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The shocking disclosure of outrageous behavior, its damaging consequences, and the God-pleasing resolution are the foundation of this recently completed Christian suspense novel entitled, Sacred Alliance. 


Sacred Alliance is similar in structure and tone to Harry Kemelman’s Rabbi Small series, except it is set in a small town located in the foothills of New York State’s Adirondack Mountains and has a Christian focus. Just as Rabbi Small became unintentionally drawn into baffling situations and used precise logic to unravel them, Sommerville’s young medical doctor, Dr. Paul Abrams, finds himself involved in a puzzling situation involving an isolated, extreme Christian sect called the Shepherd Community.  As events begin to spiral out of control, the protagonist relies on God’s direction to form an unlikely union, a sacred alliance, with two clergymen representing different Christian denominations. As they work to untangle the disturbing situations which continue to occur, they are drawn together in a ministry of support and encouragement through the fundamental tenets of their common faith. 


In addition to becoming caught up in the adventures of the main characters, the antics of the eccentric and entertaining secondary characters exemplify the unique world of small town life, which in Sommerville is centered on the lively interactions surrounding the doctor’s medical clinic. Many of the villagers, along with the peculiar behavior of the Shepherds, are highlighted in the climax of the novel, which exposes the ugliness of the sect’s hidden evil. 


The purpose for creating Sacred Alliance is twofold: 

· To showcase realistic, believable Christian characters who, in spite of their personal flaws, consistently strive with the Lord’s help, to live out their faith each day.

· To demonstrate that believers who worship in various Christian denominations are able to cast aside those differences when faced with shared challenges. Instead of nurturing division, a choice to focus on common beliefs results in unity and the creation of a staunch foundation of mutual faith.

The basic premise of the material in this novel may stir up strong opinions which can become the starting point for interesting discussions. Therefore, a discussion section is included at the end of the Epilogue to guide a conversation on characters’ motives, reactions to events, and speculation concerning the future. 


The Prologue and First Chapter follow:
“Woe to those who call evil good and good evil, 
       who put darkness for light and light for darkness, 
       who put bitter for sweet and sweet for bitter.”

Isaiah 5:20 (NIV)

Prologue

He rocked back on his heels and pulled his heavy black wool jacket closer around him as he reached for his wide-brimmed hat. A cruel laugh escaped his lips as he stared down in disgust at the still whimpering mass of layered petticoats and blonde hair splayed across the gritty leaves.

Serves her right. Now she will know her place. And so would anyone else who dared to challenge his authority. A bunch of mindless wimps, the whole lot of them.

He glanced up at the waving trees overhead as he pushed himself to his feet. It looked like a rain cloud could be blowing in. Ah, spring with all of its arrogant promises. Who knows what opportunities lay ahead for him this summer? Just the thought caused him to grin. He carefully arranged his hat and brushed the loose, decaying leaves off his dark corduroy britches. 

Before he turned to leave, he sneered, “Just remember this, Missy. You tell anyone, and I’ll set my sights on that cute little sister of yours. Besides, no one will believe you weren’t asking for it.”

And with one last contemptuous glance in her direction, he moved briskly away through the soft carpet of pine needles toward the road. 

She didn’t know how long she lay there with her eyes closed hearing only the slight stirring of the branches overhead. She waited, willing the throbbing to stop, but it only seemed to intensify. Then without warning, as if she were a wispy vapor hovering to the side of this poor shameful creature, she watched herself retching violently. 
“My grace is sufficient for you, for my power is made perfect in weakness.”

2 Corinthians 12:9a (NIV)

Chapter One

9:10 p.m. Wednesday, January 24th 

Usually Joe Sutton enjoyed puttering around in his workshop at all hours, but not tonight. His heart was not in it. In spite of his feeble efforts to concentrate on the winter work of sharpening the blades of his mowing machines, he couldn’t block out the disturbing events taking place only a few steps away inside his own home.

Hooking his thumbs onto the thick leather suspenders which supported his homespun woolen trousers, he leaned forward to eye his work. Dissatisfied, he shook his head and moved over to the larger end of his shop in an attempt to refocus his attention on the utility trailer he was constructing. But only a few minutes passed before he finally threw down his tools in disgust.  After pausing to shove a short log into the barrel stove, he collapsed onto a nearby wooden stool in defeat and buried his head in his hands. He heard the fire surge as the log caught the flame. The only other sound was the half-frozen precipitation beating out an irregular rhythm on the metal roof. Joe Sutton was a man with a problem, a big problem.


