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The shadow of death hovers over many of the rites and rituals of Freemasonry. In Letters on the
Masonic Institution by John Quincy Adams we learn of an ancient Masonic ritual known as The
Fifth Libation, which involves drinking wine from a human skull. Every Mason takes death oaths
and several Masonic executions have taken place throughout history.Author Tom McKenney
exposes the deadly secrets of this fraternity, which has more than three million members around
the world. In a careful and objective manner, he reveals the connection between Freemasonry
and the New Age Movement, and he delves into the occult roots of this secret society.33
Degrees of Deception is a very comprehensive book that tells the personal story of one
completely dedicated Mason—Jim Shaw, who became a Knight Commander of the Court of
Honor, Worshipful Master of the Blue Lodge, and Master of all Scottish Rite bodies. You will want
to know why Jim Shaw left Masonry—and the price he paid for leaving. This book sheds light on
the darkness of Freemasonry as the author gives penetrating answers to the questions many
people ask about this secret society. Is there a connection between Masonry and the Illuminati?
Why is Masonry opposed to Christian schools?Is Freemasonry a religion?Can a man be both a
Christian and a Mason?
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bring them freedom.I AM THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD;HE THAT FOLLOWETH ME SHALL
NOT WALK IN DARKNESS,BUT SHALL HAVE THE LIGHT OF LIFE.JOHN 8:12In MemoriamTo
the memory of the late Reverend James D. Shaw, who loved Freemasonry with all his heart,
pursued its knowledge and served its institutions with all his mind and strength. He labored
devotedly in the Craft, receiving some of its highest honors. And, unlike the rich young ruler, he
forsook it all to follow Jesus; and, having laid his hand to the plow, he never looked back. He
selflessly spent the remainder of his life sharing with others—inside and outside the Craft—the
truth that had set him free. And to the memory of Jim’s late wife Bonnie, who shared the journey
with Jim, paying with him the price of massive rejection and all the years of fear, persecution,
danger, and pain. Having been severely injured when their car was sabotaged, Bonnie was bed-
fast and in pain for the rest of her life.***And to the memory of my late friend, Wing Commander
Mick Oxley, Royal Air Force (Ret), who, like Jim Shaw, spent much of his life sincerely and
actively searching for God in the wrong places. In his worldwide service with the RAF, Mick
sought “light”—first in Islam, then Eastern Mysticism, and finally in Freemasonry (English
Constitution). In 1967 he finally found the true Light in Jesus Christ and devoted the rest of his
life to proclaiming the liberating truth of Jesus, and revealing the error and wickedness in false
religions, especially those where he himself had once wandered in
darkness.AcknowledgementsThis book would probably not have been written had it not been for
the persistent encouragement and assistance of the Rev. Pierce Dodson of Lebanon,
Tennessee, a warrior for the truth, who was determined to see this book published. He never lost
his zeal and sense of urgency concerning this message of truth and freedom; and he never
wavered, even when I, weary and distracted by the pressure of other commitments, gave him
little encouragement. Pierce saw the need—especially now, when the world’s attention is on the
books by Dan Brown, and on the constant flood of television “documentaries,” such as those on
the History Channel, glorifying the mysterious aspects of Freemasonry and its supposed ancient
origins.My daughter, Melissa Harris of Pass Christian, Mississippi, not only labored mightily in
the preparation of the manuscript, but she, quite literally, made it possible. I could not have
completed the project without her extreme competence and heroic effort, as she labored under
the most difficult of circumstances, in the most difficult and painful time in her life, expending
time and strength she did not have. Only she and her Lord will ever know how difficult it
was.Finally, I am grateful to Lloyd and Peggy Hildebrand, apostles of Truth, and their staff at
Bridge-Logos Foundation, for making this possible, for their gracious patience with me, and for
making the process as pleasant as such a difficult task can be.Author’s PrefaceTHE GREAT,
SELF-PERPETUATING DECEPTION—WHY DO GOOD MEN DECEIVE OTHER GOOD MEN,
BRINGING THEM INTO THE LODGE? HOW CAN THIS BE? THE KEY TO IT ALL.My personal
Masonic library consists of more than 200 volumes, most of which I am “not supposed to have.” I
have read the most significant ones carefully, referring to them over and over, as both of my
previous books on the subject were being prepared, and during the preparation of this book. I
would like for those Masons who care enough to have an opinion of me to know that I did not set



