FAMILY LIFE

By Joe Gill


Meet the Wrigleys. They are your average, ordinary family with a mom, a dad, four children, and a dog. They live in a small suburb right outside of Cleveland. They own two vehicles, an SUV and a compact car. They live in an ordinary two-story brick house on an ordinary street with ordinary neighbors. What happened to them, however, was quite out of the ordinary.


You see, I know them very well, and I thank all of the Wrigleys for this story. They gave it to me in its entirety. For this I am forever grateful. But, I will get to how I know them a bit later.


The major thing that made them stand out from the average family was the father’s occupation. He was a professional thief. This is said, not to put him down in any way (for he is the nicest and most courteous burglar that I have certainly ever met) but more to give you background into their situation. Craig Wrigley was very good at his craft. He could have stolen the Hope diamond, if he wanted to, but he was an upright man. He stuck to stealing from ATMs and jewelry shops. He was truly an enigma.


His wife, however, held a steady regular job. Christina Wrigley worked as a cashier at the Gap. She strongly disapproved of thievery as a habit.


The children in her family scorned outright burglary. In fact, it was a stark contrast between the four children and their parents, in terms of their attitudes towards morality. Cathy, for example, was a fourteen-year-old committed athiest. She faithfully denied the existence of God every Sunday. Eleven-year-old Carl was a devout Buddhist, and the only vegetarian in the family. If nowhere else, he could always be found meditating on reincarnation in the shrine that he called his room. Jimmy, at eight, was a bible-thumping Southern Baptist, complete with hand clapping and gospel singing. Finally, there was Michelle. At seven years old, she was an orthodox Jew. The dog, Bear, was a Catholic. As strange as it may seem, the dog always managed to find its way to Mass at nearby Saint Veronica’s Church on Sunday mornings without fail.


So, as you can see, this family is normal. Maybe not quite as normal as yours, but originality is not such a bad thing, now is it?


It was Wednesday, July 3 at 8 p.m. in the evening. Michelle and Cathy had just sat down on their stolen sofa to watch a bit of television, which had also been stolen. Their father and mother bursting through the door, arguing fiercely, rudely interrupted them.


“I need to steal. How can I support four children without it?” Craig said loudly, prompting a rebuttal from Christina.


“You get a job, like everyone else.”


Craig let out an angry growl. “That will never do! I couldn’t hold a job if I tried, and besides, how could I get one with a starting salary that is enough?”


“You have credentials!” Christina reassured. “You have a college diploma, and the skills where you can do anything!”


“If you don’t mind me asking,” interrupted Cathy, “what is this rhubarb all about?”


“Well,” Craig started, “Christina wants me to stop being a burglar and to get a normal job.”


“Because,” added Christina, “Someday he will get caught, and what would we ever do without our main breadwinner?”


“Bread STEALER, more like it,” Michelle chimed in.


“Yes,” admitted Craig, “It is dishonest, but I need to do it! Raising children is an expensive hobby, you know.”


“Oh, so now we’re a hobby!” exclaimed Cathy.


“Yes, what did you think you were? Family?”


“Well, we are you offspring. I thought that we meant more to you than a baseball card collection.”


Craig pondered this for a minute. “Well, that depends on how many Mickey Mantle cards are contained in the collection.”


“DEAR!” Christine shouted.


“Sorry, sorry. Yes, you all mean so much to me. That’s why I steal. I just want you all to have the very best of everything.”


Just then, Jimmy entered the room with his hands held high above his head. “I have been granted a revelation,” he said in a loud voice. “The Holy Spirit has shown me the way. The Lord sayeth, ‘thou shalt not steal’ and you disobey the Lord’s commands. You shall now suffer eternal damnation for your sins.”


Everyone stared at Jimmy for a while. Becoming self-conscious, he lowered his hands. “Besides, you could get caught,” he said softly.


Craig smiled slyly. “I think that all of you will change your minds when you see what I have for you today.” With that he strode quickly to their dining room table (also stolen) and pulled out a small, round pouch made of black velvet.


“That’s it?” asked Michelle, incredulous.


“No way,” replied Craig, as he opened the bag and poured out the contents. From the bag fell small diamonds, no larger than an aspirin, onto the table. There were twenty such stones, of many different colors.


Gasps arose from the family members assembled around the table. Everyone scrambled to get a better look at the precious gems.


“See?” Craig said. “I told you that you would like this surprise.”


They all stared for a few more moments before Christina broke the silence. “How much are they all worth?”


Craig thought for a moment. “All together, they are worth fifty thousand dollars.”


