came to where | was kneeling. placed his hand
on my head and asked, *In whom do you place your trust?”

Except for the few times as a child with my grandmother I had not
been taken to church or taught about God and I really didn't know
how to reply. I was awkwardly silent for what seemed a long time.

Finally the Senior Deacon leaned over and whispered in my ear
that I should say “In God,™ and I did. The Master then said that
since my trust was in God my faith was well-founded and I was to
follow my “conductor™ (the Senior Deacon, who was leading me
around by the rope around my neck) and not be afraid. That helped
a little but I was still far from being at ease.

I was then led to another place in the room where another man
(the Junior Warden) asked the same questions as before my being
allowed to enter the room. He then directed me to be led to still
another place where the Senior Warden asked the very same
questions and received the same replies. At each stop someone
rapped once with a gavel.

It was all very strange and formal and the questions and answers
were beginning to sound familiar. From there 1 was led to the
position of “the Worshipful Master in the East™ where he asked the
very saume questions and received the very same replies. It was
really beginning to be repetitious. Then, at the direction of the
Worshipful Master, I was instructed in the proper manner of
“approaching the East.”™ The Senior Deacon. my principal escort,
turned me around saying, “You will face the East. Take one step
with your left foot, and bring the heel of your right foot to the
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hollow (instep) of your left foot, feet forming the angle of the
oblong square.”

He helped me do this because I could not see. He held on to me
or | might have lost my balance. It was an unnatural way to stand
and being blindfolded made it even more difficult. Then, suddenly,
he shouted, “STAND ERECT!"®

I was startled and wondered what thar was all about (I was
already standing up. although my feet were somewhat twisted
around). But 1 was beginning to expect such unexpected things
and, although 1 certainly didn’t know it, an even more startling
surprise was just ahead.

The voice of the Worshipful Master, somewhere in front of me,
said, “Friend, for the first time in your life you have advanced to
the altar of Masonry; you stand before us a candidate seeking ad-
mission to our Order. But before going farther be warned of the
solemnity and importance of the step you are about to take. If you
are unwilling to proceed, withdraw while there is yet time.”

There had been moments of fear when I wanted to leave, but felt
trapped in what was taking place. And now, as I awkwardly stood
there, blindfolded and disoriented, not knowing what (or how
many) men may be looking at me. | began to feel a strange kind of
numbness. I felt somewhat like a victim still, but really didn"t want
to leave. I was beginning to feel as if I were being carried along,
propelled by a force I neither knew nor understood. The Master
went on with remarks about the nature of the Order and of the high
moral character required to belong.

Then I was placed in a kneeling position before the altar, **in due
form.” This was to kneel on the naked left knee, right leg extended
to form the Tau Cross (“*angle of a square™), left hand under the
Bible on the altar (on top of which were the square and compass),
right hand resting thereon and body erect. I was now ready to take
the oath, although I certainly didn"tknow it. and I knew nothing of
what would be in that oath.

KISSING JESUS GOODBYEC

The Master then assured me that the oath which I was about to
take would in no way “conflict with religious, political or private
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pursuits be they what they may,”’ and, asked me if I were willing
to continue. I really didn’t know what he was talking about but it
sounded reassuring so I said, *1 am.”

I was then led to swear, repeating after the Worshipful Master,
the oath of an Entered Apprentice Mason. He would speak a few
words and I would repeat them, having no idea to what [ was
swearing until each small group of words was spoken for me to
repeat.

As it progressed I realized that I was swearing to protect the
secrets of the Lodge. Then 1 heard myself saying that [ was
“binding myself under no less penalty than that of having my throat
cut from ear to ear, my tongue torn out by its roots, and buried in
the sands of the sea a cable’s length from shore, where the tide ebbs
and flows twice in twenty-four hours, should I ever willingly,
knowingly, or unlawfully violate this, my Entered Apprentice
Oath, so help me God and keep me steadfast.”

The awfulness of the oath dawned within me as I was speaking
it and it was both frightening and repulsive to me. But, having
begun, having “come this far,” I just continued to the end.? The
Master then told me that, in order to seal this oath, | was to kiss the
open Bible before me. | had my hands on it so I knew where it was
and | leaned forward and kissed it. I had no idea that I was actually
kissing Jesus goodbye at a pagan altar. I didn’t know that through-
out my lifetime in Masonry I would not be allowed to pray in His
name, or even to hear or speak His name in the Lodge, even in
Scripture readings.® But I didn’t know Him then, so would have
had no sense of loss even had I known this.

1 WANTED A GLASS OF WACER

The Worshipful master then directed that since I was now bound
to the Lodge *'by an oath which cannot be broken,” [ was to have
the rope (cabletow) removed from my neck.

The Senior Deacon removed it.

Then the Master said to me, My brother, in your present blind
condition, what do you most desire?”

Well, I had been through a lot of stress by that time and was very
thirsty. I assumed from his question that whatever | asked for, I
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would probably be given. So I thought it over briefly and was just
about to say, “a cold glass of water,” when the Senior Deacon
leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Light.”

So. a little disappointed, I said, "Light.”

The big surprise was just about ready. The Master called the
lodge members to the altar and they gathered in two rows, one on
either side of me, aligned east-to-west.

He then quoted from Genesis where God said, “Let there be
light” and said, “In solemn imitation of Him I, in like manner,
Masonically declare, ‘let there be LIGHT!" ™

When he shouted “LIGHT" all the other men present around me
clapped their hands and stamped their feet simultaneously, star-
tling me half to death and, at the same moment, the Senior Deacon
ripped off the hoodwink and I was blinded with brilliant light.

The Worshipful Master then said, “And there is light.”

I was stunned and dazzled momentarily. Then the Master went
on talking, explaining the objects [ was beginning to be able to
focus my eyes on and see before me. He told me about the Bible,'°
square, and compass, their meaning, and called them the *“three
great lights of Masonry.” Then he referred to the three candles
around the altar and said they represented the “three lesser lights”
of Masonry, which in reality are the sun, the moon, and the
Worshipful Master of the Lodge. None of this meant much to me
atthat time, except that I already had a vague ideathat the Bible was
supposed to be a sacred book.

Then the Worshipful Master showed me how to perform the due-
guard (by holding my hands in the position in which they had been
at the altar, left one palm-up and the right one over it, palm-down),
and the sign. The sign was performed by drawing the open hand
from the left ear, across the throat to the right ear, as if cutting the
throat across. I was still kneeling at the altar. The Master then
demonstrated the secret grip (pressing the knuckle of the right
index finger) and gave me the secret word, (“Boaz™).

He helped me to stand and instructed me to go and salute the
Junior and Senior Wardens with the due-guard and sign. Led by the
Senior Deacon, I did.

Returning then to the west side of the altar, I waited while the
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Master approached the altar and presented me with a lambskin
apron. He explained that it was an emblem of innocence and the
mark of a Mason. He further spoke of its importance and then told
me to take it to the Senior Warden in the West who would instruct
me in the way to wear it. I did it, thinking that there is a very great
deal of moving around in these ceremonies.

The Senior Warden explained its use by ancient stonemasons
and by members of the Lodge, or “speculative” Masons, including
the way I should wear it (with the bib tumed up). Then he put the
apron on me, led me back to my place at the altar, we both saluted
the Worshipful Master and he reported, *Your orders have been
obeyed, Worshipful Master.”

THhE PENNIES SXPLAINCD

At this point the Master asked me to deposit something of value
of a metallic kind and directed me to search my person for such an
object.

“The pennies,” I thought, “this is what the pennies were about.”

Well, I knew there was no use looking in those pajamas for a coin
for they had no pockets. The Master then explained that all this was
to remind me of my *“‘poor and penniless condition,” should I ever
meet a friend, particularly a brother Mason, who is destitute. I was
to give to him, as able to do so “without inconvenience.”

Then I was sent to the preparation room to dress again and then
return for further instruction.

I went, thinking, “This explains all that mysterious stuff about the
pennies, and yet it doesn’t. They said I would be needing them and
I really don't.”

It was a partial truth — but not the clear, plain truth. I had actually
been misled. I wondered if somehow this was an indication of
deceptions to come. I had believed them completely and it had
really not been true.

Upon my return, I saluted the Worshipful Master and was seated
as amember of the Lodge. I watched, with growing understanding,
as the other two candidates were initiated after me.

I was a Mason at last — without any help from Uncle Irvin.
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'A recommendation for acceptance is called a “recommend” 1n the Lodge, as
is the case with Mormons seeking admission to the secret rituals of the Mormon
Temple. Joseph Smith, founder of Mormonism and writer of the temple ritual, was
a Mason. Much of the Mormon Temple ritual is the same as in Masonic ritual,
having apparently been “borrowed” from it by Smith. Two such “recommends”
are required before admission to the Masonic Lodge can be pursued.

2These three men constituted the “Investigation Committee” ; there are always
three men. and they are elected each year to this position.

IAlthough essentially the same, the rituals for the first three (“Blue” ) degrees
vary in small ways from state to state in the USA. In most states the wording here
includes “white,” for Negroes andwomen are entirely excluded fromthe Masonic
brotherhood. There is aNegro Masonic system, called the Prince Hall Lodge, but
it is not associated in any way with “white” Freemasonry. It is referred to as
“clandestine” Masonry,and is considered by the rest of Masonry to be a spurious,
tllegitimate imitation.

* Some really funny things do happen in these ceremonies. Once, later on, when
I was Worshipful Master, | placed my hand on a candidate’ s head and asked him.
“In whom do you place your trust?” Without hesitation the man replied, "My
wife.”

3 “The east” is the location within the Lodge Hall where the Worshipful Master
sits upon his thronel/chair of authority In the ancient mystery religions, from
which Freemasonry springs, the Sun was worshipped. and the most sacred
direction was east, where the sun arose each morning to renew life on earth.

This position of the feet is no coincidence when facing the Worshipful Master
“in the East.” This position of the feet forms the “Tau Cross.” a phallic symbol
fromantiquity associated with phallic worship and Sun worship in which the Sun
was viewed as the source of life (male), rising each day in the east t0 impregnate
the Earth (female ) with new life. Such worship was always done facing East. Here
in the ritual, the command “STAND ERECT is also not a coincidence, and is of
obvious symbolic meaning. See Appendix B, “Masonic Symbolism."

"This is, at best, logically absurd. He could have no way of knowing this, for he
had no knowledge of what such values, beliefs and standards | may have held, then
or in the future. One clear exception to this false assurance. for example, is that
all Christians are forbidden by Scripture from taking such oaths, particularly
blood oaths of mayhem and murder.

8There have been cases reported of men who stopped at the point of the terrible
oath and refused to continue, but such cases are rare. By the time most men are
at this point, nearly finished with the oath, they will, because of fear. their
humbling position, the rope around the neck, and the hypnotic effect of the
ceremony, proceed with the oath, although they may feel revulsion at it.

%In a “well-ordered Lodge" the name of Jesus is not allowed to be spoken.
Praying in His name is a serious offense and can even bring about the closing of
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a lodge. When New Testament Scriptures are read in the rituals, portions
including the name of Jesus are simply omitted.

!9 In this part of the ritual the Worshipful Master tells the initiate,” the Holy
Bible is to be your rule and guide to vour faith and practice.” Years later, when
IwasaWorshipful Master,afriend whowasanofficer inthe Lodge asked me . after
an initiation, “Jim. if it is true that the Bible is to be our rule and guide, why don't
we follow its teachings?” He had an excellent question, one for which I had no
answer, and he soon left Masonry.



1 GOING TO
FLORIDA”

After the three of us had been imitiated into the Entered Appren-
tice Degree we were immediately assigned an instructor from
among the experienced brothers in the Lodge. He was to meet with
us at least once weekly at the Lodge Hall for several weeks' to
instruct and coach us in the necessary memory work until we were
ready to recite before the Lodge and actually have the degree
conferred.

This memory work consisted of portions of the initiation ritual
(in which we had been prompted during initiation, or had simply
had them shown us or spoken for us), such as the secret word, due-
guard, sign, grip, and the oath (obligation). Then, when we were
ready, we would be examined orally before the Lodge, the ques-
tions being put to us by our instructor.

Our final examination for the Entered Apprentice Degree would
be given on the same night that we would be initiated into the
Fellowcraft Degree, making for a very long meeting on that night.

The instructor set a regular night for the three of us to meet with
him and I was looking forward to it. I was definitely motivated, an
eager beaver, ready to “get on with it.” I wanted to take the oral
exam for Entered Apprentice and be initiated into the Fellowcraft
Degree as soon as possible.

Meanwhile, Roy, a friend with whom I had been in the Army,

31
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called me. He was living in South Florida in one side of a duplex
house. The other side was empty. He urged Bonnie and me to Icave
the North, with its long, cold winters and come to Florida with him
and his family. He painted amost appealing picture and said he was
sure we could both find jobs there.

We really didn’t want to leave, for the city was “home™ to us.
Both of us had grown up there and what families we had were there.
So 1 just went ahead with my job at the post office and looked
forward to the training sessions with our instructor at the Lodge
Hall. I believed that I would soon be ready, with the other twomen,
to take the examination. ] kept thinking about Roy and what he had
suggested, but it was just too big a change to make so lightly.

ONE COLD NIGNHT

Christmas had come and gone. then New Year's Day. and the post
office still kept me on. I was working sccond shift. from3to11p.m,,
on the south side of town where packages were handled. The
weather was extremely cold.

One bitterly cold mght, when my shift was over, | walked out to
the parking lot to get into my car and drive home as | always did.
When I tried to start the car it wouldn't do a thing; it was frozen.
A lot of the gasoline being sold at the time had water in it and I was
the victim of a tank full. The fuel line and the carburetor were
frozen and it simply wouldn’t starnt. I was stranded in the middle of
a very cold winter night.

There was noone leftinthe lot to give me aride, so there was noth-
ing to do but walk to town where | could catch a strectcar home.

I locked the car, wrapped my coat around me and set out for town,
walking intoacold north wind. As [ walked along on painfully cold
feet [ began thinking of Roy and his proposal. The more I thought
of it, the more attractive the thoughts of that warm climate became.

Soon, with each step 1 was saying to myself. “I'm going to
Flonda. I'm going to Florida, I'm going to Florida.” keeping
cadence with my steps crunching on the frozen ground. With each
stepl was more determined to do it and by the time 1 reached town.
and the first streetcar stop. the decision was made. We were going
to Florida, and the sooner the better!
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When I presented the idea to Bonnie she was willing and imme-
diately we began to make preparations. Thoughts of how this
would affect my progress as a Mason didn’t have much impact;
that could be worked out somehow. The cold weather and contrast-
ing thoughts of palm trees, warm breezes and orange groves
prevailed. We were going to Florida at least until the awful winter
was over.

Within afew weeks we were on our way south. We drove through
Kentucky, Tennessee and Georgia . The farther south we drove the
warmer it was and the happier I became. It felt so “right.”

A TEMPORARY SCANDSCILL

In Florida we moved right into the other side of the duplex Roy
and his family were in and settled down. I was in contact with the
Lodge back home and they thought I would soon be back. So did
[ but I felt no compulsion to be in a hurry about it. My degree
instructor finally wrote and told me that the other two men who had
been initiated as Entered Apprentices with me were already Master
Masons (had completed the first three degrees); he wanted to know
when I would be coming back and was concemed that I would not
be able to remember the material after so long a time. Actually, I
did remember it — very well — for I frequently went over all of it
in my mind. I remembered it though I had not been able to attend
even the first training session with the instructor before leaving for
Florida.

It was suggested that I might be able to go on with the degree
work right there in Florida so I inquired about it. I learned that, with
a letter from the Lodge back home, I could continue in Florida as
a “courtesy candidate™ and finish all three degrees right there.
Since I had already paid for all three of the Blue Degrees.? it
wouldn’t cost me anything to take the degrees in Florida. I was de-
lighted, made the necessary arrangements, and immediately com-
menced the memory work with an instructor from the local lodge.

SO WhHY LEAVE?

Meanwhile, I applied for a job with the City Port Authority and
was accepted. Bonnie had a good job, already, and we were doing
fine. Spring had come and cold weather was over back home but
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thoughts of returning to the North were rapidly losing their appeal.
We talked it over, discussed tt with Roy and his wife and consid-
ered the facts that we both had good jobs where we were. had no
jobs back home, and liked Florida better each day. So, we rea-
soned, why leave? We decided to stay right where we were, at least
for the foreseeable future.