A sharp rap on the workshop door startled him. Snapping his head around, he could barely make out the profile of his neighbor, Dan Mason, silhouetted against the deep mounds of snow. Quickly regaining his composure, Joe strode across the workshop to open the door wide in welcome.

As Dan stomped into the cozy warmth, he shook the freezing drizzle from his heavy woolen jacket and pulled off his knit hat. His beard sparkled with soft, icy crystals.

 “Evening, Joe. Miserable weather, isn’t it? Makes you wonder why we choose to live in the great Northeast.” 


“You’ve got that right,” replied Joe immediately on the alert that Dan would notice a change in his behavior.


But Dan had something specific in mind. He immediately dropped the pleasantries and in his straightforward manner, plunged directly into the real reason for his visit.


“Listen, I know it’s kinda late, but Bella and I missed you and the family at evening prayer service. When I saw your light on out here, I thought I’d better check on all of you. I sure hope everything’s alright.” 


Along with several other families, Dan and Joe belonged to a closely-knit, unique group of Christian believers called The Shepherd Community. Drawn together by a firm dedication to the Lord of the Old and New Testaments, they led simple lives in their own secluded settlement ten miles from Sommerville, the nearest village. And, as one of the Elders on the Shepherds’ governing board, it was rare for Joe to miss any of their worship services, particularly the regular Wednesday night prayer service. So he was prepared for Dan’s concern with a carefully contrived half truth.

“Sorry to cause you and Bella any worry. We’ve got some sickness going on here and figured we’d better not risk going out—you know, the weather and all.”


“Thought it was something like that” Dan responded in obvious relief, and then added, “Is there something I can do to help?”


“Thank you kindly, but we should make out alright. Margaret thinks that Becky probably has a touch of the flu so we figured it’d be best to stay home in case she needed us. We sent Mandy over to my sister’s house.”


“Wouldn’t want anyone to catch it,” agreed Dan. “My Molly had a bad case of the flu last week and it kept her home from school for a couple of days.”


Satisfied that he had followed through with his Christian duty, Dan turned to leave. “Well, okay then. Been a long day and I’ll be getting home. I’ll tell Bella to call your Margaret in the morning to see if she can help in any way.” 

“Thanks for stopping, Dan. You know I appreciate it,” Joe replied.

“Sure enough. Night, Joe. God bless you and the family.”

As the door clicked shut behind his friend, Joe felt something close to panic. He and Margaret couldn’t cover up the truth much longer. Word was sure to get out in the Community eventually. He began to pace up and down the cluttered workshop.  Never in his forty years of life had he faced anything like this. 

At that moment and without any warning, Margaret came bursting through her husband’s workshop door with long, dark-layered skirts askew and petticoats rustling noisily. Her white starched apron was unaccustomedly stained and a strand of long brown hair had come loose unnoticed from her tightly woven bun. Clutching her heavy woolen cape at an odd angle, her disheveled appearance and the tremor in her voice told it all. 

“Joe, we’ve got to do something right now. Oh, Joe, I’m so scared! She’s in terrible pain and I can’t stop the bleeding. Give me your permission to call Bella.”


Something inside Joe snapped. It was finally clear to him that there was only one decent decision to pursue. His God-ordained responsibility as husband and father flooded over his soul, washing away the fear and shame he had been wrestling with for hours as he hid out here in his workshop. At last he knew that the focus must be upon Becky’s welfare. Nothing else mattered right now. Even his allegiance to the Shepherd Community’s Covenant diminished in importance.


“No,” he replied with renewed authority. “We have to call the young Doc down in town. Should have done that right away when we knew Becky was in this much trouble.” As he grabbed his jacket and ran outside, he called back to her, “You stay with her. I’ll be back as soon as I can.” 


Margaret’s face registered her horror. She followed him outside, frantically shouting over and over, “Joe, wait! We can’t! What if Reverend Henderson finds out? Joe . . . .”


But her words were lost in the raw, bitter night. Joe was already in his truck barreling down the hill toward the closest telephone located outside Arnold’s General Store two miles away from the secluded Shepherd Community. He was a man on a mission.