Again the family gasped. Nothing that Craig had stolen was ever worth so much. Everyone was in shock at seeing the expensive jewels.


All of a sudden, Craig gathered the diamonds in his hand and returned them to the bag. “Well, enough of that. Now I can take a vacation from thievery for a while.”


Little did he know that his vacation would be of a completely different type.


The next morning, Cathy was looking for Carl. She wanted to play a game of cards with him. Upon searching the majority of the house, he could not be found, so Cathy decided to check his room.


His room was on the top floor, at the end of the hallway. She tramped to the door and opened it wide, and was not at all surprised by what she beheld.


She was quickly enveloped in a thick cloud of incense. Coughing, she closed the door and looked around. She could see only the light of seven red votive candles lining the walls of the room. Otherwise, it was completely pitch black. She followed one wall to another, and that wall led to the corner of the room farthest from the door. It was when she reached that corner that she heard a mysteriously monotonous voice call out her name.


“Cathy, what do you want?” it asked, almost as a statement.


“I would like to speak with Carl,” she replied.


“He is not here right now. Please leave your name and your telephone number and he will be with you as soon as possible.”


Cathy was unfazed. “Can you at least tell me where he is?”


“He is in the world of the dead.”


This, you must understand, was not unlike Carl. He often transported himself to other worlds, other times, and other realities while meditating. Cathy, however, was not about to put up with this divination nonsense. Being practical, she replied to the voice.


“If you do not summon him for me, I shall open the door to this room and bring him back myself by letting all the incense out.”


At this, the voice became unsettled. “You do this and your karma shall be cursed forever.”


“By whom?” she replied haughtily. “Some non-existent God?”


The voice became angry. “How dare you jest with Buddha!”


Cathy, at this point, could have been afraid, but she was used to this sort of treatment from the mysterious voice. “I’m walking to the door…”


At this, the voice suddenly changed from the low-pitched monotony to the normal voice of Carl. “Okay, okay. I’m coming.” He sounded distant.


Just then, Carl appeared out of the fog right in front of Cathy’s face. “I’m here,” he said resentfully. “You dragged me out of an engrossing conversation with Albert Einstein on his theory of relativity.”


Cathy rolled her eyes. “Whatever. Do you want to play cards?”


Carl smiled. “Sure.”


“By the way, do you have to meditate so violently? That voice threatened to curse my karma.”


Carl shrugged it off. “Oh, don’t listen to that voice. He’s all talk and no action.”


They smiled.


The next day was Thursday, following in the logical succession of days. This Thursday, however, was special, as it was the Fourth of July. Being a patriotic family, the Wrigleys traveled to nearby Pejorative Park, where a fireworks show was being displayed. They arrived at the park at 4:30 in the afternoon, bearing with them a large basket filled with all kinds of delicacies for their consummation: an obese bucket of fried chicken, two containers of potato salad, a bowl full of Cole slaw, half of a chocolate cake, apples, and cans of pop. This was a tradition in their family; picnic at the park and then watching the fireworks late into the night.


When they arrived, Craig and Carl unfurled the large yellow blanket and laid it on the ground, while Cathy, Jimmy, and Christina carried several lawn chairs and unfolded them around the blanket. Michelle then came and laid the picnic basket on the blanket.


Since there was still time before they wanted to eat, the women reclined in the chairs while the males of the family donned baseball gear and proceeded to play catch. 


Cathy, being a girl, sat in a chair and took in the scenery. Pejorative Park was definitely one of the great things about living near Chicago, she thought. It had both inherent and man-made beauty: an old, gothic bell tower stood in the center of the park, and it regularly chimed the hours. To Cathy’s right was a brook, flowing smoothly, and several ducks making noise on the water. Cathy thought how lucky she was to be living where she was, and she thought that nothing could be better.


Presently, she tired of this. Arising from her docile position, she decided to take a stroll across the park. This she did.


Only a few minutes into her walk, she spied her good friend Joseph Shea. She approached him, calling out, “Joseph!”


Joseph looked up, and upon recognizing his good friend, smiled. “Hello, Cathy. What’s up?”


Cathy shrugged. “Not much. What’s up with you?”


“Well, my family is leaving for vacation on Saturday.”


“Oh. Where are you going?”


Joseph blushed. “Some place you’ve probably never heard of,” he mumbled.


“Try me.”


“Catholic Family Land.”


Cathy pondered this deeply. Well, not really, actually it went in one ear and out the other, but what’s the difference? “Hmm. Never heard of it,” she commented, proving Joseph correct. “Do you want to come and watch fireworks with my family?”