BACK INTO THE CRAET

It may seem that my ardent seeking into Freemasonry had been
interrupted, that it had been displaced in my life’s goals and values,
but it hadn’t been — not at all. ] had been preoccupied with the
move to Florida and the search fora good job there, but actually all
this had only involved a few months. I had continued to rehearse
the secret degree work in my mind all the while and I had kept in
touch with the Lodge in Indianapolis. There had been a little “time
out.” but no real change in my heart.

With my acceptance by the Florida Lodge as a courtesy candi-
date for the rest of the Blue Degrees, I stepped right back into my
active pursuit of the Masonic mountaintop.

I was soon ready for the oral examination for the Entered
Apprentice Degree and nitiation into the Fellowcraft Degree. 1
had never ceased to remember and to prepare, and was anxious to
proceed with it.

A FELLOWCRALET (MASON

Although I was now in another Grand Lodge (each state is a
separate “Grand Lodge™ and, in many ways, independent of the
others) and in the Southemn Jurisdiction?, things were essentially
the same in Florida and I felt a basic famiharity with what was
happening as I was being prepared for the Fellowcraft initiation.
When I arrived at the Lodge Hall and was led into the Preparation
Room I was much more relaxed than I had been that first time a few
months earlier in Indianapolis. There were three other men to be
examined with me, including one who had previously taken the
examination and failed it. We waited in our street clothes while the
Worshipful Master opened the Lodge in the Master Mason's
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Degree (the Lodge is always opened in the Master Mason's degree
when candidates are to be examined for the Blue Degrees). Then
the Lodge was *“‘called off™ to the Entered Apprentice Degree for
the examination and the Senior Deacon escorted us into the Lodge
Hall, placing us near the altar.

Our instructor had now changed roles and become our examiner,
as we had known he would do. He took his place at the west side
of the altar, facing us, and began to ask us the questions for which
we had been prepared. No one of us was asked all the questions;
but, of course, it was necessary for each of us to know all the
answers for we couldn’t know which ones we would be asked.

We answered his questions in order, without a flaw, and were
then escorted back to the Preparation Room to wait while the
Lodge members voted on whether to award the degree to us*

After a rather short time, the Junior Deacon came into the
Preparation Room and told us that we had all been accepted and
awarded the Entered Apprentice Degree. We were all pleased, but
not too surprised, and were immediately told to remove our clothes
to prepare for initiation into the Fellowcraft (Second) Degree. We
undressed and were given pajama tops and bottoms, very similar
tothose I remembered from the Entered Apprentice initiation, and,
again, one slipper. This time, however, we were told to put the one
slipper on the left foot, leaving the right one bare. The right leg of
the trousers was rolled up above the knee and the right arm left out
of the top leaving the right side of the torso naked.

We were ready, but this time I was not to be first; the man who
had failed and been forced to retake his examination was taken into
the Lodge Room for initiation first.

When the first man had completed the initiation, put his street
clothes back on and been seated in the Lodge Hall to watch the rest
of us, it was my turn.

[ was hoodwinked, just like before. But when the cabletow was
tied onto me it was not put around my neck; instead, it was wound
twice around my right arm. The Steward led me to the inner door
and told me to give three raps. After a brief delay, there were three
answering raps on the other side of the door. The Steward opened
the door just enough to allow discussion and the question was
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asked (it was the Scnior Deacon, as in the first degree), “Who
comes here?”

The Steward. who was holding onto me, replied, ** A brother who
has been regularly initiated an Entered Apprentice and now desires
toreceive additional light in Masonry by being passed tothe degree
of Fellowcraft.”

[ was then asked by the Senior Deacon, “Is this an act of your own
free will and accord?™ and I replied, "It is.”

This time things were not so strange and new; in fact. I could
anticipate some of it before it took place. I was much more relaxed.
The Senior Deacon asked the Steward if 1 were duly and truly
prepared and if I were well qualified.

To both, the Steward replied that I was.

The Senior Deacon asked the Steward if I had made suitable
proficiency in the preceding degree, and was told that I had. The
Senior Deacon then asked “by what further right or benefit” |
expected to gain admission. The Steward replied. “By benefit of
the Pass.”

The Steward was then asked if I had the pass and replied that I did
not, but that he had it for me.

The door was opened just enough for the Steward to whisper the
password to the Senior Deacon who then said, “Let him wait until
the Worshipful Master is informed of his request and his answer
returned.”

The door was closed. Afterashort delay the door was opened and
the Senior Deacon said from right in front of me that it was the will
of the Worshipful Master that I enter the Lodge of Fellow crafts and
that I be received “indue and ancient form.” That part sounded very
familiar.

The Senior Deacon then said to me, **My brother, it is the will of
the Worshipful Master that you be received into this Lodge upon
the angle of a square at your naked right breast, which is to teach
you that the square of virtue should be a rule and guide to your
conduct in all your future action with mankind and more especially
with a brother Mason. ™

As he was saying this, he pressed the point of the square into my
bare chest; it was uncomfortable, but nothing like as painful as the
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compass points pressed into me in the first initiation. He then took
me firmly by my bare right arm and began to lead me around the
room, It is awkward to walk 1n a strange place blindfolded, even
when being led along; there is always the thought that you are about
to run into something.

In this way I made my way around the Lodge Hall and, as we
passed certain places, I heard tapping sounds, two each time. We
seemed to be going around again, and this time stopped (at the
station of the Junior Warden) and there were three taps. The same
questions and answers that were exchanged at the door were
repeated.

Then the Junior Warden asked, “Has he the password?”

The Senior Deacon replied, *“He has it not; I have it for him.”

Upon being told to advance and give the password, the Senior
Deacon did so, saying “SHIBBOLETH.” The Junior Warden
replied, “Right. Pass on.”

We began moving again and stopped as before (this time it was
at the station of the Senior Warden). The same questions and
answers were exchanged and the Senior Warden directed that I be
conducted to the Worshipful Master in the East for final instruc-
tion. We began moving again and stopped at the Master’s station.
Here the very same questions were asked and the very same replies
given. (The similarity with the Entered Apprentice initiation ritual
was apparent to me, even at the time.) The Worshipful Master then
directed that I be returned to the Senior Warden in the West who
would instruct me in the proper manner in which to approach the
East. So back to the Senior Warden’s station we went and he said
that the Senior Deacon should so instruct me.

The thought that this was a wasted trip flickered across my mind
when the Senior Deacon tumed me around (facing the East) and
told me to step off with my left foot as an Entered Apprentice, then
take a step with my right foot, bringing the heel of my left foot up
to the hollow (instep) of the right one, forming the angle of an
oblong square (the Tau Cross).

This was just the way I had done it in the first initiation, except
that the extra step resulted in reversing the Tau Cross made withmy
feet. Then, as before, the Senior Deacon suddenly and loudly said
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in my ear, “"STAND ERECT!" This time I rather expected it. so
wasn’t startled as | was the first time, but it still had a strange effect
on me that I didn’t understand.

Then the Worshipful Master began to speak from directly in front
of me. He said that ourknowledge as Masons is progressive and our
obligation is similarly progressive and binding. But he gave me the
same assurance as had been given in the Entered Apprentice
initiation that nothing in my oath or obligation would conflict with
my duty to my God, my country, my neighbor or myself, but said
it would merely bind me more closely to the brothers of the Lodge.

He then asked me whether, with that assurance, I were willing to
proceed, and I'said, “I am.” He then told the Senior Deacon to place
me “in due form” at the altar to be made a Fellowcraft.

The Senior Deacon said to me, “Advance! Kneel on your naked
right knee, your left forming a square, your body erect, your right
hand resting on the Holy Bible, square and compass, your left
elbow forming a right angle, supported by the square.” He helped
me to get into this position, and then said to the Master, “The candi-
date is in due form, Worshipful Master.” There were three raps of
a gavel, some shuffling noises, and the Master said, *“You will re-
peat your name and repeat after me: “l, James D. Shaw, of my own
free will and accord, 1n the presence of Almighty God and this
Worshipful Lodge, do hereby and hereon solemnly and sincerely
promise and swear.” | reaffirmed the oath that I had taken as an En-
tered Apprentice and swore not to reveal any of the secrets of a Fel-
lowcraft Mason to any Entered Apprentice or to any “profane per-
son.”™ I promised to abide by the laws, rules and regulations of a
Fellowcraft Lodge and that I would respond to degree. Then I
swore not to cheat or defraud, knowingly, a Fellowcraft Lodge or
a brother of that degree. ® To all this I swore, “binding myself under
no less a penalty than that of having my left breast torn open, my
heart plucked out and given to the beasts of the field and fowls of
the air as a prey” should I ever knowingly or willingly violate the
oath.

The Worshipful Master then said, “In token of your sincerity,
kiss the Holy Bible open before you.” As I had done in the first
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initiation, I leaned forward and kissed the Bible. It gave me a
strange sensation.

The Master then told the Senior Deacon that, since I was bound
to the Lodge by an oath which cannot be broken (a bond much
stronger than any rope) that he was to remove the cabletow from
my arm. As soon as it was removed, the Master asked me what 1
most desired. Prompted by the Senior Deacon, I replied, **Further
light” (by this time, I knew better than to ask for cold water).

The Master then said, “Further light being your desire, you shall
receive it.” As in the first degree, the brothers came down and lined
up on either side of me and, as they and the Master clapped their
hands, the hoodwink was removed from my eyes. Then the Master
called my attention to the fact that this time one point of the
compass was hidden beneath the square, which was to teach me
that there were still more secrets hidden from my view. He then
approached the altar and demonstrated the due-guard and sign of
a Fellowcraft Mason. The due-guard consisted of the right arm
extended, just below the chest, palm-down, and the left arm raised
to form a right angle, just as mine had been while taking the oath.
The sign was given by raising the right hand to the left breast and
drawing it swiftly across the chest as if tearing it open with claws
and then dropping the hand to the side, all in one motion.

The Master then extended his right hand to me “in token of
brotherly love and confidence™ and demonstrated the pass grip by
shaking hands and pressing his thumb between the first and second
fingers where they join the hand. He gave me the word, the name
of the pass grip, “SHIBBOLETH.”

Next came the “real gnp,” made by putting the thumb on the first
knuckle of the second finger so that each can stick the nail of his
thumb into the knuckle of the other. The name was given to me as
“JACHIN,” spoken in the following manner.

While giving the grip, you say, “*What is this?"; the answer is *A
grip.” Then, “A grip of what?”; the reply is “The grip of a
Fellowcraft Mason.” Question: “Has it a name?"; reply: “It has.”
Nextyousay, *“Give itme.” Reply: “I will letter it or halve it.” Then
you say, “Halve it and begin.” Answer: “Nay, you begin.” Again
yousay, “Youbegin.” Thereply: “Ja.” My response: “Chin.” Then
he replies: *“Jachin; right brother, I greet you.” It was all so
complicated but I could only accept it.
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Then the Master got an apron and put it on me with appropriate
remarks about its importance. The Senior Warden tucked the
lower left comer under the top. I was then excorted by the Senor
Deacon to the station of the Worshipful Master in the East who
presented and explained the significance of “‘the tools of a Fel-
lowcraft Mason,” the plumb, square, and level, applying them to
principles of virtue and morality.

He then said, “I further present you with three precious jewels;
their names are Faith, Hope and Charity. They teach us to have
faith in the Grand Architect of the Universe, hope in immortality
and charity to all mankind, more especially a brother Mason.”

Then he directed the Senior Deacon to conduct me *“out of the
Lodge Room™ and to “reinvest him with that of which he has been
divested” (in ordinary language. to take me back to the Preparation
Room and let me put my clothes back on).

My Fellowcraft initiation was almost completed, and 1 was
feeling pretty good about it.

When I had re-dressed I was readmitted to the Lodge Hall and
seated. I was told that our forefathers, the ancient Masonic breth-
ren, worked at the building of King Solomon’s Temple and many
other edifices, Masonic buildings, cathedrals and the like.

The Senior Dcacon described the two columns (or pillars) of the
Temple, said the name of the left one is Boaz, and that of the right
one Jachin. He also went into considerable detail in describing the
symbolic significance of the decorations on them.

Then the Master said that 1 had been admitted to the “Middle
Chamber” of King Solomon’s Temple for the explanation of the
letter **G.” He said that it denotes *“Deity” before whom we ought
all to bow in reverence to worship and adore. He said that it also
denotes “Geometry” by means of which “we may track Nature
through her various windings to her most concealed recesses.” He
said that by means of geometry we may better comprehend the
perfection of Nature and the *‘goodness of the Great Artificer of the
Universe.”

With this brief lecture on the letter *G™ my initiation ended and
I watched as the remaining candidate was initiated. As was the case
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when | was initiated into the Entered Apprentice Degree, my
waltching the other man not only helped me to understand it all
better, but helped me to be off to a good start in memorizing it all
for my coming examination in the degree. I was back on the
Masonic pathway and picking up speed.

Footrores

'The exact amount of time required for this varies depending on how quickly the
candidate can memorize the material required, but is usually completed in 4-6
weeks.

’Basic Freemasonry consists of the first three degrees: Entered Apprentice,
Fellowcraft, and Master Mason. These constitute the foundation of all Masonry
and are conferred and conducted in the local, hometown lodge. The lodge is
referred to as “Blue Lodge," and the first three degrees as the “Blue Degrees,"”
because of the importance of the blue sky and its heavenly host of stars and
planets. Astrology is extremely important to Masonry, and it is also important
that ancient pagans worshiped on high places (hill tops) “under the starry
canopy of heaven.”

'American Freemasony (Blue Lodge and Scottish Rite) is divided into two
Jurisdictions. The Northern Jurisdiction includes 15 northern and northeastern
states; the much-larger Southern Jurisdiction includes the other 35 states, plus
all U.S. territories and trusts.

‘This voting is done with white and black balls, dropped into a box. A white
ball is a “ves” vote, and a black ball is a “no” vote. If there is even one black ball
in the box, the candidate is not accepted for the degree. All such voting is done
while the Lodge is in session in the Master Mason (3rd) degree, and onlv 3rd
Degree (Master) Masons can take part.

SAll non-Masons are, according 1o Masonic law and tradition, “profane”
persons. This includes the Mason’s wife, children and parents, unless they, too,
are Masons. The English word “profane” is derived from the Latin word
“profanis,” meaning "before, or outside, the temple," hence not holy, not clean,
debased and unworthy, a thing to be avoided for it would contaminate the holy
and clean ones. If you are not a Mason, this is what you are to the Masonic world.
See, in this regard, 1 Timothy 1:9-11 for the Bible meaning of “profane.”

®Note that there is no promise not to cheat or defraud the “profane.” That seems
to be accepted in Masonic morality. See Appendix C, “Masonic Morality.”
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For the next two weeks the three of us attended training sessions
at the Lodge three nights a week. Once again, it scemed easy and
natural for me to learn the secret degree work. I was glad to have
the first two degrees behind me and was eager to get on with the
work and become a Master Mason. I really liked the growing sense
of acceptance my commitment to the Lodge gave me; those men
were devoting time and energy to me and my progress in the Craft
and the feeling of belonging did something good for me —
something I had wanted for a very long time and not known.

At the end of two weeks (which passed very quickly) we met at
the Lodge for our examination in the Fellowcraft Degree and
initiation into the Master Mason Degree. Once again, we waited in
the Preparation Room in our street clothes while the Worshipful
Master opened the lodge in the Master Mason’s Degree and then
“called it off™ to the Fellowcraft Degree for examination.

The Senior Deacon escorted us intothe Lodge Hall and placed us,
as before, facing the altar and the Worshipful Master. Our instruc-
tor, who was now our examiner, stood (as before) facing us with
his back to the altar. I felt a strange mixture of apprehension and
eager confidence — like a well-trained athlete at the start of a race.
I was ready.

The examiner questioned us in turn and we all gave the correct
answers; although no one of us was asked all of the questions, I
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could have answered them all. We were then escorted back into the
Preparation Room to await the voting by the membership.

They didn’t take much time in the voting and the Junior Deacon
came into the room to announce that we had all becn accepted.
There had been no black balls in the ballot box; “the ballot was
clear.” We were Fellowcraft Masons!