***

Dr. Paul Abrams picked up the phone on the second ring, completely astonished to hear who was on the other end. 


“Doc, this is Joe Sutton from up on Hayden Hill. We got us an emergency here and need your help right away.”


Paul was familiar with panic and Joe Sutton’s voice was filled with it. He glanced at the clock next to his easy chair.


“Can you tell me what the problem is?”

“Listen, Doc. We’ll talk when you get here. You will come, won’t you?” 


“I’m a little confused. If it’s an emergency, I can send the EMTs up there.”


“No, please, Doc! We need a real doctor who knows what he’s doing, and right away!”


Understanding that something extraordinary must have caused a member of the Shepherd Community to reach beyond the boundaries of the group’s strong religious restrictions, Paul reacted to Joe’s request in the only way he knew. 


“Alright, I’ll come right away. But, I’ve never been in your community. How will I find your house?”


“Come straight up Hayden Hill about two miles after Arnold’s Store. As soon as you cross the creek, look for the first house on the left, beige house with green shutters.” Then Joe choked as his voice became almost a whisper. “Doc, it’s real bad. It’s my daughter Becky.”


As was his custom with emergency calls, Paul briefly bowed his head in prayer before calling out to his wife, “Maria, don’t wait up for me. I have an emergency.” 

Then, hurrying down the stairs from his living quarters and continuing through the darkness of his medical clinic, he paused uncertainly at Cindy’s desk. It was part of his regular routine to electronically log-in each evening call for follow-up later. However, deciding that a “wait and see” approach would be more appropriate in this situation, he rushed on towards the garage, snatching up his medical bag while zipping his goose-down parka.

***

It didn’t take Paul long to realize that trying to reach the isolated Shepherd Community tonight was going to be a real challenge. Unfortunately, the freezing slop didn’t look as though it was going to let up for quite a while. Usually he appreciated the seasonal changes which enhanced life in these mountains. He had instantly embraced the whole package when he first saw it two years ago—a distinctively unique village cushioned on three sides by a shimmering lake and nestled comfortably into the foothills of the Adirondack Mountains. Most of the year it was incredibly beautiful—like a living postcard. But every once in a while, the inhospitable weather conditions threatened to taint Sommerville’s perfect image, and tonight was one of those times. He could feel the wheels of his Jeep constantly attempting to find sufficient traction on the slick pavement which the locals commonly referred to as black ice. 

Peering through the messy windshield and the watery rivets which reflected back in the headlights, Paul switched to low beams. He knew that he ought to concentrate on his driving, but one question kept bothering him, “Why would Joe Sutton be calling me?”

When Paul moved to Sommerville to assume Dr. Collins’ medical practice, he was told that the Shepherds’ medical problems were taken care of within their own secluded Community, with no exceptions. And true to that information, Paul had never been asked to attend to any of the Shepherds’ medical needs; nor did he ever expect to do so. 


As he maneuvered through the unfriendly January night, Paul began mentally listing the things that he knew about this exclusive religious group, most of which had been explained to him by Cindy, his office manager and a life-long Sommerville resident. Apparently the Shepherds built their own small settlement in a remote location ten miles outside of Sommerville sometime during the 1960’s; their numbers had grown over the years to a respectable group of about fifteen families; they kept to themselves, avowing separation from those they considered to be living “in the world”; and they looked to Reverend Henderson along with a board of six Elders for leadership. It didn’t give him a lot to go on. But Cindy also described the Shepherds as gentle people who took their Christian faith very seriously and didn’t press their strict beliefs on anyone else. Of course Cindy, being who she is, knew many of them by name.

In spite of being totally baffled by tonight’s emergency request, Paul was relieved that he had decided not to record it in the night’s log. He was pretty sure that the Suttons would prefer this medical visit to remain confidential. 


About eight miles out of Sommerville, slush began to form on the windshield and smear directly across Paul’s line of sight. He bent over slightly as he strained to recognize the sides of the road. He knew he was close to Arnold’s General Store and he didn’t want to miss the intersection. Then he saw it. Reaching down to shift into four-wheel drive, the deep growl of the engine spewed confidence as the Jeep moved forward up the steep incline of the rutty road leading directly into the Shepherd Community. 

Just as Paul spotted a small bridge coming up, he became aware of a flickering light straight ahead and off to the left. Edging closer, he was able to identify its source. There was Joe standing wide-legged by the side of the road swinging a large lantern back and forth as he motioned for the doctor to pull across his driveway perpendicular to his own truck. 