Joseph chuckled. “Sure.” Deep inside, Joseph always considered the Wrigleys to be strange people. After all, there was that one time that Craig came home and Joseph was there…


Joseph had just come over for dinner at the Wrigley’s household. They were serving spaghetti. That has nothing to do with the story. Anyway, Joseph and Cathy were playing a game on her computer when Christine summoned the family to dinner. Everyone sat down at the table, with the exception of Craig, who was mysteriously absent. Christine simply explained his absence, as “he had to work late.” To Joseph, this meant nothing, since he had no idea what Craig did for a living.


Then they all said grace. This was interesting, to put it simply. They went around the table, each member adding his or her own interpretation of grace before meals. This is how it went:


Christine: “Yeah, God! Amen.”


Cathy: “Whoever’s up there, thanks a bunch. Amen.”


Carl: “Om. Amen.”


Jimmy: “The Lord sayeth ‘Man does not live on bread alone, but on every word that comes from the mouth of God’. Amen.”


Michelle: “Melchisedek Schnieeder Trunami. Amen.”


Finally, everyone looked at Joseph expectantly. After a pause, he added his prayer: “We give you thanks, Almighty God, for these and all Your benefits, You who live and reign forever and ever. Amen.”


After this, the meal started and Joseph was left in a state of bewilderment at the manner of grace. No sooner had he started to engorge in repast than the front door swung open violently and in stepped Craig, carrying a large black bag slung over his shoulder. If he was fat, and had a beard, and wore a red suit, and was jolly, he would have looked somewhat like Santa Claus.


Joseph turned to look at this spectacle. Craig looked embarrassed, and without uttering a noise, he tramped to the stairs and ascended. When he finally came down, he was wearing a suit and tie.


Joseph was too bewildered to speak.


Then Joseph recalled the other time that he had encountered the strange Wrigleys…


His family, being neighbors, had invited the Wrigleys to their house for a Christmas Eve party. Joseph noticed that the entire family had entered their house, but later in the evening he realized that he could not find Carl anywhere.


He looked about the house, and finally, he knocked on one bathroom door. Tilting his head so his ear was near the door, he heard strange bells resonating from inside the room. Then he smelled smoke. Glancing down, he beheld a white cloud emanating from underneath the door.


“Fire! Fire!” he shouted at the top of his lungs. He ran down to his basement, where he grabbed a fire extinguisher. By this time, all of the guests were crowded around the bathroom door, wondering what all of the hubbub was about. Joseph tried to open the door, but he found it to be locked. At this, he started kicking the door to open it.


Finally, after the tenth kick, the door flung open. Joseph couldn’t see anything due to the cloud, but he noticed that it had a pleasant odor. Must be the new oak furnishings burning, he thought. Without knowing where he was aiming, he sprayed the fire extinguisher. Then he waited.


From out of the cloud came Carl, soaking wet, carrying twelve incense sticks, all charred but not burning. Turning to Joseph, he exclaimed angrily, “Why did you have to do that? I was enraptured.”


“And why were you enraptured in our bathroom?” Joseph retorted.


Carl shrugged. “It was the only quiet place in the house. Besides, I had noticed my Yin getting out of whack with my Yan.”


After this comment Joseph took a step back. “That’s awful weird.”


“No, it’s not really. You should try it sometime.”


Anyway, back to the present time.


After Joseph finished recalling this, he joined Cathy and they tramped together back to the Wrigley’s blanket.


Later that evening, after a scrumptious dinner, all of the Wrigleys and Joseph reclined on a blanket and chatted about not-so-sweet nothings.


“So how’s life, Joseph?” started Craig.


Joseph replied without thinking, “Pretty good. How about yourself?”


“My life is good.”


Joseph suddenly got an inspiration to ask, “And how is your job going?”


Craig remained surprisingly composed. “Oh, great. I just got promoted, and got a raise, as well.” All of his family turned to look at him, knowing precisely how large of a lie it really was.


Joseph suspected that Craig was lying. “What is your profession, anyway?”


Craig smiled, and then looked around with shifty eyes. “I have a secret for you, but you must promise to never tell another soul as long as you live.”


Joseph’s eyes opened wide. He leaned in closer to Craig. “I promise.”


Craig leaned closer to Joseph and whispered loudly, “I am a spy.”


“WHAT?”


Craig looked around worriedly. “Shhh! Don’t tell the whole world. Yes, I work for the CIA. I just got promoted to Spy Management Team, in charge of three thousand spies located all across the country.”