Immediately 1 was told to remove my clothes and prepare for
initiation into the Master Mason degree. The others would be
initiated in the following weeks; I was to be initiated alone. I put
on the same pajama-like bottoms as before, but this time both legs
were rolled up above the knees: and both feet were left bare. I was
not given the shirt to put on and was left naked above the waist. The
cabletow was wound about my body three times at the waist and
then I was hoodwinked. I could see nothing at all — not even any
light.

The same questions as before were asked and answered at the
door and I was led through the door and into the Lodge Room. The
Senior Deacon said, “Brother James, you are received into this
Lodge of Master Masons upon the points of the compass extend-
ing from your right to left breast, which is to teach you that, as the
most vital parts of the man are contained between the breasts, so are
the most valuable tenets of Masonry contained between the two
extreme points of the compass, which are virtue, morality and
brotherly love.” The compass points were sharp and I felt them as
he made his teaching points.

After being received at the door, I was led to the Worshipful
Master who asked for the password. The Senior Deacon, in a
whisper, communicated it to him, for me, *Tubal- Cain.” Then |
was led by the Senior Deacon around the room as before. stopping
at the station of the Junior Warden, who sent me to the Senior
Warden, who then directed that I be placed at the altar in due form
to receive the obligation. I was led to the altar and stood waiting.

From directly in front of me the Master spoke. giving again the
assurance that there was nothing in the oath that would conflict
with my other duties and commitments; and, once again, I had no
way of knowing that what he was saying could not possibly be true.

Asked, as before, if I were willing to proceed with the oath, |
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replied I am,” and he directed the Senior Deacon to place me “in
due form™ at the altar to be made a Master Mason.

CTARING THhE (MASTER (MASON OACH

The Senior Deacon placed me in position, kneeling this time on
both bare knees. body ecrect, legs forming a square, both hands
resting on the square and compass upon the Bible.

Told that I was *in due form” to receive the obligation, the
Worshipful Master had me repeat after him, a few words at a time,
the oath of obligation: **I, James D. Shaw, of my own free will and
accord in the Presence of Almighty God and this Worshipful
Lodge. do hereby and hereon solemnly promise and swear; that |
will always hail, ever conceal and never reveal, any of the secret
arts, parts or points of the Master Mason’s degree to any person or
persons whomsoever except it be toa true and lawful brother of this
degree and not unto him or them until after due trial and strict
examination I have found him or them justly entitled to receive the
same. | furthermore promise and swear that I will conform and
abide by all the laws, rules and regulations of the Master Mason’s
degree, and of the Lodge of which I shall hereafter become a
member, and that I will ever maintain and support the constitution,
laws and edicts of the Grand Lodge under whom the same shall
work, so faras they shall come tomy knowledge. Furthermore, that
I will keep the secrets of a worthy Master Mason as inviolable as
my own, when communicated to and received by me as such.
Furthermore, | will aid and assist all worthy distressed brother
Master Masons, their widows and orphans, | knowing them to be
such, so far as their necessities may require and my ability will
permit without material injury to myself. Furthermore, that I will
not assist in, nor be present at, the initiating. passing or raising of
a woman, an old man in his dotage, a young man in his non-age, a
madman or a fool, I knowing them to be such. I furthermore
promise and swear I will not visit a clandestine lodge of Freema-
sons, nor converse Masonically with a clandestine Mason, or with
one who has been cxpelled or suspended, while under that sen-
tence. knowing them to be such.

I furthermore promise and swear that [ will not cheat, wrong or
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defraud a lodge of Master Masons or a brother of this degree,
knowing them to be such, but will give them due and timely notice
that they may ward off all approaching danger. 1 furthermore
promise and swear that I will not violate the chastity of a Master
Mason’s wife, his mother, sister, or daughter, knowing them to be
such.' I furthermore promise and swear that 1 will not give the
Grand Masonic Word in any other manner than that in which I shall
receive it, which shall be on the five points of fellowship and at low
breath. I furthermore promise and swear that I will not give the
Grand Hailing Sign of Distress except it be in case of most
imminent danger, my life in peril, or within a lawfully constituted
lodge of Masons. When I hear the words spoken and see the sign
given, I will hasten to the aid of the one giving it if thcre be a greater
possibility of saving his life than that of losing my own.

*To all of the which, I do most sincerely promise and swear with
a firm and steadfast resolution to keep and perform the same,
without the least equivocation, mental reservation or self-evasion
whatever, binding myself under no less a penalty than that of
having my body severed in twain, my bowels taken out and burned
to ashes, the ashes scattered to the four winds of heaven that there
should be no more remembrance among men and Masons forever
of so vile a wretch as I should be, should I ever knowingly or
wittingly violate or transgress this my solemn and binding Master
Mason's obligation. So help me God and keep me steadfast.”

As had been the case with the oaths of obligation of the first two
degrees, I had no idea of what I would be swearing to do until I was
actually hearing and repeating each line. Had I been able to hear or
read the oath in advance, I might not have been able to say it. Even
while taking it as I did, one might expect that the nature of parts of
it would have made me hesitate; but I really wasn't thinking of the
nature of the oath. I was thinking of Uncle Irvin and how I was now
going to be a good and successful man as I supposed him to be. If
mother were alive, she would be pleased.

BUT THERE WAS (MORE

Upon completion of the oath, the Master came down to the altar.
He directed the Scnior Deacon to remove the cabletow from
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around my waist since I was now bound by my obligation to the
Lodge. He then asked me what I most desired; prompted, I replied
“More light.” He replied that, since that was my desire, that was
what [ should receive. As the hoodwink was suddenly removed,
the brothers (assembled as before) clapped their hands in unison
and my eyes were again dazzled by the sudden bright light. Even
though this had happened to me twice before, it was still somewhat
startling and disorienting. It was as if a susceptibility or fear had
been planted in me the first time and it remained.

The Master then instructed me in making the sign which was
made by dropping the left hand to my side, bringing the right hand
to the left of my waist, palm- down, and then bringing it quickly
across my waist as if severing my body in twain with my thumb,
then dropping my right hand to the side.

I was shown to make the due-guard by extending the hands,
palm-down, as they had been placed on the square and compasss
while taking the oath. The pass grip was shown me by grasping the
hand in the normal (handshake) way, but pressing the thumb
between the second and third joints of the fingers where they join
the other’s hand. The name of the pass was then given me: “Tubal-
Cain.”

Thinking I was just about finished with the Master Mason
initiation, feeling I was *“down to the short rows,” 1 was both
listening to the Worshipful Master and feeling a growing sense of
pleasant release. I had it made, I thought, and it had been so easy!

I was given an apron and the Senior Warden helped me to put it
on as a Master Mason with the “bib™ hanging down in front. I was
then returned to the preparation room and told to take off the
initiation drawers I was in and put my street clothes back on, with
the apron.

A plumb emblem, the Junior Warden’s *Jewel.” was put around
my neck; I was now dressed as a Master Mason. I looked myself
overas best I could, and was thinking, “Wow! [ am a Master Mason
at last!”

It was a heady moment and I was exhilarated. But my newfound
sense of having arrived didn’t last long. I was told that I must be
returned to the Lodge Room for further instruction.
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AN UNEXPECTED DISAPPOINTMENT

Back inside the Lodge Room, still feeling very pleased and proud
to be a Master Mason, feeling the exciting newness of wearing the
Master Mason’s apron and with the plumb emblem around my
neck, I was taken to a position before the Worshipful Master.

He saidtome, “You have been taught to wear your apron as a Ma-
ster Mason and you are doing so at the moment. This would imply
you are a Master Mason and qualified to travel and work as such.
Nay, more, | observe that you have upon your person the badge of
office, the Jewel of the Junior Warden, one of the principal officers
of the Lodge. This mark of distinction must be highly pleasing to
you and doubtless you now consider yourself a Master Mason. Is
that not so?”

Suddenly the exhilaration left me and fear took its place. Some-
thing was going on that I hadn’texpected. I was afraid to say “yes,”
so I said nothing at all. The Senior Deacon then answered for me,
saying, ‘“‘He is of that opinion, Worshipful Master.” The Master
then said to me, *“It is my duty to tell you that you are not yet a
Master Mason, nor do I know that you will ever be. The road you
must travel in order to prove yourself is a long, hard and rough one,
upon which lives have been lost, and you may lose yours.”

Well, that ended any doubts I had about whether my initiation
was over; now I knew I was not yet finished. I was not yet a Master
Mason and what he said about losing my life sounded ominous.
With that strange fear still stirring within me, I was led to the altar
and told to kneel and pray for myself, either silently or out loud. 1
had no idea how to pray, so I just knelt silently with my head bowed
and waited.

LIVING OUT ThE LEGEND

After kneeling and waiting silently, appearing to pray, [ was told
to remove all articles from my pockets, take off my watch, and to
lay them all on the altar. The hoodwink was once again putover my
eyes and I couldn’t see a thing.

The Senior Deacon then said to me, “My brother, heretofore you
have represented a candidate in search of MORE LIGHT; now you
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will represent another character, no less a personage than our
Grand Master Hiram Abiff?, Grand Master and architect at the
building of King Solomon’s Temple. It was the custom of this great
and good man, at high twelve, when the craft were called from
labor to refreshment, to enter the Holy of Holies, to offer up his
adorations to Deity and draw his designs upon his trestle board.”

All the time he was telling me this, he was leading me around the
room. Trying to listen and understand while stumbling along
blindfolded was difficult and awkward for me.

He continued, *“He then passed out by way of the South Gate to
talk to the workmen, as you will do now.”

After being led a few more steps, I was accosted by a brother
representing the character Jubela, (it was actually the Junior
Warden). He spoke to me as if I were actually Hiram Abiff, and
grabbed me by the lapels. He said that I had promised to reveal the
secret word of a Master Mason when the Temple was completed,
that it was nearly completed, and demanded that I give him the
secret word then and there. All the while, as he spoke roughly to
me, he was jerking me around and really roughing me up.

The Senior Deacon, speaking for me, said, *“‘Craftsman, this is
neither the time nor the place. Wait until the Temple is finished and
then you shall have the secrets of a Master Mason.”

Jubela then got even more violent, demanding the secret word,
rightthen! Again speaking for me, the Senior Deacon said, “Crafts-
man, I cannot and will not give them,” upon which Jubela struck
a blow across my throat with the 24-inch gauge. It hurt and startled
me and I was immediately hurried a few steps farther where I was
stopped and grabbed by a second “ruffian,” called Jubelo. This one
really jerked me around, and said, *Grand Master Hiram Abiff, the
craft are waiting and many are exceedingly anxious to receive the
secrets of a Master Mason, and we see no good reason why we are
put off so long. We have determined that we will wait no longer.
I therefore demand of you the secrets of a Master Mason!™

Again speaking for me, the Senior Deacon said, “Craftsman,
why all this violence? When the Temple is finished, you shall
receive this secret word; I cannot, nor will not, give them to you at
this time.”
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Jubelo then became even more furious and again demanded the
word, upon which the Senior Deacon answered for me, *I cannot
give them nor can they be given except in the presence of three:
Solomon, King of Israel; Hiram, King of Tyre; and myself.”

Jubelo, becoming still more violent, reminded me that there was
no one there to help me and threatened tokill me if [ didn’t give him
the word.

For me, the Senior Deacon replied, *“*“My life you may take, but
my integnty, never!”

Jubelo then struck a heavy blow across my chest with the square.
It hurt, but I was immediately jerked away and led a few more steps
when I was grabbed a third time and shaken. This was all very real,
even though it was obvious that parts were being acted out. I was
being jerked about, shoved, shouted at and hit by people I couldn’t
see. | had great difficulty in keeping my balance (if the “ruffians™
hadn’t been holding onto my coat I would have fallen many times),
and the violence was even more shocking because I couldn’t see
it coming.

The third “ruffian,” Jubelum, said as he was shaking me that he
had heard me speaking to Jubela and Jubelo and saw that I had
escaped, but said I would not escape from him ever. He said that
what he said, he would do, and that he held in his hand *an
instrument of death.” He said that if I didn’t give him the secrets of
a Master Mason immediately he would kill me.

Speaking for me again, the Senior Deacon replied as he had
already replied to Jubela and Jubelo. Jubelum then shouted at me,
“For the last time, Grand Master Hiram, give me the secret word
or I will take your life!”

I, of course, didn’t realize it, but as Jubelum readied himself to
deliver the death blow, several of the brothers moved into position
behind me, holding a large canvas, stretched out so as to catch me
when 1 fell.

With that, Jubelum shouted, “If you will not give me the secret
word of a Master Mason, then...DIE!”

As he shouted the word, “DIE,” he hit me right in the middle of
my forehead with a setting maul! I saw stars. They were brilliant
and in colors, and I fell back ward onto the canvas, unconscious. 3
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I wasn'tout very long and I came to, head still ringing and aching,
with the three *“ruffians™ standing around me, talking over the
situation, and discussing how to dispose of the body. They decided
to conceal the body *“in the rubbish of the Temple™ until “low
twelve” (midnight), when they would meet and decide what to do.
So they carried me, on the canvas, a little distance and covered me
with “rubbish,” consisting of chairs and other objects in the Lodge
Hall. There was silence, then I heard a bell strike 12 times and the
“ruffians” returned. Jubela said, *“This is the hour.”

Jubelo said, “This is the place.” Jubelum then said, *And there is
the body. Assist me to carry it in a due west course from the temple
to the brow of a hill where I have dug a grave, six feet due east and
west, and six feet perpendicular, in which we shall bury it.”

They removed the chairs and other *“Temple rubbish” from me,
picked me up on the canvas, carried me to the west side of the
Lodge Room and laid me down between the stations of the Master
and the Senior Warden, my feet to the east. They lowered me to the
floor a little at a time, pausing three times, to simulate lowering me
into a grave.

After I was*“buried,” Jubelum said, “I will set this sprig of Acacia
at the head of the grave, that the place may be known should the
occasion require it. And now let us make our escape out of the
country by the way of Joppa. We should be able to get a ship to take
us to a foreign port.”

The “ruffians” then acted out a scene in which they talked with
a sea captain and asked for passage on his ship which was to sail
the next day. Learning they could not sail without a pass from King
Solomon, they decided to flee into the mountains and hide.

Meanwhile, the Worshipful Master, acting the part of King
Solomon, heard a lot of commotion made by other brothers acting
as workmen in the Temple. Solomon asked what the noise was all
about and was told that Grand Master Hiram Abiff was missing and
could not be found.

King Solomon ordered that a search be made and the brothers
thendid a lot of talking back and forth while I lay there, saying such
things as, “Have you seen him?” “Not since high twelve yester-
day,” and, **Where is our Grand Master?”
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Then King Solomon ordered that a search be made with one party
going west, one east, one north, and one south. At this point there
were three loud raps on the door and when the “alarm was at-
tended” there were found to be 12 “fetlowcrafts” who confessed to
the King that they and three others had conspired to force Hiram
to reveal the secret word. They said that they (the 12) had not been
able to go through with their evil plan, having “reflected with
horror on the atrocity of the crime,”” but reported that the other three
had gone through with it.

The King then sent out those 12, three in each direction, to search
for Jubela, Jubelo and Jubelum. One group of three spoke with the
sea captain and, following the direction he gave them, followed the
murderers’ path and found the new grave, marked with the Acacia
sprig. Digging down, they “discovered™ my body.

Reporting to Solomon, they were sent back to identify the body
and, if Hiram, to raise it with the grip of an Entered Apprentice.

Asthe drama continued, they returned tothe “grave” and saw that
I was indeed Hiram*; but they could not “‘raise™ me, as the body was
decomposing, so the *“flesh left the bone.” They reported the
problem to Solomon, who sent them back to raise the body with the
grip of a Fellowcraft. When *the skin (slipped) away™ they re-
ported this failure to Solomon.

Then the Master, playing King Solomon, came over to me and
took my hand with the grip of a Master Mason, “the strong grip of
the lion's paw™ and, with the other hand behind my back, assisted
me to a standing position. I was fully recovered by this time, but
still stiff and a little wobbly from the strain and from lying still for
so long while the latter part of the drama was acted out.

The Master explained that while the secret word of the Master
Mason had been lost when Hiram was killed, the first word he
spoke when raised from the dead was the substitute for the “lost
word.” He then placed his right foot alongside mine, instep to
instep, his knee against mine, his chest against mine and his mouth
nexttomy right ear. Withmy hand placed on his back, we were “on
the five points of fellowship: foot to foot. knee to knee, chest to
chest, hand to back and mouth to ear.” He whispered into my ear
the Grand Masonic Word, “Mah-Hah-Bone,” and instructed me
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that it must never be given to any but another Master Mason, only
“on the five points of fellowship™ as he had given it tome and never
above a whisper, under penalty of death.