Even before Paul could turn off the engine Joe was opening the door and grabbing his arm. Continuing to propel Paul towards the front porch, he urged, “Right in here, Doc. My wife is in the bedroom with Becky. She’s real bad.”

***

As soon as he walked into the young girl’s bedroom, Paul knew that Joe was right on the money. This was bad.

It only took his trained mind an instant to check off the elements which had turned this room into utter chaos. A young girl, no more than a child, was writhing under a light sheet. It was obvious that she was in great pain. Her long, blond hair was plastered to her head and her nightgown was soaked with perspiration. There was a pile of bath towels stained with blood lying on the floor next to the bed.  Her mother was bent over the other side speaking in a soothing manner, trying to keep a wet compress on the girl’s head. But there was so much movement on the bed that it was nearly impossible. In spite of the raw, chilly night, the closeness of mingled sweat and blood permeated the small room. The two occupants were so intent on their own discomforts that they never heard Joe and the doctor enter.


Crossing over close to the mother, Paul took her gently by her arm and deftly stepped into her position by the bed. At the same time he spoke in a quiet, soothing voice to his patient, “Becky, I am Dr. Abrams. Your mother and father asked me to come and help you.”


He hesitated, waiting for a sign that she had heard him before resuming slightly louder, “Becky, can you hear me?” 


It took a moment for Becky to realize that there was someone else in the room. Instinctively, she paused in her distress and turned towards the calm, but unfamiliar voice. In spite of the dreadful terror in her eyes, Paul could see she was a beautiful child with small, delicate features. Now that he had her complete attention, he began speaking even more gently to her.


“Becky, I know that you’re scared and hurting pretty bad.  I’m here to help you. Will you let me do that?”


As she hesitated, unsure of this stranger, Paul reached over and took her hand. The simple gesture seemed to reassure her. She nodded her head in agreement before tensing up in reaction to another wave of pain.


“Oh, Mama,” she gasped looking around for her mother. “It’s starting again! Please . . . .”


But Paul waved Margaret away. Instead, he continued trying to gain information along with the girl’s confidence as he asked, “Becky, point to the pain. Where’s the pain coming from?” 


She touched her abdomen and as Paul pulled the sheet aside, his first impressions were confirmed. He opened his bag and as he began to examine Becky, he addressed her parents over his shoulder.
 “How long has she been in labor?”


Margaret glanced in the direction of her husband, waiting for him to stir from his position at the end of the bed. When Joe didn’t answer the doctor, she began talking rapidly for both of them.


“Doc, when she woke up with cramps this morning, we thought that she had some form of the flu. But, Becky wouldn’t let us near her, just curled herself up on the bed and whimpered. It wasn’t until she started to have a . . .” She searched for the right word before continuing, “a discharge that we became really worried. Joe and me, we didn’t know what to do. We’re awful glad you came. Is she gonna be alright?”


Paul turned to the distressed parents, speaking slowly and with great care he said, “I’m going to level with you. This is a rough situation, but I want you know that I’ll do my best . . . for both of them. How old is your daughter?”


Margaret looked over at her daughter and then her eyes dropped to the floor as she replied almost in a whisper, “Becky will turn fourteen next month.” 


As Becky cried out in pain again, Paul immediately turned back to his patient while continuing to speak to her parents. “I’m going to have to deliver this baby right here. Labor is too far along to risk moving Becky now and the baby has a weak heartbeat.”


He heard Margaret cry out in dismay.


“Mrs. Sutton, we’ll need two or three clean sheets, more clean towels, a pan of warm water, and can you heat up a small blanket for the baby?”


Paul hoped to keep Margaret busy so her obvious distress would not be conveyed to his young patient. Delivering a baby under these circumstances was going to be tricky at best.


As Margaret turned and bustled out of the room, thankful to turn over Becky’s care to someone more competent, Paul motioned to her husband.


“Mr. Sutton, come over here by Becky’s side and hold her hand. She needs her Dad right now.”


Joe obediently did as he was told. As he took Becky’s hand and gently stroked her arm trying to reassure her that everything would be okay now, his heart was beating so hard and fast that he thought the Doc would have to treat him too. He couldn’t bear to see his baby girl suffering like this. Joe took a large breath and began to speak very quietly in a confidential tone as if he were confessing his sins.