At this point, Cathy, unable to control herself any longer, let out an explosion of laughter. This laughter was contagious, and soon the whole family was busy rolling on the ground, clutching their sides for laughter.


Craig observed this spectacle with admirable patience. Leaning back in his chair, he replied, “It’s true! I’m not joking.”


Cathy, taking a break during her fit of laughter, commented to Joseph, “Don’t listen to him. He must have inhaled some of Carl’s incense.”


Carl, suddenly sitting up, shouted, “Hey!”


“No, I am being serious,” Craig said, casting a steely glance towards Cathy. “I really am a spy. Cathy, as well as the rest of my family, is just very protective of my secret. I have brainwashed them well.”


Joseph was confused. He looked at Craig, then at Carl, then at Cathy, then at Christine, then at Jimmy (who was standing up and swaying his hands, obviously moved by the Holy Spirit. Either that or ants had crawled up his pants. I think it was the latter). Joseph became afraid. Very afraid. He stood up from his sitting position and started walking backward. “You are all extremely weird. I think that I had better return to my family.”


Just then, as he was walking backward, he suddenly tripped and fell, over Michelle, who had been behind him. Upon arising, he took one last look back over his shoulder, at the family (and everyone was smiling sweetly) and then he ran off.


Cathy smacked her father.


“Hey! What was that for?” Craig asked her.


Cathy was incensed. “You lied to my best friend! Why don’t you just tell him the truth?”


“How could I tell the truth to a self-righteous person like him? He’d call the cops on me!”


“Well, maybe that’s what you need! I’ll be lucky if he ever speaks to me again. He probably thinks that our family is made of aliens.”


Just then, Jimmy spoke up. “The Lord sayeth…”


“Who cares what the Lord sayeth?” interrupted Cathy. “The Lord never had a family that was as strange as mine.”


Craig was about to reply, but just then, he was interrupted by a loud pop. The fireworks had started, so the conversation ended right there.


The next day was Friday. I won’t get into the logistics of how it was Friday, but be assured that I would not lie to you about the day. Anyway, on this particular Friday, the usually placid Wrigley household was rocked by a revelation that would shake their world.


It all started when Craig came home from work, er, thievery (I do suppose performing burglaries really could be considered work, since it is certainly not done out of pleasure). It was approximately five o’clock in the afternoon when Craig came through the door, shouting.


Cathy was in the basement at the time. She heard the hubbub, so she walked up the stairs to see what it could be. At the top of the stairwell, however, she stood, just out of sight of her parents, who were having a heated discussion. She overheard every word.


“We need to go,” Craig said, running his hand through his hair, worriedly. “They’re after me.”


“But where will we go? If we drive to our relatives, they will surely find us there.”


“Yes, you’re right. But if we stay here, they will ransack our house. Who knows how violent they can be.”


“I just can’t believe that they finally caught on to you.”


“I can’t believe it either. I tried to use utmost secrecy. They must be superb at their craft.”


“Yes, indeed.”


“We must leave tomorrow morning at dawn. I will pack up the Outback tonight.”


“Do you think that we’ll have enough time? I mean, what if they come at night, while we’re sleeping?”


“I don’t think that they will. First they have to take care of my partner, Agent Y. I can only hope that they have mercy on him.”


“Yes, definitely. I’ll help you pack tonight.”


Cathy heard this conversation and became afraid. So the police finally caught up to her father. That could mean twenty or more years in the slammer! How would the family survive? She knew that she had to tell another family member.


She went upstairs and knocked on Carl’s door, but there was no answer. He was not meditating, she knew, he was actually at a dentist appointment. Darn. Then she went to Jimmy’s room and opened the door. Jimmy, however, was not present. Cathy went to the window and looked out. She spied Jimmy at a neighbor’s house, shooting baskets. Finally, she tried Michelle’s room. She was there.


“Yes, you may come in,” Michelle said. Cathy came in and saw Michelle, reading while lying on her bed. 


“Michelle, I need to tell you something important.”


Michelle barely glanced up from her book. “Go ahead, I’m listening.”


“It’s about dad. The police have found him.”


Michelle sat up with a start and put the book down. “Really? What is he going to do?”


“We have to leave. Tomorrow morning. I don’t know where we’re going, but get ready to go.”


With that, Cathy left to pack some clothes. After all, they might be on the lam for quite a while.


That evening, dinner was silent. Carl and Jimmy, without knowing the details, sensed that something was amiss, so they thought it prudent not to speak. Cathy and Michelle were lost in their own thoughts, so they as well said nothing. Christina and Craig were busy, in their own minds, thinking of places to go tomorrow where they could be safe. Finally, Craig broke the silence.