I was then instructed by the Worshipful Master in giving the
“Grand Hailing Sign of Distress.” The Grand Hailing Sign of
Distress is given by raising the hands above the head and looking
up, then lowering the hands in supplication, then dropping them to
the side. The words accompanying the sign are, *"Oh, Lord my God,
is there no help for the widow's son?”

He explained to me that | was never to give this sign unless in the
most extreme distress and that it is the most important Masonic
secret. I was reminded of the part of my obligation relating to my
responsibility should another Master Mason ever give this sign to
me and, with this, my initiation as a Master Mason was really
finished at last.

With the instruction finished I was seated and there followed a
rather long and involved lecture on the meaning of the symbols of
a Master Mason and the lengthy charge of a Master Mason. When
the Master closed the Lodge, the brothers crowded around me with
congratulations and then went home.

Bonnie was waiting up for me and we shared the sense of
accomplishment together. She was pleased and proud of me. It was
a really wonderful moment of fulfillment. If only mother could
know; I had a good job, a wonderful wife, and I had finally caught
up with Uncle Irvin. I was a Master Mason.

Footrotes

"It is noteworthy when considering Masonic morality that the Master Mason
swears that he will not have seaual intercourse with the wife, mother, daughter.
or sister of another Master Mason, “knowing her to he such™ ; apparently this is
alright with anvone else’s wife, mother, daughter, or sister and is even all right
with those of a Master Mason if unaware of the Masonic relationship. See
Appendix C. “Masonic Morality.”

2For the purpose and significance of this dramatization of the legend of Hiram
Abiff. see Appendix D, “The Legend of Hiram Abiff.”

3The man portraying Jubelum isn't supposed to hit the candidate that hard, but
I was really knocked unconscious. The man who hit me was an undertaker. and
we had many laughs later about his trying to drum up business in the Lodge while
acting the part of Jubelum.

*Inthe drama. the Junior Warden' s jewel (which was still around my neck) plays
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a significant role in the candidate’ s being recognized as Hiram by the searchers.

SThe Master's Grip, or the "Strong Grip of the Lion’s Paw.” was not explained
to me; but 1 had felt it and, in watching subsequent initiations, I learned it 1 later
had occasions to use it as a Master Mason's pass grip. an alternate means of
recognition to the primary grip explained by the Master that night. This grip is
given by grasping the other's hand in the normal way, except that the thumb and
smallfinger are wrapped around the edges of the hand, just below the thumb, with
the middle three fingertips dug into the inside of the other’s wrist. As Worshipful
Master myself, later on, 1, of course, used it in “raising the candidate "



Gupter 'S

GOING MOIGHCR

Before I was even through with the Master Mason degree, I had
noticed and decided something: two things that would influence
the restof my life. [ noticed that a great many Masons were not only
content to stop at the Third Degree, but often came to Lodge and,
after about 45 minutes, went to sleep and slept through the meet-
ings. This offended me. What I decided was that I did not want to
be that kind of Mason — not ever!

I was determined to learn and to grow, to keep moving on up in
the fratemity, to climb the *Masonic mountain.” At that early point
in my Masonic career I really didn't know what there was to be
accomplished. I didn’t know what higher ground there was to be
reached; but I knew that I didn’t want to come to Lodge and sleep
like those men did. Whatever there was to achieve, I wanted it. |
was going higher!

FROM CANDIDACE TO INSCRUCTOR

Within a month after | was raised to the Third Degree there was
a new class of candidates to be brought through the Blue Degrees.
I was still a “courtesy candidate” (Bonnie and I were still expect-
ing to go back to Indianapolis before long), and grateful to that
Lodge for bringing me through the Second and Third Degrees.

I was never bashful about such things, so I said to the Worshipful
Master, “Sir, I am grateful to this Lodge and to you, and feel that
I owe you something for what you have done for me. If you will
appoint me, I will be glad to be the Instructor for this new class of
candidates.”

55
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He thought a moment, looking at me intently, and then said that
I had the job. I could hardly believe it. I had just been raised, a
member of the most recent class, and now I was the Instructor! I
thanked the Master and promised todo my very best. I could hardly
wait to get started.

The next week we took the class through the Entercd Apprentice
initiation and they took their first obligation. The following week
I arranged to meet with them for instruction and a month later they
were ready to take their examination. They all passed, were then
“passed™ into the Fellowcraft Degree, and the week after that I
began to instruct them in the memory work of that degree. At the
end of that month they were ready for examination in the Fel-
lowcraft Degree and again they all passed easily.

They were motivated and I had taught them well. Then, one each
week, they were raised to the Master Mason degree and I had the
satisfaction of knowing that I had brought the entire class through
all three Blue Degrees. I was not only a Master Mason now, | was
a maker of Master Masons. It really felt good.

WHY LEAVE AT ALL?

By this time I had gone to work for the city and had an excellent
job. Bonnie was well established in her job and was enjoying it. |
was accepted in the Lodge and had a real sense of belonging. The
more we thought and talked about it, the less reason we saw in
leaving to go back to Indianapolis. There had been no hurry about
leaving Florida and what we had found there through the winter
and spring; and now, as we considered the situation, we asked
ourselves, “Why shouldn’t we just stay here? Why leave at all?”

So we decided: we would just settle in and stay right there.
Florida would be our home. I would no longer be just a “courtesy
candidate” or a visitor in the Lodge; it would be my Lodge. I would
really belong there. With the decision made, we began to settle in
and “get permanent.”

Roy and his family moved to the west coast of Florida and we
missed them, but that didn’t matter somuch now. We were making
new friends in the Lodge.
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(MOVING UP THROUGH THhE CHAIRS

Not long after, elections were held in our Lodge and a new
Worshipful Master was elected. I had already found out that there
was a normal progression through the offices in the Lodge, begin-
ning with the lowest office (Junior Steward) and proceeding up to
the top (Worshipful Master). Since each office has a position (or
“chair™) in the Lodge Hall, this progression upward through the
offices in the Blue Lodge is often called “*moving up through the
chairs.” The positions of Junior and Senior Steward and Junior and
Senior Deacon are appointed positions and men are selected for
them by the Worshipful Master. The three top offices. Junior and
Senior Warden and Worshipful Master, are elected positions. But
the normal situation is that, once elected Junior Warden, that man
will “move up.” He can expect to move up to Senior Warden the
following year and to the chair of Worshipful Master the year after
that. Barring something unusual, these elections are virtually
automatic.

As soon as | had the opportunity, I went to see the newly elected
Worshipful Master and told him that I didn’t want to be an
“ordinary Mason.” | said that I never wanted to be like those
brothers who slept through the meetings and asked him to consider
appointing me to a chair (an office) in the Lodge. I must have made
a positive impression on him for he appointed me Senior Deacon,
the highest appointed office in the Lodge. | had bypassed the three
lowest offices and was off to a big head start in moving up through
the chairs.

BEYOND THE BLUE LODGE

Blue Lodge Masonry is the heart of Masonry and the Third
Degree is the heart of the Blue Lodge. If one is not a Master Mason
in good standing in the Blue Lodge, he cannot *goon™ intothe York
Rite or the Scottish Rite and thence to “the top of the Masonic
mountain.” And, once advanced in the York Rite or the Scottish
Rite, he cannot remain in those bodies (or the Shrine) if he doesn’t
continue in good standing in the Blue Lodge. This is the general
structure and the Blue Lodge is its foundation.

I had been in the Blue Lodge about four months, had taken aclass
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of candidates through all three degrees, and was Senior Deacon.
leamming, growing and feeling good about it when one day 1 was
talking with a brother who owned a lumber yard.

He said, “I thought you joined the Masonic Lodge."”

I said that | had and that | was very active.

He said something about the Scottish Rite and wondered why he
hadn’t seen me there.

I didn’t know what he was talking about, but sensed that it was
something I would want to do.

He said, “Jim, you've just got to get into the Scottish Rite,
because you really don't know what Masonry is all about until you
do. The Scottish Rite and its 29 degrees will really open youreyes.”
He said that if I wanted him to, he would get me a petition and get
things rolling.

I said that it sounded good to me and asked him to go ahead.
Although I was eager to begin, I found out that I couldn’t enter the
Scottish Rite until I had been a Master Mason for six months. But
he went ahead with the petition while I waited. I went right on with
my work in the Blue Lodge, the most eager and zealous man they
had.

2 PATDOS FROM WhHICH TO CHhOOSE

As I have already said, the Blue Lodge, with its three degrees, is
the heart and foundation of Freemasonry. This is where the vast
majority of Masons stop and go no farther, their local lodge being
all they ever know of Masonry. However, for those who are not
willing to stay at that level, there are two options for *“going on
higher,” two pathsto follow: they are the Scottish Rite and the York
Rite.

The Scottish Rite includes 29 degrees beyond the Blue Lodge.
culminating in the 32nd. The York Rite has the equivalent of the
29 degrees of the Scottish Rite and advancement along this path
culminates in the degree *Knight Templar.” In addition. the Shrine
(“*Ancient Arabic Order, Nobles of the Mystic Shrine™) is available
to 32nd Degree Masons and Knights Templar who wish to partici-
pate.
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Devoted to community service and fun, the Shriners are looked
upon as the “party boys” of Freemasonry and are best known for
their hospitals for crippled children, for light-hearted participation
in parades, and for their riotous, drunken parties and conventions.

Although at the time I was not fully aware of these options and
how it all goes together, my path was determined. I was going into
the Scottish Rite.

INTO ThE SCOTTISH RICE

The more my friend talked to me about the Scottish Rite, the more
eager | was to get started in it. In the Scottish Rite, initiations are
conducted and degrees conferred during meetings called *Reun-
ions” which are normally held twice a year, fall and spring.

In addition to the initiations into the degrees, there is also
recognition of those brothers who have died since the previous
Reunion. They are, in this sense, memorials to the departed broth-
ers. | could hardly wait for the Fall Reunion to come. As the time
approached. I wastold to report to the Secretary of the Scottish Rite
for abriefing. I was there early, waiting for my turn to be called into
his office.

The Secretary greeted me and explained the nature and structure
of the Scottish Rite. He explained that the 29 degrees are divided
into four groups called the “Four Bodies™ of the Rite and that each
of these bodies is somewhat like a separate lodge within the
system. He also explained to me that the Reunion would last for
four Sundays and that it would be possible for me to take all 29
degrees in the one Reunion, or just go to the 14th Degree at this
Reunion and then continue to the 32nd Degree in the spring. He
said that some men could not afford to take all of the degrees at one
Reunion because of the cost. ' He told me that the first of the four
“bodies” of the Scottish Rite is called “Lodge of Perfection” and
is the one in which business meetings are held on meeting nights.
The second body, he said, is the “Chapter of Rose Croix," the third
is the “Council of Kodosh™ and the fourth is *“The Consistory.”

It all sounded wonderful to me and I asked the Secretary if I could
just pay for all 29 of the degrees right then! He gave me the figure,
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I wrote the check, and he told me to report on the next Sunday (the
first day of the Fall Reunion). He told me that we would meet from
9 a.m. to 6 p.m. each Sunday for the next four Sundays to receive
instruction, and that on the fourth Sunday I would be made a 32nd
Degree Mason.

I asked him if I would have to memorize all the passwords, signs
and grips and then pass examinations as we had to do in the Blue
Lodge. and he roared with laughter!

He said, “Are you kidding? It would take you a whole year of
Sundays to do that! You just be here Sunday and you will find out.”

On the moming of the first Sunday of the Fall Reunion I arrived
promptly and, as soon as all the rest arrived, we were ushered into
a large classroom. There were about 250 of us and our class was
given the name “George Washington Bicentennial Class™ (each
class is given a name, or title, which it retains as long as there are
any of its members left alive).

Our instructor was an attorney, a man in his sixties. His age and
knowledge made him seem a little “larger than life” to me, very
impressive, and I listened carefully to all that he said. He also had
a sense of humor, which made him even more effective. | was
totally receptive.

We had to have an “opening ceremony” which gave our class
official identity and status and then we had a class picture taken.
We also had to elect class officers, but I didn’t try for any of those
offices as I was only interested in the degree work (the lessons in
religion and morality). I wanted to learn.

THROUGH THhE DEGRECTS

With all the preliminaries completed, we were taken into the
auditorium. It was like a large and very nice theater, with fully
equipped stage, sophisticated lighting and theater seats. We were
told to be seated and the presentation of the Fourth Degree began.

The Fourth Degree was put on just like a play, with one candidate
chosen from the class to represent us all as he participated. The
presentation went on until time to take the oath at the end. At this
time we were told to stand, put our hands over our hearts and repeat
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the oath 2 of obligation with the representative candidate on the
stage. After we finished the oath we were given the sign of that
degree, 3 and the Fourth Degree was completed. When a degree is
given in this way it is said to be “exemplified.”

When a degree is not put on as a drama, but merely explained, it
is said to be “communicated.” Such was the case with the Fifth
Degree. Back in the classroom the Degree Master explained the
content and meaning of the degree, administered the oath, and gave
us the sign.

Now we were Fifth Degree Masons, and ready for the Sixth
Degree. And so we progressed, through the degrees. The relatively
unimportant degrees, about one third of the total of 29, were
“communicated” in this way. It is also true that some degrees
which are merely “communicated” in one Reunion will be “*exem-
plified™ at the following Reunion. The degrees of the Four Bodies
(the four degrees whose names identify the Four Bodies), how-
ever, are always put on in full and not merely “communicated.”
That Sunday we completed the Fourth through the Ninth Degrees
and | went home feeling good about it all.

I was so interested in the degree work that I could hardly wait
from one Sunday until the next. The “old religions™ (the mystery
religions of Egypt, Greece, Persia, etc.) were taught. And, as I had
never had a religion, but had only heard passing references to the
major ones, [ was fascinated.

There was also a great deal said about the ancient philosophers
and occultists and [ felt that I was really growing in knowledge.
Each week | would tell my brother Masons in the Blue Lodge how
great it was and how much they were missing by not being in the
Scottish Rite. But this was not always well-received. some were
really offended and a few hurt, because they could not afford to go
into the Rite. So, although my zeal didn’t diminish any, I tried to
be more careful about such enthusiastic talk.

On the second Sunday we completed the 14th degree, the Degree
of Perfect Elu, generally considered the halfway mark in the
Scottish Rite. With this attainment comes the 14th Degree ring.
This flat gold band with the Hebrew letter “YOD™ on it is the
official Masonic ring.
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Many kinds of rings with Masonic symbols may be purchased
and worn; but, except for the Thirty-Third Degree ring, this ring is
the only official one. It is the patent and property of the Supreme
Council of the Thirty-Third Degree, and is only obtained when
presented with the 14th degree. In our case the rings had not arrived
so we had to wait to get them the final Sunday.

ANOINTED A PRIEST AND A
PROPHET

Finally, the last Sunday of Reunion arrived and we progressed to
the 32nd Degree. Upon completion of the degree work, climaxing
with the 32nd Degree lecture, we stood and were brought forward.
One by one, we were anointed with oil. As the man placed his hand
on my head and applied the oil, he said tome, “l anoint thee a Priest
and a Prophet, and a Sublime Prince of the Royal Secret.”

This part was definitely a new experience for me and I certainly
didn’t understand the part about being a priest and a prophet, but
it was impressive and I liked the sound and solemnity of it. For me,
it was rather awesome and a little unreal.

Each of us was presented, along with the Scottish Rite ring, a
copy of Albert Pike’s book, “Morals and Dogma.” * We were told
that it was the source book for Freemasonry and its meaning. We
were also told that it must never leave our possession, and that
arrangements must be made so that upon our deaths it would be
returned to the Scottish Rite. It was clear that this book was not only
a terribly important source but was, it seemed, almost sacred.

It had all been so very interesting to me and, in a way, the time
had passed much too quickly. I felt that I had learned so much, yet
felt that I had so much more to learn.

“Perhaps in the future I will get to work in these degrees.” |
thought.”Then I can really learn about religions.™

It was only about 5 p.m. when we finished and, after a lot of
exchanging congratulations, | hurried home to tell Bonnie all about
it (at least the parts [ was free to tell her). As [ headed home I was
thinking, “If only mother had lived to see this day — she would
really be proud.”