out in an anti-Masonic, doctrinal rage, slashing blindly right and left as I clawed my way through
the bewildering, often contradictory literature of the Masonic institution. In fact, I referred so often
to the works of some of these men that I began to feel that I knew them. For one of them, Henry
Wilson Coil, I came to have a certain amount of respect.A few of these men have been
genuinely evil, steeped in anti-Christian, Luciferian esoterica, knowingly serving the Prince of
Darkness. I believe that even these, however, were not deliberately attempting to deceive the
innocent readers of their writings; I believe that even they, for the most part, believed that what
they were writing was the truth. Most of these men were philosophically honorable men who
were blinded to the truth of Jesus and who were, as Paul wrote to Timothy about the Last Days,
“deceiving and being deceived.” They represent, on a grand, international scale, what Jesus so
crisply summarized as “the blind, leading the blind.”Candidates for the first three degrees (the
local lodge/Blue Lodge) are almost always assured that Masonry is based upon the Bible (it isn’t
—it is based upon the Kabalah, and Egyptian paganism, and we will come back to that). And, if
they profess to be Christians, they are told that it will make them better Christians (it won’t—it will
do just the opposite). When these men read or hear of my books, their first response is usually
anger. For those who get beyond the anger, their next very natural, and reasonable, response is
often, “But if what you are saying is true, why would my father, my uncles, my pastor and other
good men in my lodge, deceive me?” The answer, always, is that those honest, honorable,
Christian men who told you these things did so because they believed them to be true. The
natural follow-on question, then, is, “Why then did those men of that still-earlier generation
deceive my father, my pastor and the others, who then deceived me?” Again, the answer is the
same: generation after generation, good men convince other good men to enter and embrace
the Lodge because those who have gone before them also believed that it was good.With this
book, I am praying to break that self-perpetuating cycle of hereditary deception and misplaced
trust. Once the light of truth is allowed to penetrate the darkened lodge hall with its painted-over,
or boarded-up windows, the chain of deception can be broken, and sincere, good men can
cease to be its victims.The Deadly DeceptionIn 1988 I wrote a book entitled The Deadly
Deception, the real life story of the Reverend James D. Shaw and his experience of
Freemasonry. I wrote the book in the first person, the way he told it to me, as if Jim were telling
the story to the reader; and, in a very real sense, he was. It is the compelling story of a man who
had longed for a family, and who had hungered since childhood to find, know and worship God.
He had lived to adulthood, success in business and service in World War II, without either. Then,
in the system of Freemasonry, Jim believed that he had finally found both family and spiritual
fulfillment. As a devoted member of the Craft he studied voraciously, and moved up “through the
chairs” of the offices of the Blue Lodge, becoming Worshipful Master. And, all the while, he also
moved up through the “higher degrees” of the Scottish Rite, became a member of the Order of
the Eastern Star, and entered and rose to prominence in the Shrine. Jim and Bonnie, his wife,
enjoyed the rich social life in the Masonic family, and he believed that he had found all that he
had ever longed for. He was made a Knight Commander of the Court of Honor, the stepping