“I have something to tell you all.” He took a deep breath.


Before he could go on, however, Michelle intermitted. “We know already.”


Craig looked at her, as if her words had removed his sentences ready for speaking. “You do?”


“Yes, we do. Cathy overheard your conversation with Mom. You don’t need to tell us any more.”


At this, Carl’s face became disfigured with confusion. “I don’t know what you were about to say. Tell me.”


Craig swallowed. “Okay.”


He was about to begin when the telephone rang. Craig arose and answered it. It was obviously someone important and secret, since he went to another phone to continue the call, and was seen no more.


“Cathy,” Carl started, turning to her, “tell me what this is all about.”


“All right, I will. You see, the police finally found Dad. They’re coming to arrest him tomorrow, since tonight they are going to arrest his partner, Agent Y. That’s why tomorrow morning, we need to leave. We need to go somewhere that he’ll never be found; somewhere that the police would never think to look. You and Jimmy need to pack up some clothes and belongings, because we leave early.”


Carl gasped softly. Never, in his wildest dreams, had he imagined what the family would do if they were caught. I suppose, he thought, that this is what will happen: they will leave home for an extended period of time and pray that they weren’t caught.


Just then, Craig returned and sat down. “Where was I?” he verbalized.


Carl shook his head. “Cathy told us everything. You don’t need to explain it any further.”


Craig looked down. “Then we leave tomorrow.”


The next morning, the entire Wrigley household was awakened early. They finished packing their SUV and they loaded up everyone into it, including the dog. Then they took off.


While they were still riding on Andrew Boulevard, away from their house, Craig asked everyone, “So, any ideas on where we should go?”


There was a pause as everyone thought of his or her favorite vacation spot. “How about,” suggested Jimmy, “Ocean City, Maryland?”


Christina was pleased with this suggestion. Having grown up in Salisbury, Maryland, she knew all about the East Coast. “I like that idea. We can go to the beach while we’re there.”


“Okay. That’s settled. We’re going to Ocean City,” Craig declared. “Christina, will you get out the maps and tell me where to go?”


Christina was only happy to oblige. “Let’s see,” she said, “according to this map, the best route would be route 22. We can take that through Steubenville, then across through Wheeling, and then we can catch Route 68 through Cumberland. After that, we can take 70 down towards Baltimore, and hop onto Route 95 South. That will take us to Route 50, and we can ride that all the way to the Atlantic Ocean.”


“Sounds good,” Craig mused. “Real good.”


The only problem with that trip was that it took twelve hours total. That may not seem like a lot, to those people situated in Nebraska, but in a small car with six people and a dog, it was not an overall enjoyable ride. The main thing that happened was that they never made it to Ocean City. In fact, they never even made it to Steubenville. Let me explain.


They had been in the car for two hours. Everyone was getting quite anxious and tired. Finally, at about ten-thirty in the morning, Craig spotted a sign that gave everyone hope.


“Only ten more miles until Steubenville!” he exclaimed, prompting a joyful yell from all of the passengers in the car.


Suddenly, though, their joy turned to worry. They heard a loud pop, and suddenly the car started to veer to the right. Luckily, Craig guided it to a safe stop on the shoulder.


He got out to inspect the damage. Just as he had suspected, a tire had popped. He opened the trunk of the car to get the spare, when, to his dismay, it wasn’t there.


“Hey! Who took the spare tire out of the car?”


Christina looked repentant. “Sorry. I had to make room for the tent.” She had packed a six-man tent for the family to sleep in.


“Now what are we going to do!” Craig exclaimed.


Just then, Cathy spotted a sign in the distance. “Hey, Dad, there’s a gas station up ahead.”


Craig went to the side of the car and looked in the distance. “You’re right. We’re going to have to get this tire fixed.” He got back into the car, and they all started to drive to the gas station in the distance.


A few minutes later, they were there, but the place was crowded.


Craig walked inside and asked the woman sitting at the desk, “My tire blew up and I don’t have a spare. How long will it be until I can get my tire fixed?”


The lady looked at a clipboard on her desk. “The wait will be an hour before we can start working on your car.”


Craig sighed. At this rate, the family would never get to Ocean City. Craig was more worried, though, about getting found and caught. “Do you know of any good family vacation spots around here? It looks like we won’t be making it to Ocean City after all.”


The woman thought for a short while. “Well, if you’re looking for a place to relax and take it easy for a while, you might try Family Land.”


“Is it secluded?”