Footrotes

'There is a price to be paid, in dollars, for all “earned” Masonic degrees, from
Entered Apprentice to the 32nd Degree. Dollar values change with time and fees
vary some from place to place, but the total cost of going all the way to the 32nd
Degree can be very substantial, well into the thousands of dollars 1oday.

3There was a blood-oath of obligation for each degree. as in the Blue Lodge.
Unlike the Blue Lodge, however, since there was no memorizing, and since they
were not written down, the candidates normally remember nothing of these oaths
once they are spoken.

3In all my years of Masonry that followed, I was never once asked to give this
sign.

*Albert Pike (1809-1891 ) is easily the preeminent figure in American Freema-
sonry. His many titles included Sovereign Grand Commander of the Supreme
Council of the Thirty-Third Degree (Mother Council of the World) and Supreme
Pontiff of Universal Freemasony. Scholar, student of ancient languages and
occult philosopher, he completely rewrote the degrees of the Scottish Rite into
their present form. This work is explained in his book Morals and Dogma of the
Ancient and Accepted Scottish Rite of Freemasonry. His position in Masonry
was, and is today, unparalleled, not only in the United States, but throughout the
world.
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The Monday after my initiation into the 32nd Degree, | was
congratulated by anumber of my superiors at work whom I had not
even realized had been there. The extent of Masonry and its
influence was far greater than | had suspected. Realizing that there
were so many men such as these, seemingly everywhere, who were
part of the Masonic brotherhood, and that they knew who I was and
what I was doing, was both comforting and vaguely disturbing. But
it was mostly comforting. I was seeing that this Masonic family of
which I had become a committed part reached much farther into
every part of life than I had suspected.

SUTDENLY A PROMOTION

A short while after, the director of my department called me in
and asked me to take an examination for a higher position which
was opening up. I felt that I was completely unqualified for this
position and told him so. But he smiled reassuringly, said that he
thought I was qualified and urged me not to fail to take the test. I
was so convinced that I wasn’t qualified for the job that I almost
decided nat to show up; but, because of his urging, I went.

Expecting a room full of men competing for so important a job,

65
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I was surprised when I arrived to find that only two others were
taking the test with me. I was given the examination paper and told
to turn it face down on my desk until time for the examination to
begin. When we were told to begin and I looked over the test, I was
amazed at the simplicity of the questions. I thought, “Is this all there
is to it? I'm sure glad the boss insisted that I come!”

I finished my paper quickly and easily. The other two men
continued to struggle with theirs and were still working when the
examiner told them to stop. We were told to turn our papers face
down on the desks and leave, for time had expired. He said we
would be notified later as to how we had done. I left thinking about
how easy the test had been and wondering why the other two had
seemed to have such a difficult time with it.

1 went directly to the office and the director was waiting for me.
He met me at the door, stuck out his hand and said, “*Congratula-
tions, Jim, you got the promotion! You were the only one who
knew all the answers. You will soon be called to take an *on-the-
job' training course, and then you can start on your new job.”

He shook my hand again and went back to his office. I was
pleased but a little bewildered. I still could not understand how it
had been so easy and how could he know so soon that I was
selected? Why, the ink was barely dry on my paper!

With questions about this still whispering inmy mind, but mostly
just excited and happy, I hurried home at the end of the day to tell
Bonnie. She was, of course, delighted too. In light of her good job,
plus my promotion, we decided to move out of the duplex apart-
ment and buy our own home. We were making progress!

BUT UNCLE IRVIN WASNT PLEASCD

I called Uncle Irvin to tell him the good news about my being in
the Scottish Rite. I thought he would be pleased and proud. But he
didn’t seem pleased or proud of me at all. He appeared to resent it,
envious of my being a 32nd Degree Mason.

He said that he had never been allowed toenter the Rite, and went
on to explain, “Even though I was Past Master of my Lodge, |
couldn’t go in because there was a man in the Scottish Rite who
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didn't like me. He said that if 1 ever tried to enter he would
‘blackball’ me.”

I was amazed, and asked, **Whatever became of *Masonic broth-
erhood’?”

Uncle Irvin wouldn’t answer my question, so I didn’t tell him he
had been lied to by that brother Mason. As long as aman is a Master
Mason in good standing in his Blue Lodge, he cannot be black-
balled and kept out of the Scottish Rite.

THE RAISING OF (MIKE AND THE
"ONDS-OFF POLICY

Working with me on the same shift was a man named Mike. He
was a Scotsman with a wonderful accent, a warm heart and a
somewhat quick temper. He was not very tall, but very solidly built
and strong as a bull. He had been badly injured as a fireman in New
York City and, after along time in the hospital, had retired from the
Fire Department. He had come to Florida, found work with the
civil service of our large city, was assigned to my department, and
we had become friends. Mike knew that I was a Mason (1 had
spoken to him about it from time to time), and one day he told me
that he would like to be a Mason too. I, of course, was pleased, and
asked him if he would like to belong to my Lodge. He said that was
exactly what he wanted, so I got a petition and had another man
(who worked with us) to sign it with me. Mike was duly investi-
gated, approved. and was soon ready to take the degrees.

AsI was now Senior Deacon, I was the one to conduct candidates
through the initiations. | was pleased that I was going to get to lead
my friend through. It happened that Mike was the only man going
through at that time so things moved along smoothly and quickly.
I had a pretty easy time of it. Until the latter part of the Third
Degree.

Before we began that final night of Mike's Blue Lodge initiation,
I spoke with the three men who were to portray the “‘three ruffians™
Jubela, Jubelo, and Jubelum. I asked them to take it easy on Mike
and explained why. They said they understood and would be gentle
with him.
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Everything went smoothly until we came to the part where I was
leading Mike, as Hiram Abiff, to the “*South Gate™ where he was
met by Jubela, the first “ruffian.” As is always done, Jubela
grabbed him and jerked him around a bit. It was gentle compared
with what the candidate usually goes through, but it was too much
for Mike, much too much, and he erupted! He pushed Jubela away,
npped off the hoodwink, roared like a mad bull and picked Jubela
up! In one mighty motion, Mike threw him across the Lodge Hall.
Jubela hit the black and white tiles and went sliding across the floor
on his back, spinning slowly around and slid right up against the
altar, which stopped him. He wasn’t hurt badly, but lay there
against the altar, not moving.

Mike had assumed a wrestler’s stance, feet widespread, power-
ful arms at the ready, and bellowed out, “No mon puts his honds on
me!” At first there was not a sound in the Lodge Hall, except for
Mike. He stood there, looking slowly around the room, glaring at
the brothers assembled, and continued to roar, “No mon puts his
honds on me!”

Suddenly the Lodge was in an uproar. Some of the brothers
convulsed with laughter, some were shouting excitedly at one
another and some sat still in stunned silence. Mike was still
standing there, challenging them all, and continuing to roar, “No
mon puts his honds on me!” This scene in the sacred Hall was
unprecedented, unheard of, unthinkable!

Many of the brothers were looking at the Worshipful Master,
expecting him to “do something™; but he wasn’t any more ready to
*do something™ about Mike than was Jubela the ruffian, who was
still lying quietly against the altar. The Master just sat there, still
as a statue in his black top hat. looking straight ahead.

I tried to calm Mike down but had no effect at all on him. I then
went over to consult with the Worshipful Master. I tried to explain
and told him that if 1 could take Mike out to the Preparation Room
I thought I could calm him down and we would be able to proceed.
He nodded his head and continued to sit there as if stunned, not
moving.

[ went back to Mike, who was still turning slowly from side to
side in the center of this sudden storm, and spoke again with him.
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He agreed to go out withme. We closed the Lodge Hall door behind
us. In the Preparation Room Mike began to relax some and I told
him I was really sorry about what had happened and would try to
work it out sothat we could proceed with his initiation. He just said,
“All right Jim — but no mon puts his honds on me.”

I left Mike in the Preparation Room and went back out to consult
again with the Worshipful Master. I told him I thought it would be
best to leave out Jubelo and Jubelum and just have Mike lie down
on the canvas and let them bury him. The Master looked at me
strangely and then asked, “Forever?”

Since that was all the Master said, I took it that my compromise
solution was acceptable, so I returned to the Preparation Room. I
explained to Mike the whole scene and what was going to happen.
I told him that if he would just let us dothe rest of it, gently, it would
soon be over and he would be a Master Mason. He agreed, but
firmly repeated the admonition, “No mon puts his honds on me.”

So we went back into the Lodge Hall, let him lie down on the
canvas and completed his initiation. albeit considerably modified.
Mike never lived down that night and for many years jokes were
made about Mike and the *“Honds-Off Policy."

1 BECOME A DEGREES (MASTER

The Master of the 25th Degree in the Scottish Rite moved to
Califorma. I was appointed to replace him. I got from him the
degree book and. although it was not required of me, memorized
the entire degree (the ritual and lesson to be taught or performed in
that degree). It was to be exemplified (put on in full, as a dramati-
zation) at the next Reunion. I was determined to do it better than it
had ever been done.

Mike and I continued to be friends, becoming closer. With my
encouragement he soon came into the Scottish Rite with me: since
it is the ““Scottish” Rite it seemed to me that we should have at least
one Scotsman. Since by that time 1 was Master of the 25th Degree,
[ appointed Mike Orator. With his heavy Scottish accent, he
seemed the perfect choice. I gave him his part and had him
memorize it. When I told him he would have to wear a pasted-on
artificial beard he decided just to grow his own, and he did.
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When Reunion came around we were ready. It all went perfectly.
The Secretary was so pleased with the way we exemplified the
degree that he thanked and congratulated us all, making all the hard
work and rehearsing worth it. We had not just “*gotten by,” we had
done it better than anyone could remember its ever having been
done before.

FILLING THE VOID

As I had said to the incoming Worshipful Master when asking
him to consider me for “a chair” in the Blue Lodge, I had no
intention of just settling down and getting comfortable. Looking
back on it all, I'm really not sure why I was so eager to get to the
higher offices and to do it so soon. I am sure it was not just prideful
ambition, or a desire for recognition. It was something much more
valid and substantial, some need down deep inside of me.

Having grown up with no religious training, no church affiliation
of any kind, and no spiritual identity, I really had no concept of the
meaning of life. I had no philosophy nor any basic view of life,
death and eternity. And, without realizing it at first, this emptiness
in my life was being filled with what I was learning and doing in
Masonry.

From the very beginning I had been troubled by the fact that so
many of the men just came to Lodge and sat there. When the Master
rapped, they stood up; when he rapped again, they sat down. When
he said anything that called fora vote, they said “Somote it be,” and
when the meeting came to an end they got up and went home. Some
had to be awakened and told it was time to leave. Many were
members for many years, and always sat in the same seat. | was
determined not to be such a “'seat warmer™; 1 wanted to function,
to learn all that there was to learn. I wanted to grow, and that was
exactly what 1 was doing — at last.

A CHAPLAIN LEARNS TO PRAY

Inthe Scottish Rite | became acquainted with the undertaker who
had knocked me out with the setting maul when I was initiated into
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the Third Degree. He was to be the new Venerable Master of the
Lodge of Perfection (one of the Four Bodies and the one in which
all business meetings are held).

I hadn't seen him for a while and told him of my appointment as
Senior Deacon in the Blue Lodge. 1 then told him that I would like
to be an officer in the Lodge of Perfection, if he had room for me,
and he said he would keep me in mind.

I realize that this may sound a little pushy, but actually it wasn't;
itis not at all easy for incoming Masters to get men to volunteer for
offices and they usually appreciate such willingness.

As is the case in all walks of life, most want the “honor™ of
belonging, but do not want to do the work. I didn’t know what to
expect from him, but when he assumed office he appointed me
Chaplain.

At last I was finding a place for myself; I was an officer in both
the Blue Lodge and the Scottish Rite. But there was a problem —
a big one; as Chaplain I was going to have to pray and I didn't know
how. I had not been in church since the last time my grandmother
had taken me and knew nothing of prayer. | had heard the prayers
from the ritual in the Lodge, but couldn’t remember any of them.
I asked the new Venerable Master about praying and he eased my
mind some. He said that he would give me two cards with the
opening and closing prayers printed on them and that I could
simply read them out loud. But he also said that I would be expected
to “‘give prayers” at banquets and at the assembling of the Scottish
Rite Guard. So I would have to get an idea of how to pray and what
prayers to use. There was no way around it. | was going to have to
learn to pray.

We had a new man in the incoming class at the Blue Lodge who
was pastor of the Methodist Church next door to the Lodge Hall.
I called on him and told him I was the new Chaplain in the Lodge
of Perfection and that I needed to know something about prayer. He
said he would help me and the next day when I looked in my mail
box I found a book called “The Prayers of John Wesley.”

I studied the book and then wrote out several of the prayers, just
as they were in the book, just as Wesley wrote them. I thought they
were really good and felt that I was at last prepared for my new



office. Whenever 1 was called upon to pray, I could just read one
of those prayers out loud. I was ready — or so I thought.

At the next assembling of the Scottish Rite Guard (for the
opening of the initiation of a new class at Reunion) I gave the
prayer while the Guard of 25 men stood. It was one of the prayers
of John Wesley I had taken from the book.

I thought the prayer was first rate and felt good about it; but when
the opening ceremony was finished the Commander of the Guard
called me aside and rebuked me sharply. He said, **You kept my
men standing at attention for five whole minutes!” He also called
me a “religious fanatic™ and said that it was bad enough I kept the
men standing five minutes, but then 1 had ended the prayer “in
Chnist’s holy name.” For that, he said, I would be reported! 1 was
stung by his rebuke, especially since I had worked so hard to get
it right and had no idea I was doing anything wrong.

I said since he was so rude to me I didn’t care what he thought,
that I didn’t know anything about his 30-second prayers, and that
from that time on he could say them himself?!

As I walked away, I thought, “Some brother ke is, to speak tome
like that! At least he could have left out that part about ‘religious
fanatic’ since I don’t even know what prayers are except for the
ones on the cards and in the book.”

Very soon after, I was called in to see the Secretary of the Scottish
Rite about my unsatisfactory performance. He was nice about it,
but told me that I was never to end a prayer “in Jesus' name” or “in
Christ’s name.” He said, **“Make your prayers universal.”

I wondered about all this fuss over a prayer, especially one that
came out of a book a preacher had lent me; but I just thanked him
and left.

I was to learn the meaning and significance of this fuss over a
prayer later on, ' but for the time being I just accepted it. At least
the Secretary was nice about it. Many years later, when he died. |
learned that he was a Christian Scientist.

INTO The €EASTERN STAR

Bonnie had supported and encouraged me in Lodge work from
the start. As already stated, she had been an inactive member of the
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Order of the Eastern Star when we were married, although I had not
known it at the time. After my promotion, and as I became more
and more active in Blue Lodge and the Scottish Rite, Bonnie told
me one night that she intended to begin attending the Eastern Star
and thought it would be good for me to join.

[ agreed, submitted my application, and was soon approved and
initiated. Many people believe that “The Star™ is only for women,
but it isn’t.

The Order of the Eastern Star was conceived by a man, men
organized it, men wrote the rituals, and no meeting can be held
without at least three male officers present. Men, one might fairly
say, control The Order of the Eastern Star, but only from the
background.

The social life was pleasant, and now there was one meeting each
week that Bonnie and I could attend together.

Although I could have been an officer in the Eastern Star, 1 had
no desire to be. 1 had plenty to do already in the Blue Lodge and
Scottish Rite and I was content just to enjoy going with Bonnie to
the meetings and the social functions that went with them.

THE KORAN., FE€EZ. AND FUN:

BCCOMING A SHRINER

The Shrine (Ancient Arabic Order, Nobles of the Mystic Shrine)
is easily the most conspicuous of all forms of Freemasonry and the
most far-removed from basic Masonic principles and traditions.
Many who know nothing of Masonry in general who perhaps don't
even recognize the word “Mason” except for thinking it means
some kind of bricklayer, have at least a vague awareness of “The
Shriners.™

At the mention of the word “Shriner™ most will think of men in
red hats with tassels, perhaps in colorful costumes. parading.
clowning and doing some kind of public service.

If they are a little more aware than that, they will think of them
as men who have big conventions and drink a lot. Most of the
gencral public will go through life with no knowledge of the
existence of the Scottish Rite or the York Rite; the degrees of these
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Bodies and such titles as Prince Adept, Master of the Royal Secret
or Knight Templar will have no meaning at all for them.