stone to the 33rd Degree, the top of the Masonic Mountain. His cup was running over.But then
he began to have troubling questions about Freemasonry. He asked those men who should have
had the answers, but he received none. And then he was introduced to Jesus, the living Christ,
and his life was changed forever. In the book, The Deadly Deception Jim’s story went around the
World, published in the US and in Europe. Many lives were changed, always amidst heated
controversy with Freemasonry and its passionate defenders.Please Tell MeSix years later, in
1994, I wrote a second book about Freemasonry, a thematic book in question-and-answer
format. It was based on questions that people had asked, repeatedly, as I was interviewed on
hundreds of radio and television talk shows. This book was entitled, Please Tell Me, and was
essentially a book of systematic information about Freemasonry, based entirely (and exclusively)
on official Masonic sources. In that book, not a single non-Masonic source was cited or quoted
as an authority. Except for a few references to news publications and the testimony of a Past
Grand Chaplain, every source cited was a Masonic publication. Please Tell Me became a
reference book for churches and schools, and for family libraries.Both books were best-sellers
and, by the grace of God, the truth in them changed many lives; but both went out of print when
the publisher declared bankruptcy.This New BookNow, thanks to the leadership of Bridge-Logos
Publishing Company, the life-changing truth of these two books is again available to the public.
This new book includes the entire content of both The Deadly Deception and Please Tell Me; but
it also contains much more. Dramatic and significant changes have taken place in the world of
Freemasonry since 1994 and, in this re-birth of the two original books, that additional new
information brings the reader up to date concerning what is happening in the world of
Freemasonry today. This is a book that you can keep in your home library, give to your church
library, or give to a friend who needs it.A Note Concerning the Use of the Word “Doctrine”Among
researchers in the field of Freemasonry there has been a debate over what, in Masonic
publications, constitutes doctrine. Some insist strongly that Masonic doctrine can only be
derived from, or supported by, the published rituals. Others believe that doctrine may also be
derived from or supported by other publications, such as monitors and other “official” Masonic
publications of jurisdictions, rites and bodies. Still others argue that doctrine may also be derived
from the writings of Masonic philosophers which are approved and recommended by various
jurisdictions, but which are “unofficial,” such as the writings of revered Masonic philosophers
Albert Pike, J.D. Buck, and Albert Mackey.So that we understand one another from the start, for
purposes of this book, there will be no such attempt to define “doctrine.” My intention is to
demonstrate, simply and clearly, the generally accepted beliefs, teachings and practices which
are found in the vast, complex world of Masonic literature, citing ritual, “official” sources bearing
the imprimatur of the relevant jurisdiction, and the “unofficial” Masonic classics by revered
Masonic philosophers, which are lauded by Masonic officialdom and which are included in
curricula for the education of candidates for the various degrees, and continuing education in the
Lodge. My goal is to state simply the most significant beliefs and practices of the world of
Freemasonry, and to present the underlying Masonic literature from which they flow.A Special



Word to the Masonic ReaderThis book is not “anti-Masonic”; this book is simply the truth—
spoken, I pray, in love. I have lived some things and learned some things that most Freemasons
don’t know—things that they need to know. And I have attempted to set them down in an orderly
way as honestly and simply as I can. I am not the enemy of Masons—I am their friend, their
advocate, seeking only to tell them the truth about the system that deceives them, uses them,
and makes merchandise of their sincere commitment and their loyalty. What I oppose is that
system— not you.Many, many times, at the end of a talk show interview, I have been asked,
“Tom, what one last thing would you like to say?” My reply is always the same: To the non-
Masons, and especially those thinking of becoming Masons, I say, “Please learn the facts before
making the decision to join the Lodge; arm yourself with the truth before you commit.” And to the
Mason, if he will listen to just one thing I say, it is this: “Don’t be afraid of the truth”; Jesus
promised that if we give it a chance, the truth will set us free.”Except for news items and
testimonies, every reference and every quotation in this book is from a Masonic book, or from
your own Masonic Bible. All of these references are to be found in your Monitor, in your Masonic
Bible, in your copy of Morals and Dogma, or in your lodge library.And to the Mason I say again,
don’t be afraid of the truth; it is only the lie that can hurt you.The Library of the Grand Lodge of
IowaIf your lodge library doesn’t have some of these Masonic books you can order them, free of
charge, from the Library of the Grand Lodge of Iowa. The Library of the Grand Lodge of Iowa is
one of the finest Masonic libraries in the World, and they are very generous in lending them at no
charge and mailing them to you. Call them at (319)365-1438; e-mail atAnd, now, with all this in
mind, may you be blessed, and may lives be changed, by the truth contained in this new
book.Tom C. McKenneyOcean Springs, Mississippi2011Part OneInto the Light: An OdysseyOne
Man’s Wholehearted Search for GodAND YE SHALL SEEK ME, AND FIND ME, WHEN YE
SHALL SEARCH FOR ME WITH ALL YOUR HEART.JEREMIAH 29:13—This lodge hall was
once a church. Its stained glass windows flooded the sanctuary with beautiful light. Its large
doors were thrown wide open, inviting all who hunger and thirst for answers to life, death and
eternity to come in and partake of the water of life freely. Now, however, it is converted to a
Lodge Hall. Its windows are boarded up, painted over, and its large doors permanently closed.
The one remaining entrance, a small blue door, is locked. If there is a meeting underway it is also
guarded by a man with a sword. It now says to the “profane” world, “You cannot come in here
unless you become one of us, sworn on your life to protect the secrets of life, death and eternity;
they are only for us--the elite few.”And, to the black man walking past, it is saying, “You can never
come in here, for you are inferior and can never be one of us.”Foreword to Part OneBY DUANE
WASHUM, PAST WORSHIPFUL MASTER, VEGAS LODGE NUMBER 32, IN LAS VEGAS,
NEVADAThere was never any person in my entire life whom I loved and admired more than my
dad. When he passed away, I lost more than my dad; I lost my hero, my mentor, and my best
friend. And because my best friend had once said that Freemasonry made him a better man, I
was motivated to become a Freemason. Besides, for the Washum family, becoming a Mason
was a family tradition. However, shortly after serving the lodge I was once a member of, as its