The woman was a bit startled by the question. “Absolutely. It’s very secluded. It’s at the end of a long, windy one-lane road.”


“Great! Can you tell me how to get there?”


The lady smiled. “Sure. Just take this road back out, across the bridge, and take a left on Seminary Road. Follow that for about three miles and you will see it. You can’t miss it.”


“Thanks a lot!” With that, Craig walked away.


While their car was in the shop, the Wrigleys went to McDonalds for lunch. It was there that Craig gave them the bad news (or, as it turned out, good news).


“I have bad news for you all,” he started, just as everyone had begun to eat. All eyes turned to him. “We can’t go to Ocean City after all.”


Everyone groaned audibly.


“However, the nice lady at the gas station recommended another secluded vacation spot. It’s called Family Land.”


There was an excruciatingly stunned silence. Michelle’s mouth even dropped open, prompting some victuals to fall out. Suddenly, Cathy’s countenance changed considerably.


“Wait a second. I think I’ve heard of the place. But where?”


“I don’t know, but it doesn’t matter,” Craig responded. “It’s a good place to lay low for a while. I brought my cellular phone, so that Agent Z can call me when the danger has passed and we can return home.”


“Okay, that’s fine. I think it would be a good experience for us all to go to Family Land,” Christina added.


“Yes,” commented Carl, “But what kind of a place has a name like that? It sounds like a cheesy theme park.”


Cathy tuned out the rest of the conversation. She just couldn’t shake the feeling that she had heard that name before…


After lunch, the family waited another hour for their tire to be fixed, and then they left the service station. It was one o’clock in the afternoon when they left.


They found Seminary Road, just as the woman had said. They followed it for three miles, twisting and turning with each bend in the road. It was a very narrow road, old and not well kept. Potholes pockmarked it, and the once white lines on the side had been dulled due to years of neglect. While driving on the road, all of the passengers in the Wrigley’s car stared out the window and were shocked at what they saw. Houses lined the road, but these houses were not in any way grand. Instead, most of them were shacks, made of wood or bricks, which were falling apart. Tiles were missing on almost every roof, and siding was falling off of every house. Where there was something painted, the paint was either peeling or discolored from weathering.


Everyone’s heart was moved with pity, but not with enough pity to do anything about it. Moreover, everyone was worried about what kind of place Family Land was, being located in such a degenerate neighborhood.


Finally, they arrived at a large gate that was closed. A lady wearing a bright red shirt was sitting in a lawn chair in front of the gate. Upon seeing the weary travelers, she stood up and walked over to the car, where she spoke to Craig, but Craig spoke first.


“Is this Family Land?”


The lady smiled a profoundly warm smile. “Yes, it is. My name is Marjean. Welcome to the first Holy Family Fest of the year 2001. Let me open the gate for you.”


With that, she did as she said. This left Craig to ponder the meaning of Holy Family Fest deeply. He drove through the gate, and Marjean closed it behind him. Craig wondered what kind of idiotic adventure he was getting himself into.


After the gate, he approached a large shelter on his right. A plaque hanging above it stated “Jacinta Shelter”. It appeared that this was the check in place, so he turned off the car and instructed the rest of his family to stay put. Then he got out and walked over to a table, behind which was rows of folders being organized by a man in a red shirt. ‘Boy,’ thought Craig, ‘it appears that everyone here is colorblind. They’re all wearing red shirts!’


Craig cleared his throat. The man turned around. He was a balding man, although he couldn’t have been more than thirty years old. He wore a goatee to accent his face. When he spotted Craig, he smiled. “Hello, welcome to Catholic Family Land!”


Craig at first thought that his ears had deceived him. “Excuse me, did I just hear you say Catholic Family Land?”


The man’s smile did not fade. “Well, yes, that is what the place is called.”


Craig was taken aback. “Well, is there another Family Land around here? One without a religious affiliation?”


The man furrowed his brow. “I don’t think so. I have never heard of a Protestant Family Land.”


Craig shook his head sadly. “Then I think that I have the wrong place. Thank you for your time.” With that he turned to go.


“Wait!” the man called after him. “Maybe I can help you. What are you looking for?”


Craig faced the man again. “Well, I was just looking for a place to relax and hide for a while, you know? I’m sort of, shall we say, on the run.”


The man nodded knowingly. “We may be able to help.”


“How?”


“Well, we can offer you a place to stay for a week, if that’s what you want.”


Craig brightened immensely. “Really?”


“Sure. By the way, my name is Greg Becker.”


“I’m Craig Wrigley.”


Greg extended his hand, and Craig shook it willingly. “We have several extra tent sites that we can offer to you at a reduced price.”