They may never even have hcard of the Blue Lodge and the
degree of Master Mason. But they will probably have heard of the
Shriners and will have some knowledge of what they do. The
Shrine, the “Show Army of Masonry,” maintains a very high
profile.

I had been aware of the Shrine for along time when I had only the
most vague knowledge of the rest of Freemasonry. From the time
of my very first entrance into the Lodge, I had the thought of
someday being a Shriner. It seems to me that this is true of most
Masons who go on beyond the Blue Degrees.

For this reason, one of their practices always puzzled me: after
each Reunion in the Scottish Rite, the Shriners would come
around, recruiting the new 32nd Degree Masons for the Shrine and
it seemed unnecessary. Such was the case with me. Shortly after
receiving the 32nd Degree they began approaching me about
joining. In my case they were wasting their time, for | had decided
a long time before to join them.

It is necessary to be a 32nd Degree Mason for six months before
being eligible to join the Shrine. Unlike myself in a way, I didn’t
rush in as soon as the six months passed. I was fully involved in the
Blue Lodge and already was an officer in the Scottish Rite;
perhaps, also, I sensed that work in the Shrine wasn’t as serious as
in Blue Lodge and the Rite. I wanted to learn — about religions and
the meaning of life — and I had plenty to leam where [ was. So |
didn’t enter the Shrine after the Spring Reunion when I became
eligible.

I was Chaplain in the Scottish Rite and a Degree Master. In the
Blue Lodge I was Senior Deacon and preparing to be the Junior
Warden, only two chairs away from the office of Worshipful
Master. I was very busy with all this responsibility.

The following fall however, after Reunion, I decided it was time
to enter the Shrine. Mike had come into the Scottish Rite at Spring
Reunion and was now eligible also. We went into the Shrine
together. I knew that the Shrine initiations got really rambunctious
and wondered what might happen when they laid hands roughly on
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Mike. The initiation was performed in the Coliseum before a very
large crowd of Shriners who came to see the fun. One of the first
things done was to identify the men with health problems that
might make the initiation a risk.

There were physicians there to question and examine the candi-
dates; those considered risky were separated out, had a white tape
put around the left wrist, and they simply sat while the other
candidates went through the rowdy part of it all. In this way,
because of his previous back injury, Mike was spared the hazing
and the Shrine was thus spared a demonstration of the **Honds-Off
Policy.”

We began the initiation about noon that Saturday. After the medi-
cal screening came the hazing, which was very childish. Some of
it was not only childish, but downright vulgar. At one point we
were placed in a large, mesh cage, and one of the Shriners climbed
up on top of it. He exposed a very convincing rubber penis which
was connected to a water bag concealed in his clothing and hosed
down all of us in the cage to the delighted howls of the spectators.

After the hazing it was time for the serious part, the ritual, and
then time to take the oath. We took the obligation, again with
terrible bloody consequences if we revealed any of the “secrets”
(one form of mayhem we promised to accept was to have our
“eyeballs pierced to the center with a sharp, three-edged blade™).
And, with the Koran on the altar, we sealed our solemn oath in the
name of ““Allah, the God of Arab, Moslem and Mohammedan, the
God of our fathers.” 2

I had taken so many bloody oaths already (one for each degree)
that I paid little attention to this one, except to notice that it, like the
rest of the ritual, featured desert settings, Arabs and Allah, the Mo-
hammedan god. I was disappointed and a little offended at the
childish and vulgar nature of the initiation but not really surprised.
This, after all, was the Shrine; and “fun” was the Shriners’ trade-
mark.

The initiation was completed by 4 p.m., so we could all be ready
for the big celebration banquet that night. With still another
initiation behind me, I headed home to share the moment with
Bonnie and to get ready for the celebration. It was to be a BYOB
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(“‘bring your own bottle”) affair, Mike was going with us, and we
were looking forward to wearing ourbrand-new fezes. We enjoyed
the party, which lasted until 2 a.m.; we were Shriners at last and it
felt good.

There was no “degree work™ in the Shrine for there is no actual
degree, so it didn't look like I would be learning a great deal there.
However, I looked forward to being a part of all their benevolent
community services. | was proud of my new red fez with its gold
trim and tassel.

I didn’t see how my life could be much more full — except for
one thing. I still had a spiritual emptiness; I was still in search of
a religion.

Footrotes

!Inawell-ordered lodge, Jesus is never mentioned except in vague, philosophi-
calterms. Pravers are never prayed in His name, and when scriptures are quoted
in the ritual, all references to Him are simply omitted. For example, Il Thessalo-
nians 3:6 is used in the ritual, but not the way it is in your Bible; the words “in the
name of our Lord Jesus Christ” are entirely omitted. Likewise, the ritual includes
I Peter 2:5, but with the words “by Jesus Christ” omined. Albert Mackey, after
Albert Pike the highest Masonic authority, calls this changing of the scriptures “a
slight but necessary modification” (Masonic Ritualist, pg.272)

3Every Shriner, kneeling before the Koran, takes this oath in the name of Allah,
and acknowledges this pagan god of vengeance as his own (*the God of our
fathers” ). And, in the ritual. he acknowledges Islam, the declared blood-enemy of
Christianity, as the one true path. (“Whoso seeketh Islam earnestly seeks true
direction.” ) How it must break the heart of God to hear these words from the lips
of His own children, particularly the leaders of His church.



A RELIGION
AT LAST

As I continued my progression “through the chairs,” from office
to higher office in the Blue Lodge, I also continued to work in more
and more of the Scottish Rite degrees. As I continued to study in
the degree rituals and lectures, 1 developed more and more of a
clear understanding of religious beliefs and moved ever closer to
a personal religious belief of my own.

“THE LODGE 1S A GOOD ENOUGH
RELIGION”

Through the years I must have heard hundreds of men say, *I
don’'t need to go to church — the Lodge is a good enough religion
forme.” So very many such men never attend a church except with
the Lodge once a year to hear Masonry exalted. They trust Lodge
membership and their own “virtuous life” to assure them accep-
tance in the “Celestial Lodge above.”

In a sense 1 agreed with such men, in that I believed that the
churches andsynagogues knew and taught only imperfect remnants
and perversions of the “‘old religions,” the ancient mystery relig-
ions of the East. But I was not in agreement with them in another
sense: 1 was not going to be satisfied with basing my life on
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anything so vague. | was going to continue the search until I had
a specific, foundational religious belief. And I wasn’t there yet.

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS

Still motivated in my search for religious understanding, I was
happy when asked to become Master of the 18th Degree. In this
degree, the Degree of the Rose Croix, I read that *'The ceremonies
of this degree are interpreted by each individual according to his
own faith, for in no other way can Masonry retain its universal
character.”

The degree book went on to say that the symbolism for this
degree comes from the “ankh,” the Egyptian symbol for life, which
comes from Deity (God), meaning that the Egyptian gods were at
least the equal of the Christian God. It also said that “*In all religions
there is a basis of truth; in all there is pure morality.”

As I read these words I thought they sounded wonderful. 1 didn’t
stop to realize that this endorsement of *all religions™ included all
cruel forms of paganism with mutilation and human sacrifices,
voodoo, witchcraft (which often refers to itself as “The Old
Religion™) and all forms of Satanism. The degree book tied all this
together by saying that Masonry has the mission of bringing
together “‘all men of all religions™ under the Masonic banner and
around the Masonic altar.

The degree also features the Ten Commandments, which 1
thought particularly nice, and in performing this part of the ritual
one day a very important insight came to me.

A DISCURBING THhOuGhT

At the next Reunion this Degree of Rose Croix was exemplified.
I had my team well prepared for the performance. I was feeling
good about it— not only the “truth™ I thought I was expressing, but
also the effective way we were performing the ritual. One of the
candidates in the class of initiates was the mayor of our large city,
a very important man and, in a way, my boss. As usual, one of the
men in the class was selected to actually participate, representing
the rest; we chose, of course, His Honor, the mayor.

At the end of the oath I had him kneeling at the altar, I had the
Book of the Law in my hand. and he was vowing to keep the Ten
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Commandments. As I read each one from the book, he repeated it
after me and promised to keep it. About half way through the
Commandments the thought occurred to me, *You cannot possi-
bly do what you are promising to do. I know you, and know
something of your life, and you cannot keep these Command-
ments. As amatter of fact, I don’t think I know anyone who could.”

Nevertheless, the mayor promised with a terrible oath, “So mote
it be.” This interesting contradiction stayed with me, retuming to
my thoughts from time to time. The vast majority of men admini-
stering and taking the oath, however, seem only tosay it, getitover,
and promptly forget it.

1 8BECOME WORSHIPFUL (MASTER

When my time came to be elected Worshipful Master of the Blue
Lodge I had to stop taking on extra responsibilities in the Scottish
Rite. I was already working in four degrees, plus my participation
in the Eastern Star and Shrine. Serving as Worshipful Master takes
most of the “spare time” one has, for the duties are demanding. Of
course, | had the full cooperation of my superiors at my job, for they
were Masons and were pleased with what I was doing. They gave
me plenty of time off for Masonic funerals and other extra activi-
ties, and this was never a problem.

AN INTERESTING TECSTKMONY

On the evening after my installation as Master we had a special
dinner party for the outgoing Master. It was very nice, with a
private party room in a large hotel, complete with its own bar.
During the party we asked the outgoing Master to share with us the
story of how he had entered Masonry and his progression in it. He
had already had quite a bit to drink and was very frank in the tclling
of his “testimony™ as a Mason.

We laughed as he told us that when he applied for membership
he was amazed that the Investigating Committee approved him for
membership. He said, “I could hardly believe that they were telling
me | was approved, for I was so drunk when they arrived that |
couldn’t get up. My wife had to let them in, for even if I had been
able to get up on my feet I could not have taken the chance of
walking across the room and falling down.”
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I laughed with everyone else at first. Then I was troubled by the
obvious contradiction there. One of the basic tenets of Masonry is
sobriety. Yet this Past Master was accepted for membership when
so drunk he couldn’t stand up and walk. This troubling thought,
like the one about the Ten Commandments, stayed with me.

A STRANGE AND INTERESTING
THEORY

We had regular luncheons at the Acacia Club, for Masons only.
We would usually have adrink at the bar, then go into the club room
and have lunch. After lunch we always had a speaker.

One such speaker was a Methodist preacher, a dedicated Mason
and a student of the Ancient Mysteries. He had a strange and
interesting theory to the effect that Masonry was actually founded
by Nimrod at the building of the Tower of Babel. Of course I knew
nothing of the Bible, so accepted everything he said as truth.

Now that I have made a study of the Scriptures I know that they
teach no such thing. However, having also leamed much of the
dark and shadowy origins of Masonry, I realize that the strange
preacher may not have been so far from the truth.

1 WANTED TO UNDERSTAND

My year as Worshipful Master of the Blue Lodge was a pleasant
experience. I enjoyed the work in the weekly meetings and bring-
ing classes through the first three degrees. It was also nice being
treated with such respect and being called “Worshipful™ and
“Master.”

Because the office required so much of my time and energy, my
thoughts were once more really focused on the Blue Lodge (rather
than on the Scottish rite degrees and the Shrine work). I had
questioned things aimost from my beginnings in Masonry, not that
I was skeptical, but because I wanted so much to learn and to
understand. I wasn't satisfied just to sit through it. say it and get it
over with; I wanted to learn. Masonry was giving meaning to my
life, and I wanted to grasp it all.
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WDHAL 1S A COWAN?

I remembered a question that occurred to me during one of the
very first lectures I heard. It was about Masonic origins and the
lecturer said that the name *“Blue Lodge™ came from *“our ancient
brethren who met on the high hills and low vales at night. meeting
under the starry canopy of Heaven,™ the blue sky. The lecture went
on to say that the ancient brethren set guards “to keep off cowans
and eavesdroppers.”

My mind grabbed onto the word “cowan,” as I had never heard
it before. After the meeting 1 asked the Tiler (the officer in the
Lodge responsible for guarding the door and keeping cowans and
other “profane™ persons out of the hall) what a cowan is. Since it
was his duty to keep them out, I assumed that he would know what
they were.

He looked puzzled. and finally said. “I think itisano-good bum.”
So I asked about a dozen other men (including all the officers) the
same question that night and no one could tell me what a cowan is.

Many years later | finally learned that it is an old term for an
untrained builder of walls who hadn’t the knowledge of stone
masonry and who in the middle ages could be found eavesdropping
on meetings of builders’ guilds, trying to leamn their secrets.

This questioning became a pattern in my life as a Mason. It
sometimes got me in trouble but it also made me a much better-
informed Mason than most. Had anyone asked me, when 1 was
Worshipful Master, what a “‘cowan” was, I could have answered
the question. But no one ever asked.

THE JUNIOR. WARDCN LEAVES THE
LODOGE

While I was Worshipful Master the man who was Junior Warden
asked me one day about the Bible. He pointed out that in the ritual
we say that the Bible is a **rule and guide for faith and practice™ and
that it teaches that the Christian God is the only true one and that
Jesus is the only means of salvation.

Yet, he reminded me, we teach in the Lodge that all religions are
valid. He pointed out to me that there is a contradiction there and
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asked me to explain it to him. When I couldn’t do it he left the
Lodge and renounced Masonry. I thought he was a bit extreme but
never forgot the question. This man had been a dedicated Mason
and a hard worker in the Lodge, only two chairs away from being
Worshipful Master. He left it all for Jesus and the Bible.

(MORE QUESTIONS WITHhOouUT

ANSWERS

With the closing of my year as Worshipful Master I returned to
the work in the Scottish Rite with all my might. I studied more of
the degrees, studied the references in “Morals and Dogma™ and
other sources and continued to ask questions. As before, my
questions continued to be met with annoyed silence or advice to
“Stop asking questions that have no answer and just follow the
Ritual.” I asked so many questions the Secretary finally had a
special meeting of the officers to deal with the “problem” I was
creating.

When they told me that my questions had no answers and that |
should be satisfied just to follow the books, I said my piece. I told
that body of officers that I believed the answers were there but that
no one cared enough to find them.

For example, I wanted to know why we were called “Scottish”
Rite, when the degrees and the system originated in France. “Why
not call it the French Rite?” I asked. Again there was no answer,
and the conference concluded with, “Just stick to the Ritual and
stop trying to write your own opinions into the system. It is
Scottish, no matter what anyone else may say.”

In spite of the special meeting's conclusions, several of the
officers approached me later and asked how I had learned these
things that were so disturbing. I gladly shared with them my
irrefutable Masonic sources and they seemed to be taking it all in.
But it didn’t change anything. Their interest was only mild and
temporary. They had no real desire to know the truth.

I began to realize that there are two classes of Masons: one that
just sits through the meetings; and the other that does the work, but
just keeps to the Ritual and memorizes or reads it without under-
standing.
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[ really didn’t fit into either category but was still blind to the
Bible and its truth. So [ kept on asking. I continued searching for
answers in the degrees and other writings of the Masonic authori-
ties.

A KNIGHT COMXMANDER OF ThE
COURT OFF hONOR

In spite of the fact that I was “making waves™ with all my
questioning and seeking for understanding, 1 continued to make
real progress in the Rite and to accumulate honors and recognition.
There is a special honor, beyond the 32nd Degree, called *“Knight
Commander of the Court of Honor** (K.C.C.H.). With the lifetime
title goes a special red cap with the K.C.C.H. emblem.It was a
happy day when I was notified that I had been selected (by the 33rd
Degree representatives) to receive this high honor.

In order to receive the K.C.C.H. it was necessary for me to travel
to adistant city. Since Bonnie was working she was not able to go
along, so Mike said he would go with me. We were given time off
from our jobs to make the trip (our superiors were pleased about it
all) even though it wasn’t necessary for Mike to go. We took the
train to the Conclave, and it was a pleasant trip. | was excited and
Mike was happy for me.

There was a great deal of drinking at the Conclave and it bothered
me. *Why must we always do so much drinking?” I asked myself,
but had no answer. I enjoyed a little drinking and did it regularly.
But it bothered me that there was always so much of it and that it
played such a major role in the Masonic life. I received the Honor
and we enjoyed a banquet after the ceremony. The next moming
there was a meeting in the Lodge Hall and a lecture was given by
the Grand Master of the Grand Lodge of Florida, a very prominent
Mason. I felt honored by all of it.