Worshipful Master, I was convicted by the Holy Spirit. And upon conviction, I prayed to God for
His forgiveness and accepted Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior. I knew that day, that when I
found Christ, my search for Light was over, because He is the Light of the World (John 8:12). I
also learned in the days to follow that Freemasonry was not a family tradition—it was a family
tragedy. My journey into Freemasonry did not extend as far as Jim Shaw’s travels carried him,
but, like Jim, the day came when I realized that Freemasonry was nothing I could continue being
a part of. When a man turns to Freemasonry and whatever it is he feels the Craft has to offer, he
is turning his back to the True and Living God.“For what is a man profited, if he shall gain the
whole world, and lose his own soul? or what shall a man give in exchange for his
soul?” (Matthew 16:26)Freemasonry has caused divisions within families. Even more so, it has
caused divisions within the Body of Christ. I pray for more men like Tom McKenney, who has
willingly “put on the full armor of God” in order to expose the truth about Freemasonry and its
incompatibility with the Christian faith.In Christ,Duane WashumEx Masons For
JesusIntroduction to Part OneFreemasonry, sincerely entered into, is a search for light; any
knowledgeable Mason can tell you this. Yet, beneath the surface of this search for light—a
search for spiritual knowledge and understanding—there is much, much more. Like an island,
rising from the surface of the sea, whose peak is 1,000 feet above sea level, what we see is
actually but the very top of a huge mountain, which may rise for four or five miles from the sea
floor. The vast majority of that giant mountain is seldom seen, and then only by a small number
of committed scholars and explorers, with sophisticated, undersea equipment.Freemasonry is a
lot like that. Most Masons see and know only of the small peak which is above the “sea level” of
Masonic knowledge—that which consists of the Blue Lodge experience and the “higher”
degrees of the York and Scottish Rites. Only a very small percentage of Masons is even aware of
this unseen knowledge and its occult, religious significance; and, of these, only a dedicated few
will pursue and study it.As a matter of fact, the vast majority of Masons live out their lives, either
unaware of the deeper significance in Masonry, or, if they have some vague awareness that
there is more meaning to what they have seen, heard, and done, they don’t bother to look into it.
Their entire understanding of Freemasonry is limited to what they have been taught in their Blue
Lodge experience; and, quite naturally, they settle for that. They believe what they have been
taught, trust the system with their whole hearts, and give it no further thought. In fact, even
among the relative few who go on into the “higher” degrees of the York and Scottish Rites, only a
very small percentage of them will look beyond the degrees for their true meaning. Some will
continue to pay dues and attend meetings and social functions, but do nothing more. Still others
will take the first three degrees to “get their tickets punched,” for social, political or other
purposes, and soon become inactive. Intellectually and philosophically they leave it behind and
go on with life.Jim Shaw was the rare exception. He was not satisfied with social fulfillment,
political advantage or surface knowledge; he sensed the deeper, true meaning of the promised
“light,” and he sought it with all his heart, mind and strength. His ardent quest carried him through
the chairs of leadership in the Blue Lodge, the Scottish Rite, the Order of the Eastern Star, and