Craig shook his head. “Oh, no. I can pay. How much is full price?”


“Seven hundred dollars, if you want dinner every night.”


Craig extracted his wallet and pulled out seven hundred-dollar bills and handed it to Greg. He had cashed one of those diamonds for extra spending money; now he was glad that he did.


Greg accepted the money gratefully. “Let me show you to your campsite.”


The Wrigleys set up their tent on a platform, and after they were completely unpacked, the children decided to explore this Family Land while Christina looked for a red-shirted person to ask a few questions.


Carl first went to the chapel. The chapel was situated directly to the right of Jacinta Shelter. It was a long, rectangular building, with a very tall, pointed roof. It was flanked on either side by aspens, and in the front there were tall bushes obscuring the door. A bell resided a few feet away, in the front. Being curious, Carl went in. He beheld a very calm spectacle. Many rows of pews existed, along with an organ in the back, and stairs to a balcony. His attention, however, was drawn to the tabernacle, covered in a gold cloth. He went up to it, and drew away the cloth. There was a small, golden door with a lock on it. Unfortunately, the key was in the lock. Carl turned the key, and to his surprise, the doors opened automatically to reveal a ciborium. This, he removed and he took off the lid, expecting to find gold, or jewels, or expensive clothing (don’t ask me how expensive clothing could get into a ciborium). Instead, he found the Blessed Eucharist, but of course to him, it appeared to be only bread. Disappointed, he replaced the lid and put it back in the tabernacle. He then closed the door. He was walking out of the chapel when a thought hit him. This would be a nice place to meditate! He had already sensed his alignment becoming maligned. So he walked up the stairs to the balcony, and proceeded to make himself at one with creation.


Jimmy, meanwhile, checked out the waterslide. Of course, he didn’t know that it was a waterslide. It appeared to him just to be a long strip of canvas going down a hillside. It was not in operation, as there was no one around, but it looked fun. Peering down to the bottom, he saw that the slide ended in a pile of leaves.


He decided to give it a go. He took off his shoes, as not to scratch up the slide, and sat down. The force of gravity started to take him down.


Faster and faster he went. The trees lining the slide were all a blur as he entered the first bump. Bump. He picked up even more speed as he headed down to the bottom. He looked at his landing spot. The leaves looked…slightly…


Wet! Although he tried to stop himself, he was unable to. With a splash he hit the leaves hard, and then kept going down to the two feet of water beneath the leaves. When he surfaced, he cried out, “Oh, man!”


Michelle decided first to check out the swimming pool. She walked up to it and yanked on the metal chain link door to open it. Unfortunately, it didn’t open. For some reason, the door was locked. She looked around for a lock of some sort, but she could see none.


“Hey!” she called to the only person in the pool grounds, the lifeguard. “Let me in!”


He got up and walked to the door. “Do you have your bathing suit?”


“Yes.”


“Towel?”


“Yes.”


“PFD?”


“No, but who needs a PFD?”


The lifeguard smiled. “You do if you’re five years old and alone in the pool area.”


Michelle was disappointed. She walked away sadly, vowing hatred forever towards this lifeguard. Okay, so that was slight hyperbole.


Later that day, it was about four o’clock in the afternoon. Cathy was sitting on a folding chair next to the tent, watching more and more people arrive at Family Land. Presently Jimmy came out of the tent, after having changed his clothes from his latest water excursion.


“So,” he started, “where is Carl?”


“I don’t know,” replied Cathy. “The last I saw of him, he was in the tall building with the sharply pointed roof.”


“Oh.” He sat down on the ground. “What do you think of this place?”


Cathy thought for a minute. “I’m not sure what to make of it. I’m still sort of fazed by all the events that have been happening in the past few days.”


“I know what you mean.” Jimmy paused. “I’m worried about Dad. What happens if the cops find him?”


“Well, we all warned him about his thievery, and how it would get him into trouble someday.”


“Yes, I know, but what would we do if he went to jail?”


“I don’t think we should worry about that now. We’re here, and he’s safe, wherever this place is.”


Just them, Christine walked up to them. “Here,” she said succinctly, throwing a piece of paper on Cathy’s lap.


“What’s this?” she queried.


“It’s some information on where we are,” Christine replied bitterly.


“What’s wrong, Mom?” asked Jimmy innocently.


Christine sighed. “I told him to stop being a thief. I told him that stealing would only lead to trouble. I told him to be good. But did he listen? No! All of my words fell on deaf ears. But now, my words are ringing with extra weight. But is Craig sorry? No! Why won’t he learn that being a criminal will never pay?”