“Doc, we had no idea about all of this until about supper time and then we just didn’t know what to think. Becky never said anything . . .”


Paul cut him off abruptly. “Why don’t we discuss all of this later? Right now we need to focus on Becky and the baby.”  


“You’re right, Doc,” Joe agreed.

After a few minutes of watching the doctor at work, he made one more request.


“Doc, do you mind if I ask the good Lord for His help?”


Paul paused briefly to look directly into Joe’s white, drawn face. What he saw touched his heart and prompted him to respond, “That’s a real good idea. Nothing could be more appropriate. You and I both know that God is the Great Physician and we can all use some of His expertise right now.” 


Nodding in appreciation while still holding tightly to his young daughter’s hand, Joe bowed his head and began a prayer that never ended until he and Margaret watched Doc wrap their tiny granddaughter tightly in a warm blanket two hours later.

***

Becky lay quietly on the bed, exhausted and unable to even raise her head as Paul’s expert hands examined every inch of the baby. This was a baby in distress as evidenced by her small size, lack of color, and raspy breathing. 


A heavy silence lay over the room. The shock of what had just transpired here in their own home left Margaret and Joe in a daze. What would certainly have been a wonderful event sometime in the future was instead creating shame and anxiety for the welfare of their daughter, this new baby, and for their position in the Shepherd Community.  


Paul knew that he needed to contact a pediatrician immediately. He checked his watch and then turned to the new grandparents announcing, “We have to get these two to the hospital right away—to the intensive care unit. It’s a little after midnight so there’ll be a light staff on duty. I’ll call ahead and let them know that we’re coming with a premature infant.” 


As soon as he flipped open his cell phone, he was dismayed to see no bars, not even one. Then he remembered that there wouldn’t be a cell tower up here with no other houses anywhere around except for those belonging to the Shepherd Community.


“Well, we’ll just have to pick up a signal and call from the road,” he decided as he began to pack up his medical bag. “I’ll get the car warmed up and come back in to help you with Becky and the baby.”


In his preoccupation, Paul had completely missed the meaningful glances being exchanged between Becky’s parents. Joe stepped in front of the bedroom door to get Paul’s attention.

“Margaret and I, we think that Becky and the baby should stay here with us tonight and we’ll see how things look in the morning. No need to go rushing out so late at night and in this weather. We thank you for your help, but we can handle it from here.” 


Immediately Paul’s voice took on an authoritative tone. “Look here, Mr. Sutton. I know very little about your beliefs and your way of life, but I do know that both my patients are in trouble and they need the best possible medical care immediately. The baby’s obviously preterm, less than thirty-seven weeks, and having difficulty breathing. As for Becky, you can see for yourselves that she’s weak and dehydrated. This has been an enormous trauma for her immature body. It’s a miracle that she was able to deliver this baby at all. There is not even time to wait for the EMTs to get up here and transfer her to the hospital. We’ll have to get down to Springfield Medical Center with no delays. Otherwise,” Paul took a deep breath, “neither one of them may make it until the morning. This is not up for discussion.”


Then Paul turned and hurried out to warm up his Jeep.


Totally unnerved by the enormity of the doctor’s words and what he had just observed, Joe was shocked into silence until he felt his wife softly whimpering next to him. Slowly he turned and drew her towards him, holding her tightly, as if to protect her from all the confusion surrounding them. The new grandparents clung to each other. 


“Doc’s right,” Joe informed Margaret as well as himself in a muffled voice. “We have no other choice. We can’t let anything happen to our babies.”

They looked over at their daughter lying so still, completely overcome with fatigue, and her tiny baby bundled up close by. Margaret slowly nodded her head in agreement, softly bumping against his shoulder. This was the second time tonight that she heard that strange determination in his voice. However, she was not ready for what he said next.


“You go ahead with Doc and the girls. I’ll follow you down to Springfield after I pick up Reverend Henderson.”


Margaret sprang away from her husband as she cried out, “Joe, you can’t! Let’s talk this over first before we involve any of the others, especially him. We can’t even tell your sister yet. She and Mandy need to be shielded from this as long as possible.”


“Now, now . . . no need to get all riled up. We can wait to tell Ruth and Mandy if you think that’s best, but you know it’s our duty to inform the Reverend. That’s part of the Covenant,” he reminded her in a soft, reassuring tone.