the Mystic Shrine. He pursued the writings of the Masonic philosophers, in an unending search
for enlightenment, for intellectual and spiritual fulfillment; he climbed the mountain of Masonic
knowledge, searching for that ultimate “light” in all its fullness. He became a Degree Master in
the Scottish Rite and was made a Knight Commander of the Court of Honor, the very stepping
stone to the 33rd Degree, the top of the Masonic Mountain. But then he began to have troubling
questions about it all. He asked insightful questions of those who should have had the answers;
but they could give him no satisfactory answers. And then he was introduced to Jesus, the living
Christ, and his life was changed forever.There, in the rarified air at the top of the spiritual
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 Jim, here in Part
One, “Into the Light: An Odyssey.”PART ONE—CHAPTER ONEOn My OwnMy 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 influence 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.Work Begins EarlyUnpleasant as all this was for me, I accepted it. I 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 newspaper 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 delivered
early in the morning before going to school and a second job working in the neighborhood
drugstore after school. In the evenings 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 AbuseThings 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 I took from my stepfather didn’t seem normal to me. 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 EndI 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 for me in the front yard. She was 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 I 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 Is
PlantedAs I shouldered my school books and what little clothing I had, my mother went on to
say, “Now, Jimmie, I want you to get a room 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
to its 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; I 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 I 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.PART ONE—CHAPTER TWOIn Search of a FutureThe 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 I 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 days and nights. But I was able to keep up with my school work
and in this way finished elementary school and high school, including four years of ROTC.
[1]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 even closer.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.Mother had set him up as my father figure and role model, and I
really wanted to know him; but he was too busy.Alone AgainAfter high school graduation, with
the encouragement and financial 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[2]
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. I was alone again.Bonnie Enters My
LifeBut 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. 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 turning
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 I was learning a good deal about the restaurant business, Bonnie’s family
suggested 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 OrdersOne 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 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 fraternal 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, nearly 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 who had 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 to the 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
profitable. He was a member of the Lodge and I envied his advantage in business, compared
with my own situation.Mother’s Last GoodbyeIn 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. I
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 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.I have never been able to find out what caused her death. Even to 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 over to 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 ComesNot
long after mother’s death, World War II came and ended the Great Depression. The Japanese
bombed Pearl Harbor and America 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 I 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.The Masonic ConnectionI 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 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 Masonic 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 I had not been
selected. I didn’t realize then that these men had been selected by Masons because they were
Masons. In later years I would understand very well. But at the time I could only wonder.Climbing
“Shaw Hill”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,” I had been assigned to the
infantry, and was base plate 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
base plate, 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 to Raleigh, 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, I knew that I could succeed.
Mother would be pleased if she knew. I really could be a successful, good man like my Uncle
Irvin.ENDNOTES[1] Army ROTC (Reserve Officer Training Corps) is a training program that
prepares young men and women to be officers in the Army. High School ROTC prepares the
student for college ROTC, and that leads to a commission as second lieutenant.[2] Bachelor of
Laws and Letters, the traditional law school degree until recent times.PART ONE—CHAPTER
THREEBrought to the LightThe 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 the center of 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! I was amazed; I had no idea of any of this. She had never attended a
meeting or even mentioned it to me since I 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 I earnestly
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 suspended (it was the patriotic
thing to do). We had many good friends in the Moose Lodge, I was made welcome there and it
was as if I had never been away—except that we no longer operated the lunchroom.I 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 I
wanted to be one too.Each one of them gave me a penny and told me to “keep it handy,” as I