That aftemoon Mike and I took the train back home. As we
reflected on it all, he said that he hoped he could become a
K.C.C.H. someday and I said that was my hope also. Bonnie was
glad to see me, was proud of the honor I had received, and thought
I looked distinguished in my snappy new red cap.
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A RELIGIOUS BCLICF AT LAST

It was time again to be getting ready for Reunion and there was
much to be prepared as I was now working in four degrees at once.
As | studied more and more, | saw with increasing clarity that
Masonry teaches that whatever a man sincerely and conscien-
tiously believes is truth, and that all religions are of equal worth and
validity. Thus, Jesus Christ is reduced to the level of the other
“exemplars’ such as Buddha, Mohammed, Confucius, Pythagoras
and Emmanuel Swedenborg.

Albert Mackey wrote (in The Masonic Ritualist), “Thus the
trestleboard (blueprint for life) of the Jew is the Old Testament, of
the Mohammedan the Koran; the Veda Scriptures of Hinduism and
the writings of Baha-ullah are just as good as the Word of the
Christians’ God, for the fact is that all religions are never as good
as the pure teachings of Freemasonry.”

Albert Mackey, that eminent Masonic leader and philosopher
who believed that all the religions of man are of equal validity, but
are inferior to the *“pure teachings of Masonry,” also believed in
reincarnation. As a matter of fact, Mackey believed that in one of
his previous lives on earth he had been Jacques DeMolay, the
medieval soldier crusader who was burned at the stake in France
for betraying the faith and victimizing pilgrims in the Holy Land.'

A SERIOUS CONTRADICTION

Of course, there are immediate problems here because many of
these religious systems that are “all correct™ or of “equal validity™
claim to be the only valid and correct one. So it becomes obvious
thatthey cannot all be *“right” or of equal validity. But my mind was
not prepared to see this serious contradiction. | accepted this idea
that it doesn’'t really matter what you believe as long as you are
sincere. To undergird and hold together this unsubstantial assort-
ment of contradictory beliefs, there was the theory of reincama-
tion.

As Mike and I finished up the degree work in still another
Reunion, we discussed the lecture he gave in the 25th Degree and
the one I gave in the 32nd Degree. Neither of us had ever studied
the Bible. No one had ever witnessed to us plainly about Jesus as
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the Redeemer, and so we decided that we would find the truth about
religion in the degrees. Mike had been a Catholic in Scotland, but
had left all that behind when he came to America. He said, “I don’t
want any more to do with Christianity.”

WE CSMBRACE RECINCARNATION

With the degree work and other Masonic writings as our source,
we finally decided that the truth lay in reincarnation and that if we
would try to live a good life now, be good to our brother Masons,
help the sick and attend to good deeds in general, when we died we
would enter the next life on a higher plane — just like going
through a door. However, if we did not try to live nght and do well
in this life, then we could expect to go through thatdoorintoa lower
form of life, perhaps as a barbarian in the Dark Ages, or a poor
wretch living in ignorance and poverty in the Far East.

We remembered, for example, the exemplification of the 31st
degree. In this degree the candidate, as a typical man who has just
died, is defending his life before the gods and goddesses of Egypt.
The candidate tells of his good works in his just-ended life and of
his hope for a better incarnation in the next. As the candidate tells
of each work he has done, one of the Egyptian deities drops a stone
into the pan of a scale. As the last stone is dropped into the pan by
the god Anubis (a man with aram’s head), the scale tips and Osiris
and Isis, who are presiding, say, “Weighed in the balance and
found wanting.” The candidate listens then as the Soul of Cheres,
symbol of immorntality, is brought before the Chamber of the Dead
and he leams that he must improve in his next life in order to
advance in the cycle of reincarnation.

A DUAL COMMITMENT

So we decided to accept the doctrine of reincarnation and made
a dual commitment. We made a commitment to the concept as a
religious belief. We also made a commitment to one another to do
the best we could in this life so as to be together on a higher plane
in the next. We examined all the evidence at our disposal, made a
decision, and then a sincere commitment to try to live up to it.
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Mike and I thought that somehow, by accepting reincarnation
and doing the best we could, we would someday find ourselves
together in that *“Grand Lodge on High.”

Bonnie really didn’t agree with us concerning reincarnation but
didn’t say much about it. She seemed to know something, way
down deep. that we didn’t know. But she didn't object to our
decision and commitment and we pressed on.

At last, I had a religion of my own! I had the religion of Masonry
(the Egyptian Mystery Religion of Isis and Osiris) with its under-
girding doctrine of reincamation and the Lodge really was *‘a good
enough religion for me.”

Footrote

'The Order of Demolay, Masonic organization for boys too young to enter the
Lodge. is named for Jaques DeMolay, regarded in Masonic tradition as a hero.
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THE
GATHERING
STORM

With a religion of my own, at last, I entered into a period of four
satisfying years. It was a time of steady, single-minded work and
accomplishment, a stable period of progress. In my work in the
Scottish Rite, especially, they were years of fulfillment. But with
the satisfaction of the work and the learning, there were some
disappointments and a measure of disillusionment.

DISAPPOINTMENT IN THE SHRINE

Soon after becoming a K.C.C.H., I spoke to the Illustrious
Potentate of the Shrine about the possibility of my “moving up™ to
the office of Illustrious Potentate. I was working in the Shrine as
much as my responsibilities in the Scottish Rite and Blue Lodge
would allow. As a matter of fact, I was one of the hardest workers
in our Shrine Lodge.  had become one of that committed few upon
whom the Potentate depended to keep things going. Every organi-
zation, it seems, has such people who do most of the work.

YOU DONT QUALIEY

When I told him I was interested in becoming *Illustrious
Potentate™ someday (this office, like that of Worshipful Master in
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the Blue Lodge, is held for only one year), I thought he would be
pleased — that he would encourage me to seek it.

Instead, he looked at me a moment and then said, *Jim, you can
never expect to be Illustrious Potentate in the Shrine. The office
requires someone with more money and a nicer house than you
have. This office requires entertaining visiting Potentates and
other important people and you would not be able to do that
properly. You may as well forget it.”

This really took me by surprise and it hurt my feelings. Once
again, | saw a sharp contrast between the seriousness and depth of
the Blue Lodge and Scottish Rite and the shallow, social and public
relations emphases of the Shrine.

THE ALL-SCAR FOOTBALL GAMC

Another disappointment came as I continued to work hard in the
Shrine. I was appointed to a demanding and responsible job in
connection with the All-Star Football Game we sponsored in order
to raise money to build and operate our burn centers and hospitals
for children. | was responsible for all arrangements for lodging,
feeding and entertaining the coaches, players and others involved
in putting on the game itself.

I was saddened and disillusioned by the vast amount of money
that was spent on accommodations and entertainment for all these
people, rather than going into the hospitals themselves. It really
troubled me. But I soon learned that there was nothing I could do
about it. So I just did my job and took comfort in the money that did
go into the building and operation of the hospitals. But I couldn’t
forget it and it continued to trouble me.

(MASTER OF ALL SCOTTISH RITE
BODICS

I went on working diligently in the Scottish Rite degrees, leamn-
ing more and more about the “Old Religion™ that had become my
own, and believing that I was growing spiritually. During the next
four years I continued to work in still more degrees, to make
occasional waves by asking questions (which still went largely
unanswered) and to gather recognition and honors.
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By the end of this time I had become, in succession, Master of all
four of the Scottish Rite Bodies and served as such with success
and satisfaction. 1 had become, without seeking to be, the man
generally looked upon as the outstanding leader in the Rite — the
one most likely to “really amount to something.”

Except for all my questioning and seeking for knowledge and
understanding, 1 maintained harmonious and friendly relation-
ships with all in the system. | was a httle *hard-nosed” in my
insistence on getting the job done, maintained a no-nonsense
attitude about the work and demanded excellence of those work-
ing with me. But it was all positive, except for a few lazy ones |
wouldn’t tolerate, and the results were consistently good.

By becoming Master of all four Bodies I had accomplished
something seldom done. I felt good thinking of how much I had
learned in the process and had satisfaction, both in the sense of jobs
well done and of growing in my religion.  had my roots down deep
in the “Ancient Mystery Religions,” was depending upon reincar-
nation and my good works to eventually get me into that “Celestial
Lodge on High™ and I was growing rapidly in terms of responsibil-
ity and accomplishment in the Lodge. I felt good about 1t all, and
wondered how it could be any better. I soon found out.

GOOD NEWS AND BAD NEWS

Fall Reunion was a hard but good one with a large class of
candidates coming through. At the end of Reunion I was told that
I was being considered for the 33rd Degree.

The 33rd Degree! This was almost too good to be real! 1 was
K.C.C.H. and Past Master of all Scottish Rite Bodies and that was
a lot of success and honor for one who had been an abandoned little
boy. The thought that I might also be given the 33rd Degree made
my head swim.

The 33rd Degree cannot be earned or bought. As a matter of fact,
it cannot even be sought, for to ask for or seek it means automatic
and permanent disqualification for the honor.

The Supreme Council of the 33rd Degree, seated in Washington,
D.C. at the House of the Temple, reaches down and selects those
it chooses. Except for a seat on the Supreme Council itself, this
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honor is the end of the line — there is none higher. Not only that,
I had been a K.C.C.H. for only four years. A man cannot even be
considered for the 33rd Degree until he has been a K.C.C.H. four
years. I was being considered for the 33rd in the minimum time!

I was told that in about six months 1 would be notified as to
whether I would actually be granted the 33rd. I thought, even if |
were not selected, what an honor it was even to be considered!

Along with this almost unbelievably good news I began to notice
a problem in my work and increasing difficulty on the job. In my
work with the Port Authority I needed to be able to see names and
numbers of ships and boats at a distance. Rather quickly, this
became a problem. No matter how hard I tried, I noticed I could not
read the names and numbers clearly from a distance as [ had always
been able to do.

Thinking I only needed to get some glasses that would solve the
problem, I went to see an optician. He examined me and said he had
bad news for me. He couldn’t help me with the problem by
prescribing glasses for distant vision. As a matter of fact, he said
that he couldn’t help me at all. He said that I had a progressive
cataract developing on my left eye and would need to see a
physician.

A DOCTOR WITH SKMPLE GOOD

NEWS

I went home and told Bonnie what had happened. She said she
knew of an ophthalmologist she could recommend. This doctor
had helped a lady she knew and she felt that he was the one I should
see. This recommendation of Bonnie’s was perhaps the most
important turning point in my life. Of course I had no way of
knowing it at the time. Simply doing what seemed the logical thing
at the time, and with not the slightest inkling of the importance of
what | was doing, I called his office and made an appointment.

A BOLD DIAGNOSIS

When the day arrived [ went to the doctor’s office. My time came
and | went into the examining room to wait for my pupils to dilate.
The doctor came in, spoke with me briefly and began to examine
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my eyes. In what seemed to be a very short time, he completed his
examination and then proceeded to give me a bold and startling
diagnosis.

This man looked as if he were looking right through me for a
moment and then said, “Mr. Shaw, it is true. You do have a
developing cataract on your left eye, and there is one coming on
your right eye also; but while your physical vision is bad, that isn’t
your real problem. Your real problem is with your spiritual
vision.”

[ sat there feeling a strange kind of emotional impact, wondering
what he meant.

Before I could ask, he spoke again with the same powerful
simplicity and asked, “Mr. Shaw, are you saved?”

This time I did reply, and I asked him, “Saved from what?”

He said, "' mean, have you ever received the Lord Jesus Christ
as your Savior and made Him the Lord of your life?”

By this time | was regaining my usual ability to carry on such
verbal exchanges and, with areligious haughtiness rising up within
me, I said to him, *Sir, I know more about religion than you do —
as amatter of fact | know more about religion than most people will
ever know!”

But he was neither impressed nor taken aback by my proud
declaration. Without taking his eyes from mine or changing his
expression he asked me, “But what do you know about salvation?”

Suddenly I had no more spirit for this exchange. I sensed that I
was up against something very powerful, and said quietly, “I will
think it over and let you know™ and left as quickly as I could.

“HE 1S A RELIGIOUS FFANACIC”

I left the doctor’s office and went to my boss's office. | knew that
I had a serious problem with my eyes and thought that I may have
another problem of a different kind — one that I definitely didn’t
understand.

I asked my boss if I could take a two-week leave. He said, “Sure,
Jim” and | went home to call my half-brother in Indianapolis. He
was a Mason also, and I thought he might give me some advice. 1
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told him what had happened, what the doctor had said, and he
quickly gave me his opinion.

*“That man is a religious fanatic,” he told me. “You take the next
plane here and I will meet you at the airport. Then I'll take you to
see my ophthalmologist.” The next plane left at 9 o'clock the
following morning and I was on it.

“GO BACK POME AND DO
WPATEVER hE TELLS You”

“When I arrived in Indianapolis my half-brother was waiting. He
told me that I had an appointment with his doctor for the next day
and took me to his home to rest and wait. The following day the
doctor there examined me and then asked me where I lived. I told
himwhere I lived, and also what the other doctor had said about my
eyes (I didn’t mention what the other man had said about my
spiritual vision).

He replied, “I will look the man up in our Register.”

When he came back into the examining room he said tome, “Mr.
Shaw, you have the very best medical facilities available to you in
Florida, and the doctor who examined you there is one of the very
best. My advice to you is to go straight home and do whatever he
says.

My brother wasn’t at all pleased. I was feeling a strange combi-
nation of dread and excited anticipation. There seemed to be no
alternative except to do as he said. But what, I wondered, would
that strange and intense doctor in Florida tell me to do?

INCREASING KNOWLEDGE AND
GROWING DISCOMPFORCT

Back home, I made another appointment and went to see the
doctor. There was an unexpected complication: I had an infection
in my eyelids. He said that he would not be able to operate for at
least six weeks. So I returned to work and went each week for the
next six weeks to be treated for the infection. Each time when I
went to see the doctor for examination and treatment, he spoke to
me about God’s plan of salvation and my need of Jesus as my
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personal redeemer. He spoke to me about the Lord and quoted
verses of Scripture.

SEARCNHING THhE SCRIPTCURES

His speaking to me this way no longer offended me. The verses
of Scripture he quoted seemed to go way down inside of me. Some
of them seemed to explode down there, stirring things I could
neither describe nor understand. I decided that I would look up the
verses he spoke of and read them for myself. The more I thought
of it the more strongly I wanted to do it.

I had no Bible to read except for the big one on the coffee table.
Bonnie had bought it when we were married and said that it would
be our “family Bible.” But it had lain there all those years without
being read. At last it was opened and I began to look up the verses
the doctor quoted and read them in their context. They sounded
good as I read them. I would go back and read some of them again
and again.

As the weeks passed I would sometimes wake up in the night
thinking about one of the verses, get up and go into the living room
toread it from that big Bible. The Scriptures definitely spoke to me
— to needs deep within me. I noticed that they continued to speak
to me, reverberating with meaning, no matter how many times I
had read them. Those Bible verses were different from anything I
had ever read before. They seemed alive.

There was adefinite conflict going on withinme as the Scriptures
collided in my understanding with the teachings of the Masonic
authorities and philosophers. I could feel the clouds swirling in my
mind and was vaguely troubled, but didn’t try to understand it. |
just continued to read the big Bible in the living room, listen to the
doctor as he witnessed to me, and do my Lodge work as well as |
possibly could.

THE SCRIPTURES WERE SO SIMpLE!

I didn’t try to sort it all out or understand it. But I did notice
something that became clearer and clearer. In addition to the
strange “life”" [ sensed in the Scriptures, I noticed how simple their
message was compared with the complexity of the Masonic writ-
ings.
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THE CONLICT COMES INTO FOCUS

I had the surgery on my left eye and it was successful. With new
glasses I could see well with that eye and after two weeks I went
back to work. The operation on the nght eye was scheduled to be
done in six months. As surely as my vision was coming into clearer
focus after the surgery, so was the conflict between the teachings
of the Bible and the teachings of Masonry. I was increasingly
aware of this in general terms, but it became clear in specifics when
I gave the 32nd Degree Lecture at the next Coronation.

ONE OR THhE OTHER WAS WRONG

I had been understudy for some time to the yjudge who gave the
Lecture of the 32nd Degree before I began to give it myself. | had
heard it or given it many, many times and knew it well. Reunion
was coming up, and Mike and I were making preparations. |
studied all of my work thoroughly — the 32nd Degree Lecture with
particular care. As I studied the lecture, and when I delivered it to
the new class of 32nd Degree Masons, | saw that there was a
significant difference here. I saw for the first time how different
from the teachings of the Bible was the lecture, this summing up
of all the Masonic teachings the men had gone through in working
uptothis climactic degree. There was a difference there — one that
could not be reconciled and I saw it clearly.