But Margaret refused to be deterred or placated. Knowing from experience that openly resisting her husband would only make matters worse, she tried softening her request as she continued to reason with him.


“We mustn’t stir up trouble tonight, especially with the Reverend. We need time to think,” she pleaded. “This has all happened so suddenly. Joe, please!”


“Margaret, we have to do the right thing here,” Joe reasoned as he continued to weigh the possibilities available to them. “The Lord would want us to take care of the little ones that He’s given to us and we’ll have to face the facts eventually. We can’t keep hiding the truth forever.”


“Listen to me, Joe Sutton,” Margaret responded changing her tact completely. “I’ve gone along with you on everything so far, but I will not allow that old man to be near my Becky, not tonight. Promise me that you will not tell the Reverend yet. Promise me!”


Joe stepped back in surprise at yet another outburst from his normally compliant wife. He had come to admire Margaret’s common sense in most matters and he began thinking she may be right in this one too. But, it was imperative that they contact someone in the Community tonight. If not the Reverend, then who?

Seeing that her husband was taking her requests seriously, Margaret continued to press her case as fresh tears rolled down her cheeks. “Please, Joe . . . please don’t tell the Reverend yet. I’m begging you. I have a bad feeling about letting him know our business tonight. Give us time to think and to pray on it.”


 Joe let out a deep breath as he suggested tentatively, “Well, Dan stopped by after service tonight.”


“That’s a good idea,” interrupted Margaret trying to regain control of her emotions. “Ask Dan to drive down to the hospital with you, but please don’t tell him anything until you’re on the road.” Then she added quietly, “I want to tell Bella myself.”


At that moment Paul came back into the room and in a split second Joe’s decision was made. He stepped forward toward the doctor while at the same time wrapping his right arm around Margaret’s shoulders, drawing her tightly to his side. They faced the doctor as a strong unit.

“Doc, Margaret and I have been talking. We think that it would be best if you take the girls down to the hospital and I’ll follow along with our good friend Dan Mason. We should have someone else from the Community with us in a situation like this.”


Paul listened impatiently to Joe’s plan. The extraordinary constraints placed upon the Suttons because of their religious affiliation made no difference to him. Paul’s single focus was on moving his two patients quickly towards the hospital.

It took the two men only a few minutes to arrange Becky and the baby as comfortably as they could in Doc’s Jeep. Next came Margaret, all wrapped up in her enormous woolen cape. She cuddled both her daughter and granddaughter close to her in an attempt to share her warmth, but Becky’s distress was evident. She lapsed into soft, low moaning sounds seemingly unaware of her surroundings, even her mother’s presence.  


As Joe tucked one of his wife’s handmade flannel quilts on top of his girls, Margaret smiled tentatively and whispered to him, “Thank you.”


Joe understood his wife’s meaning. In a rare gesture of tenderness, he brushed back the loose strand of hair from Margaret’s face. They were finally following the Lord’s lead, and he knew Margaret recognized that. As for the Reverend, they would bring him into it when they both felt it was time.

His thoughts were interrupted by Paul’s impatient urging, “We need to get going. It doesn’t look like it’s letting up.” 

But before Paul could open the driver-side door, Joe grabbed the doctor’s hand and held it tightly in his grip.  Oblivious to the night’s wetness soaking into the shoulders of his heavy wool jacket, his voice cracked with emotion.


“May the Lord bless you, Doc. I’ll never forget what you’ve done for my family tonight. Margaret and I, we’re indebted to you forever.”


Paul acknowledged Joe’s gratitude with a quick nod, but his face remained stern with uneasiness as he reminded him, “They’re not out of the woods yet. And, Joe, it will be best for you to check in through the Emergency Room. They’ll know where you can find us.” 


And then they were gone, leaving Joe standing alone on the ice-swept roadway watching the red tail lights fade away through the dense sleet. In spite of the night’s emotional upheaval, he was convinced they had made the right decision, and being assured of that gave him the confidence he needed. Squaring his shoulders and with a brief prayer for continued guidance on his lips, he loped up the road towards Dan’s house. He understood why Margaret didn’t want what was sure to be an uncomfortable confrontation with Reverend Henderson. He felt the same. When the Reverend found out what had happened in the Sutton home tonight, there would be hell to pay.