would be needing it.They were a bit mysterious about it and didn’t explain, so I wondered what
all this penny business was about but didn’t ask. I wondered even more as days passed,
because every Mason I 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 office. Uncle Irvin was assistant postmaster 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 Bonnie and I were getting along fine.First Steps Toward the LightBonnie and I
had two close friends, Mac and Merle, whom we had known before the war. Merle had worked
for us at the restaurant 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[3]
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
evening, three men[4] 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 I would be taken into the
Lodge.Preparation for InitiationA few days later I received a letter telling me to be at the Lodge
Hall at 7P.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 “Preparation Room.” But at the time I had no idea where I was or why I 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 professional advantages
in being a Mason, both are commonly done. Again, Mac had prepared me by warning me about
such questions and I 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.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 nature of his
surroundings or situation.After the hoodwink was placed over my eyes, 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 left arm 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 rope
(I later learned that it was blue and was 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. I couldn’t see, didn’t know where I was, was half-naked among an unknown number of
strangers, 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 to do so) a little
of what to expect. I 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, I
believed that I would survive it too. But I was extremely uncomfortable.Into the Holy PlaceThe
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 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.”I was asked, “Is this an act of your own free will and accord?”Prompted by the
Steward, I replied, “It is.”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 I 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.”[5] 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 I didn’t know where I was, I had passed
through the protected portals and into the holy and secret place. I was inside a Lodge Hall for the
first time in my life.Brought to the LightThat same voice I heard from inside the door (it turned 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 a sharp instrument piercing your naked left breast,
which is to teach you as this is an instrument of torture to the flesh, so the remembrance 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 certainly was. I 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 even more 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. I 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 I 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,”[6] 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 I was led to the
position of “the Worshipful Master in the East” where he asked the very same 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.”[7] 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 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 I 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!”[8]I was
startled and wondered what that was all about (I was already standing up, although my feet were
somewhat twisted around). But I was beginning to expect such unexpected things and, although
I 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 admission 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, I 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’t know it, and I knew nothing of what would
be in that oath.Kissing Jesus GoodbyeThe Master then assured me that the oath which I was
about to take would in no way “conflict with religious, political or private pursuits be they what
they may,”[9] 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, “I 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 I 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 I heard myself saying that I 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.[10] The Master then told me that, in order to seal this oath, I was to kiss
the open Bible before me. I had my hands on it so I knew where it was and I leaned forward and
kissed it. I had no idea that I was actually kissing Jesus goodbye at the altar of Baal. I didn’t
know that throughout 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.[11] But I didn’t know Him
then, so would have had no sense of loss even had I known this.I Wanted a Glass of WaterThe
Worshipful master then directed that since I was now bound to the Lodge “by an oath which
cannot be broken,” I 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 I asked for, I 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, startling 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 I was beginning to be able to focus my eyes
on and see before me. He told me about the Bible[12], 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 at that time,
except that I already had a vague idea that the Bible was supposed to be a sacred book.Then
the Worshipful Master showed me how to perform the dueguard (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 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 turned 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.”The Pennies ExplainedAt 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 a member 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.ENDNOTES[3] A recommendation for acceptance is
called a “recommend” in 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 he pursued.[4] These three men constituted the
“Investigation Committee”; there are always three men, and they are elected each year to this
position.[5] Although 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
blacks and women are entirely excluded from the Masonic brotherhood. There is a black
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, illegitimate imitation.[6] Some really funny things do happen in these
ceremonies. Once, later on, when Jim was Worshipful Master, he placed his hand on a
candidate’s head and asked him. “In whom do you place your trust?” Without hesitation the man
replied, “My wife.”[7] “The east” is the location within the Lodge Hall where the Worshipful Master
sits upon his throne/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.[8] 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 from antiquity 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 to 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. In this regard,
see Appendix B, “Masonic Symbolism.”[9] 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 Jim
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
mutilation and murder.[10] There 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.[11] In a “well-ordered Lodge” the name of Jesus is not allowed to he
spoken. Praying in His name is a serious offense and can even bring about the closing of a
lodge. When New Testament Scriptures are read in the rituals, portions including the name of
Jesus are simply omitted. Dr. Albert Mackey, the great 19th Century Masonic philosopher, called
this removal of references to Jesus in Scripture quotations, “slight, but necessary,
modifications.”[12] In this part of the ritual the Worshipful Master tells the initiate,” the Holy Bible
is to be your rule and guide to your faith and practice. “Years later, when Jim was a Worshipful