Either the “OIld Religions™ and the teachings of Masonry are
right and the Bible is wrong, or the Bible is right and the “Old
Religions” and Masonic teachings are wrong. Both could not be
right. It was, [ now saw clearly, that simple.

ON A COLLISION COURSE WITDO A
CHOICC

With this fundamental conflict now clearly in focus in my
understanding, I saw the long-range implications of it all. Masonry
taught salvation by works, depending on one’s own *virtuous life”
toredeem him. The Bible teaches salvation by grace, depending on
the perfect life of Jesus and His atoning death for us. Masonry
teaches that Jesus is no greater than the other “exemplars™ of
history (such as Mohammed, Buddah, Aristotle or Joseph Smith),
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and was neither divine nor inspired. The Bible teaches that Jesus
is God the Son, that He has always existed, and that no man can be
reconciled to God the Father except through Him. ! There is a
choice to be made here—I saw this clearly—and 1 was on a
collision course with that choice.

SCCKING THE COUNSEL OF OTHhERS

Seeing clearly the conflict and the choice it demanded, 1 began,
discreetly, to seek the counsel of others. I spoke with Bonnie and
Mike about it, and with a few other close friends. I even went to see
the Methodist preacher who had lent me the book of John Wesley's
prayers when [ was made Chaplain of the Lodge of Perfection. He
really wasn’t much help. He was not a zealous Mason and seldom
attended Lodge meetings, but had no intention of leaving the
Lodge altogether. He wasn't going to make that kind of trouble for
himself! No one seemed to understand as clearly as I did. Bonnie
came close, but none of them really saw the conflict and the choice
it demanded, probably because they had not been reading the
Scriptures as I had.

THE LIGHT BREAKS THROUGH

During one of my regular visits to the doctor after the operation
on my left eye, I was sitting in one of his examination rooms,
waiting for him to come to check me. I am very much inclined to
read whenever I must wait, no matter how brief the waiting period,
so I looked around to see what was in there that I might read until
he came. There was not athing in that room to read, except a Bible.

I picked it up, opened it to John’s Gospel, and began to read again
some of the verses | had read so many times in chapters one, three
and four. Then, turning over to chapter six, I began to read verses
I had not read before.

My eyes seemed to move quickly over the words of Jesus: “I am
the bread of life; he that cometh to me shall never hunger; and he
that believeth on me shall never thirst...him that cometh tome [ will
in no wise cast out...and this is the will of him that sent me. that
every one which seeth the Son, and believeth on him, may have
everlasting life: and [ will raise him up at the last day.”
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“HEY. DOC.IS TMIS REALLY TRUC?

Then my eyes beheld verse 47, “Verily, venly, I say unto you, he
that believeth on me hath everlasting life.”

In spite of all the verses and passages of Scripture I had already
read. and for reasons probably known only to God, this verse
reached down inside me and grabbed my heart. I was staggered
with the simplicity of what it said and the power of what it did to
me. Trumpet fanfares inside my head could not have more effec-
tively locked my attention on that simple verse, or more clearly
shown its importance to me. It was doing powertul things, both in
my heart and in my understanding.

“Could it really be true,” I wondered, “that it could all be so
simple? Could this really be true?”

Without thinking about courtesy or propniety in a large doctor's
office, I called out loudly, “Hey, Doc!™

When, after a few seconds, he looked into the room where I was
sitting, I pointed to that verse and asked, *Is this really true?”

He looked at the page, read the verse my finger was on and said,
“Sure. Yes, Jim, of course it’s true.”

THIS TIME 1 WAS REAL

When one has been exposed to Masonic religion and philosophy,
with all its confusion, doubt and doubletalk. for as long as I had
been, it is hard to believe the simple truth when finally confronted
with it — even the living truth of the Bible.

After being really convinced of the truth of the *“Old Religion™
and the doctrine of reincarnation, after believing and teaching
others that Jesus was neither divine nor unique, it is not at all simple
or casy to accept the truth that He is divine and unique.

Even though the doctor had been quoting Scriptures to me for
nearly six months, and I had been studying them myself. there had
been much confusion within me about it all.

But the supernatural power of the words of God had been doing
their work within me and the simple truth of this verse suddenly
broke through the clutter of tangled concepts in my mind.

The light of Truth suddenly broke through the fog of confusion
and doubt.
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It was TRUE! It was really that simple and it was TRUE! I had
told Doc on occasion before that I believed the verses he spoke of,
but 1 really hadn't. Much of that time I had been playing mind
games with him. Now I did — 1 really did! This time I wasn’t
playing any mind games:; this time it was real.

SOMECTHING INSIDE (M CHANGED

With the realization that the simple message of John 6:47 is true,
a dark power within me was broken, adoor in my heart opened and
light came flooding into me. 1 felt an overwhelming sense of
gladness and sadness — a rush of mixed emotions swirling within
me.

[ didnttry to interpret what I was fecling, but it was definitely a
breakthrough of truth. I really knew it was truth and I was never the
same again. Something inside me had changed, something that
opened my eyes to truth and error, and the change was permanent.
I would see things differently from that day on.

AN OPCRACION, A PRAYCR AND A
POUR RICANC

The time came for me to have the second operation, the one to
remove the cataract on my nght eye, and I went back into the
hospital confident that it would turn out as well as the first one. |
wasn’t worried at all. When the operation was over and | was back
In my room, someone came in and took me by the hand.

I couldn’t see, for both eyes were bandaged. When I asked him
who he was, he said that he was the doctor’s pastor.

He said, “Mr. Shaw. I just came from the operating room. The
doctor always prays for his patients, and he and I prayed for you —
before and after the surgery.”

His words penetrated clear to the center of me and shook my
emotions loose. | had never before, to my knowledge, had anyone
really pray for me. never, and I choked on the significance of it.

When | could speak again I said to him, “*Sir, as soon as I get out
of the hospital and am able, I will be at your church.”

He squeezed my hand and left me to think about it all. It was an
overwhelming experience but definitely a good one.
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Before my recuperation was complete a hurricane approached
and the hospital authorities were asking all patients who were able
to leave to do so. I was making much more rapid recovery than had
been expected, so I called Bonnie and asked her to come get me.
As she drove me home, I told her that although people from the
doctor's church had visited me and had prayed for me, not one
person from the Lodge had been there to see me. She told me that
she had announced to the Eastern Star members that I was having
the surgery. But not a one of them had come. The contrast was clear
and unmistakable.

The physical hurricane that was approaching was paralleled, if
not exceeded, by the spiritual and emotional one building up inside
of me.

Focorce

'See Appendix A, “Masonic Doctrine Versus Christian Doctrine.”
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The hurricane came and went without any harm to us. But the one
within me continued to gather force. It seemed strange, from my
point of view, for all the people around me seemed calm. Even the
doctor was no longer speaking much to me about the Lord, for I
wasn't seeing him regularly. Bonnie was quietly supportive, but
we really didn’t say much about it. Mike and my other friends went
on with life. It was “business as usual” around me, but definitely
not that way inside of me.

THE HIGHEST MASONIC DEGREC

Easter was approaching and one quiet morning I was at home
recuperating from the second operation when the doorbell rang. It
was a special delivery letter from the Supreme Council in
Washington, notifying me that I had been selected for the 33rd
Degree.

Icould hardly believe it was true! This honor is one most Masons
never even think of receiving. It was just too much, too far out of
reach, beyond limits of reality. It was unreal to think | had actually
been selected. It was an honor just to be considered for this ultimate
degree and I had actually been selected. chosen by that small and
powerful group, the Supreme Council of the 33rd Degree.

I called Bonnie to share the good news with her. In talking with
her, I surprised myself by asking her if she thought I should accept
it.

99
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*What a strange thing to ask her.” I thought. But before 1 could
contemplate it she said, *Why. sure you should accept it. You have
worked so hard for so long to get therc — by all means you should
accept it.”

So I returned my acceptance immediately and began making
plans for the trip.

1 (MMADE 1T ON (MY ONWN

With plenty of time to reflect, I thought about my long climb up
the mountain of Masonry in scarch of light. I thought about the
odds against anyone’s ever making it to the 33rd Degrec. I realized
thatin my case the odds had been even greater. I had made it by hard
work and dedication alone. Some men have an edge on selection
because of their wealth, political power or prominence. I had none
of these.

Like the day I had carried the man all the way to the top of **Shaw
Hill” between Camp Butner and Raleigh, I had made it to the top
of the Masonic mountain because I was willing to make the effort
required and refused to quit. Thinking of this, 1 felt particularly
good about it and wished my mother could know.

I had come along way since leaving the front gate that terrible day
somany years ago. I had come the distance withno help from Uncle
Irvin. Who would have thought that the lonely walk. begun so
many years ago by that frightened little 13-year-old boy, would
have led to this point? I had reached the pinnacle — made it all the
way to the top.

Some of the most prominent and influential men in the world
would undoubtedly be there to participate when I was given this
ultimate degree — for me — little Jimmy Shaw, who had gone to
work at age five and made it alone since age 13. They would be
there to give the 33rd Degree to me. It was really a bit difficult to
take it all in.

3 DAYS AT THE MOUNTAIN TOP

In order to receive the 33rd Degree it was necessary to go to
Washington, D.C. The initiation and related functions were to last
three days.
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Since Bonnie could participate in practically none of the things
I would be doing each day. she decided not to go along. We were
both excited as I made preparations to leave. But I was not as
excited as I expected to be. The edge was taken off the excitement
because, in me, it was mixed with a considerable amount of
conviction. Way down deep there was a growing restlessness, an
increasing conflict, produced by the things the doctor had been
sharing and by all the Scripture 1 had been reading. Preparing to
receive this “ultimate honor” was not as thrilling as it might
otherwise have been.

ARRIVING AC THhE hOUuSE O THhE

TEMPLE

I flew into Washington National Airport and took a taxi to the
House of the Temple on Northwest 16th Street. Upon arriving at
the Temple 1 was met by a receptionist who asked if I were there
toreceive the 33rd Degree. I was surprised to findawomanin those
sacred Masonic precincts, but said that I was and showed her my
letter from the Supreme Council. She then told me that in order to
receive the degree, I would be expected to make a “*minimum
donation™ of a very large amount of money (at least it was a “very
large” amount for me). This took me completely by surprise for
there had not been a word about any such *minimum donation™ in
the letter sent me by the Supreme Council. I didn’t carry that much
money with me and had left my checkbook at home but was able
to borrow the money from one of the other men and gave it to her.
We candidates were all unhappy about this unpleasant surprise and
grumbled to one another about it, but were not unhappy enough to
forsake the degree over it. We were too close to the *“top of the
mountain” to turn back at that point.

THhE TEMPLE ICSCLE

The House of the Temple is quite impressive — a bit awesome,
really. Standing large, grey and silent on the east side of Northwest
16th Street, between “R™ and “S™ Streets, it looms very wide and
tall from the curb. There is a huge expanse of granite pavement in
front of it, including three levels of narrowing steps as the entrance
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is approached. Flanking the entrance are two Sphinx-like granite
lions with women's heads. the neck of one entwined by a cobraand
decorated with the “ankh™ (the Egyptian symbol of life and deity).

Adoming the neck and breast of the other is an image of awoman,
symbolic of fertility and procreation. In the pavement, just in front
of the tall bronze doors, are two Egyptian swords with curved, ser-
pentine blades and, between the two swords, brass letters, set into
stone, saying, “The Temple of the Supreme Council of the Thirty-
Third and Last Degree of the Ancient and Accepted Scottish Rite.”

Over the tall, bronze doors, cut into the stone, is the statement,
“Frecmasonry Builds Its Temples in the Hearts of Men and Among
Nations.”!

High above the entrance, partially concealed by stone columns,
is an elaborate image of the Egyptian sun god, backed with
radiating sun and flanked by six large, golden snakes.

Inside is elegance: polished marble, exotic wood, gold and statu-
ary. There are offices, a library, dining room. kitchen, Council
Room, “Temple Room™ and a large meeting room. This room is
like a luxurious theater, rather elegantly furnished and decorated.

The ceiling is dark blue, with lights set into it to give the
appearance of stars. These lights can even be made to “twinkle™
like stars in the sky. There is a stage, well-equipped, and it is all
very nicely done. But the thing that is most noticeable is the way
the walls are decorated with serpents. There are all kinds; some
very long and large. Many of the Scottish Rite degrees include the
representation of serpents and I recognized them among those
decorating the walls.

It was all most impressive and gave me a strange mixture of the
sensations of being in a temple and in a tomb — something sacred
but threatening. I saw busts of outstanding men of the Rite includ-
ing two of Albert Pike, who is buried there in the wall.

INTERVIEWED B8Y THE SUPRCOE
COUNCIL

The first day was devoted to registration, briefings and inter-
views. We were called into one of the offices, one at a time, and
intervicwed by three members of the Supreme Council.
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When my turn came 1 was ushered into the office and seated. The
very first question I was asked was. “Of what religion are you?”
Not long before this I would have answered with something like,
“I believe the Ancient Mysteries, the *Old Religion.” and I believe
in reincamation.” However, without thinking at all about how to
answer, | found myself saying. *“I am a Christian.”

Then, to my surprise and theirs, I asked of them. “*Are you men
bom again?” The man in charge quickly stopped me by saying.
“We're not here to talk about that — we are here to ask you
questions.”

Afterthey sent me back out I sat down and thought about it. When
the next man came out, I asked him, “Did they ask you if you are
a Christian?” He said. “Yes, they did.”

“What did you tell them?” I asked, and he replied. *1 told them
*Hell no, and I never intend to be!*”

Then he said a strange thing tome, *They said I'm going higher,”
and he left through a different door, looking pleased.

BECOMING A SOVEREIGN GRAND
INSPECTOR. GENERAL

The second day was the day of the actual initiation, held in the
theater-like meeting room. Those of us who were receiving the
degree were seated and the ceremony was “exemplified” (acted
out in full costume) before us, in the samec way that we had
performed the lesser degrees of the Scottish Rite all those ycears.
The parts in the exemplification were played by men of the 33rd
Degree.

The representative candidate was dressed in black trousers.
barefooted, bareheaded and draped in a long, black robe that
reminded me of a very long. black raincoat. He had a black
cabletow around his neck but was not hoodwinked. During the
initiation he was led around the stage, conducted by two men with
swords, as the degree was performed for us.

Instructions and signs were given. Upon the altar were four *“holy
books™ (the Bible, the Koran, the Book of the Law and the Hindu
Scriptures). At one point the “candidate™ was told to kiss the book
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*of your religion™ and. representing us all, he leaned forward and
did so. I remembered the First Degree initiation, when I was told
to kiss the Bible, and at that moment something came full cycle. It
was the final such kiss to be a part of my life.

WINE IN A HhUKTAN SKULL

When it was time for the final obligation we all stood and
repeated the oath with the representative candidate, administered
by the Sovereign Grand Inspector General. We then swore true
allegiance to the Supreme Council of the 33rd Degree. above all
other allegiances, and swore never to recognize any other brother
as being a member of the Scottish Rite of Freemasonry unless he
also recognizes the supreme authority of *“this Supreme Council.”

One of the Conductors then handed the “candidate” a human
skull, upside down, with wine in it.

With all of us candidates repeating after him, he sealed the oath,
*May this wine I now drink become a deadly poison to me, as the
Hemlock juice drunk by Socrates, should I ever knowingly or
willfully violate the same™ (the oath).

He then drank the wine. A skcleton (one of the brothers dressed
like one — he looked very convincing) then stepped out of the
shadows and threw his arms around the “candidate.” Then he (and
we) continued the scaling of the obligation by saying, *And may
these cold arms forever encircle me should I ever knowingly or
willfully violate the same.”

The Sovereign Grand Commander closed the meeting of the
Supreme Council “with the Mystic Number,™ striking with his
sword five, three. one and then two times. After the closing prayer,
we all said “*amen, amen, amen,” and it was over.

PROMINENT (MEN TOOK PART

There werc some extremely prominent men there that day,
including a Scandinavian King. two former presidents of the
United States, an internationally prominent evangelist, two other
internationally prominent clergymen. and a very high official of
the federal government, the one who actually presented me with
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