Master, a friend who was an officer in the Lodge asked him, 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 Jim had no answer, and the man soon left Masonry.PART ONE—
CHAPTER 4I’m Going to FloridaAfter the three of us had been initiated into the Entered
Apprentice 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[13] 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, dueguard, sign, grip, and the
oath (obligation). Then, when we were ready, we would be examined orally before the Lodge, the
questions 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, 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 leave the North, with its long, cold winters and
come to Florida with him and his family. He painted a most 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 I 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 two men, to take the
examination. I kept thinking about Roy and what he had suggested, but it was just too big a
change to make so lightly.One Cold NightChristmas had come and gone, then New Year’s Day,
and the post office still kept me on. I was working second shift, from 3 to 11P.M., on the south
side of town where packages were handled. The weather was extremely cold.One bitterly cold
night, when my shift was over, I walked out to the parking lot to get into my car and drive home
as I 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 start. I was stranded in the middle of a very
cold winter night.There was no one left in the lot to give me a ride, so there was nothing to do but
walk to town where I could catch a streetcar home. I locked the car, wrapped my coat around me
and set out for town, walking into a cold north wind. As I walked along on painfully cold feet I
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 I was saying to myself, “I’m going to Florida,
I’m going to Florida, I’m going to Florida,” keeping cadence with my steps crunching on the
frozen ground. With each step I was more determined to do it and by the time I reached town,



and the first streetcar stop, the decision was made. We were going to Florida, and the sooner the
better!When I presented the idea to Bonnie she was willing and immediately 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 contrasting thoughts of palm
trees, warm breezes and orange groves prevailed. We were going to Florida at least until the
awful winter was over.Within a few 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 StandstillIn 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 I 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 concerned that I
would not be able to remember the material after so long a time. Actually, I did remember it—and
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[14], it wouldn’t cost me anything to take the degrees in Florida. I was
delighted, made the necessary arrangements, and immediately commenced the memory work
with an instructor from the local lodge.So Why 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 thoughts of returning to the North
were rapidly losing their appeal. We talked it over, discussed it with Roy and his wife and
considered the facts. We both had good jobs where we were, had no jobs back home, and liked
Florida better each day. So, we reasoned, why leave? We decided to stay right where we were,
at least for the foreseeable future.Back Into the CraftIt 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. I had been preoccupied with the move to Florida and the search for a
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 candidate 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 initiation into the Fellowcraft Degree. I
had never ceased to remember and to prepare, and was anxious to proceed with it.A Fellowcraft
MasonAlthough 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 Southern Jurisdiction,[15] things were



essentially the same in Florida and I felt a basic familiarity 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 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.[16]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 to those 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.I 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 asked (it was
the Senior 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 to receive additional light in Masonry by being passed to the degree of Fellowcraft.”I 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 I 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” I 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.
After a short 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 Fellowcrafts and that I be
received “in due 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 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 in 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 instruction. 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 turned 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 with my feet. Then, as before, the Senior Deacon suddenly and loudly said in
my ear, “STAND ERECT!” This time I rather expected it, so wasn’t startled as I 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 our knowledge 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 candidate is in due
form, Worshipful Master.” There were three raps of a gavel, some shuffling noises, and the
Master said, “You will repeat your name and repeat after me: “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 and sincerely promise and swear.” I reaffirmed the oath that I had taken as an
Entered Apprentice and swore not to reveal any of the secrets of a Fellowcraft Mason to any
Entered Apprentice or to any “profane person.”[17] 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.[18] 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 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 I 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 grip,” 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.”
Next you say, “Give it me.” Reply: “I will letter it or halve it.” Then you say, “Halve it and begin.”
Answer: “Nay, you begin.” Again you say, “You begin.” The reply: “Ja.” My response: “Chin.” Then
he replies: “Jachin; right brother, I greet you.” It was all so complicated but I could only accept
it.Then the Master got an apron and put it on me with appropriate remarks about its importance.
The Senior Warden tucked the lower left corner under the top. I was then escorted by the Senior
Deacon to the station of the Worshipful Master in the East who presented and explained the
significance of “the tools of a Fellowcraft 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 I
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 brethren, worked at the building of
King Solomon’s Temple and many other edifices, Masonic buildings, cathedrals and the like.The
Senior Deacon 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 I 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 when I was initiated into the Entered
Apprentice Degree, my watching 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.ENDNOTES[13]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.[14] 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.”[15] American Freemasonry (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.[16] This voting is done with white and black balls,
dropped into a box. A white ball is a “yes” 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 only 3rd Degree (Master)
Masons can take part.[17] All non-Masons are, according to 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 “profanus,” 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, I Timothy 1:9-11 for the Bible meaning of “profane.”[18] 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.”—When possible, lodge halls are on the
uppermost floor of a building. This symbolizes the worship of the ancients on high places, under
the starry heavens with their astrological significance. It also makes security and secrecy easier
to maintain. In addition to the top-floor location, note the heavy blue drapes.
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E. Wyk, “It's no secret that Free Masonry is nothing but a Satanic Deception. This is an insightful
look at the not-so secrets of Free Masonry by an author once steeped in it. A fascinating and eye
opening look at the harmful deception of a very powerful undercurrent fueling so many of what
we call institutions. Shocking to hear all the blasphemous oaths and spiritual darkness that
promises to bring your more light. The aim with Free Masonry after all is the aim, with anything
like it. To discredit God as Creator. To discredit Jesus as God's Son and Savior, but to give
prominence to every other religion, practice or believe. That should already tell you something is
off. Everything is A-OK if it discredits God, Jesus and the Bible as an authority. What is shocking
is that "christians" actually belong to this.”

Bee Bee, “I couldn't put it down!. This was informative and not too rigorous to the novice who
doesn't know very much about the occult. I knew already a lot of what this book covers, but it
was good to have it confirmed.”

Readaholic, “Fascinating. Fascinating, clear and I learned a lot. This is a clear and present
danger to all that is good in our world.”

Ebook LibraryBuyer, “Excellent Exposure of Sun-god Worship (Hiram Abiff - Osiris - Baal). 33
Degrees of DECEPTION is a book with which I am highly impressed. McKenney uncovers this
secret society accurately, cogently, objectively. I concur, after having read many Masonic
authors, including Masonic occultist Pike, Freemasonry is paganism revived, i.e. Hiram Abiff /
Osiris / Baal sun-god worship, cloaked in malevolently misquoted, misapplied Bible verses to
conceal its deception. And there are even more disturbing revelations based on the true
experiences and testimonies of seceded masons at the highest levels, who have risked their
lives to expose Freemasonry's true dark nature. It is a compelling read. Read the Masonic
literature yourself and compare it to God’s Word and the words of masons who now have the
light of Christ.”

WILLIAM STAGGERS, “An excellent read exposing freemasonry!. This book was an excellent
read! It answered many questions and disclosed tons of information about freemasonry. It's a
MUST read to those who want to know the wicked truth about Masons, their practices, beliefs
and deceit!”

love2review, “Arrived quickly and in perfect condition. I have several books I’m reading right now.
I’ve gotten about 1/4 way thru this book and am finding it very informative although a little
repetitive in the details. I bought for my own personal research and am pleased at the easiness
in reading and how personal it is. Anxious to get further into book in order to understand the
depth men go to in order to move up in degrees.”



Aletheuon, “Fascinating. An excellent, older account of one Freemason's journey through the
ranks to the 33rd Degree, the highest honour Freemasonry can bestow, his conversion to
Christianity and consequent rejection of Masonic beliefs. The first part of the book contains his
personal story, which is very readable and enjoyable. The second part is a comparison of the
beliefs of Freemasonry and those of Christianity, showing them to be completely incompatible.
The book exposes the hypocrisy of pretending that that one can be a church member in good
standing and still enjoy the privileges and influence that membership of Freemasonry brings. I
found it pretty convincing, anyway.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Masonic religion and the evil of it. Good book, evil of deceit in Masonic
religion”

J. M. Cooper, “I am amazed that so many intelligent men can be so deceived .... So very
informative.  I am amazed that so many intelligent men can be so deceived by this occult.”

Ellie, “Five Stars. Great book, it helped my husband to resign from Freemasonry.”

P Arnold, “Five Stars. not allowed to say...it'ssecret”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 177 people have provided feedback.
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