Before Jimmy could answer, Cathy spoke up. “Hey, listen to this!” she exclaimed, drawing herself out of the brochure she had been reading. “It says here that Catholic Family Land was started in 1975 by two people, Jerry and Gwen Coniker, parents of thirteen children.”


Jimmy’s jaw dropped open. “I didn’t know anybody could have so many kids!”


“Shhh let me continue. It says that they started an organization called the Apostolate for Family Consecration. This group’s main purpose is to consecrate families to Jesus through Mary, in order to preserve them from temptation and destruction from the devil.” Cathy looked up expectantly.


There was silence.


Just then, Michelle walked up behind them. “That’s all nice, but that guy Jesus is dead. Who would want to be consecrated to a dead guy?”


At this, Jimmy became indignant. “He is not dead! The Lord has risen from the grave! He has conquered death!”


“No he didn’t. That’s just a big lie.”


Cathy interjected. “You’re both wrong. There is no such thing as God.”


“Yes, there is!” they both replied in unison.


“Prove it!”


That silenced them. Before they could continue, though, a van drove up, pulling a camper. The van parked in a camping spot directly across from the Wrigley’s.


“I’ve seen that van before…” Cathy muttered to herself.


Just then, a door to the van opened, and out stepped Joseph Shea!


“Joseph!” Cathy cried, as she started to run to him.


The mix of emotions that registered on Joseph’s face was almost comical. He was bewildered, confused, stunned, surprised, and befuddled, all at once. “Cathy!” he called out, once he regained his composure. “What in Heaven’s name are you doing here?”


“What do you mean, what am I doing here?”


Joseph spoke very slowly, since Cathy didn’t understand the question. “What are you doing here?”


Cathy replied, speaking slowly, “what do you mean, what am I doing here?”


Then Joseph pointed out the obvious: “You’re not Catholic.”


Cathy pondered the depth of meaning in this statement. No, actually, she was thinking up a snappy response, but what’s the difference? Anyway, she replied, “Yeah, so?” Some response.


“You’re not Catholic. This is Catholic Family Land, isn’t it?”


Cathy wondered whether she should spill the beans on the real reason why they were there. ‘Oh, what the heck, he’s been my friend for so long, I might as well tell him everything,’ she thought. “Okay, here’s the real reason why I’m here. My dad is a professional thief, but the police have finally caught on to his act. They’re after him. We were running away from the cops, heading to Ocean City, when our tire blew and we had no spare. So we drove here and decided to wait a while so the police lose my dad’s trail.”


There was silence for a moment. But then, Joseph Shea exploded with laughter.


“That’s funny,” he commented between laughs. “Now tell me the – ha ha ha! – real story – he he!”


Cathy could find no humor in this discourse. “That is the true story.” She paused, but Joseph continued to laugh. “Joseph, stop laughing. This is not funny.”


But Joseph was unable to stop laughing. “I’m sorry, but that’s hilarious.”


Cathy let out a growl and walked away.


In an hour, it was five o’clock. Half of an hour later, it was 5:30. That meant it was time for dinner. Dinner at Catholic Family Land was a catered meal, all-you-can-eat buffet of delectable dishes. Today’s special was spaghetti with meatballs. All members of the Wrigley family grabbed a tray and a plate, and heaped it full of main course, salad, pasta, dessert, fruit, and a drink. Then, the kids sat at one picnic table while the adults sat at another.


The kids had just started eating when a girl walked up to them. She looked about Cathy’s age, but she was tall, and had long blond hair. She was wearing a blue sleeveless shirt and short jean shorts (Carl told me to include this fact). “Can I sit here?” she asked kindly, motioning to an empty seat at their table.


“Sure,” Cathy responded. She did so only because Jimmy and Carl were too busy staring at her to comment, and Michelle was engrossed in slurping the spaghetti from her plate into her mouth.


“My name is Casey,” she said to them all.


“I’m Cathy,” said (guess who?) Cathy, “and this is Carl, Jimmy, and Michelle,” pointing each one out.


“Where are you from?” asked Casey.


“We’re from Chicago. How about you?”


“I’m from New York. Did you have a nice drive? I bet it was short.”


Cathy pondered how to respond to this. “Yes, it was short, but that’s because our tire popped on the way here.”


“Really? That’s too bad.”


“Yeah, seeing as how we were going to Ocean City.” She then proceeded to relate the entire story, leaving out the parts about her dad’s profession, and the fact that none of them are Catholic. After she finished telling the tale, she braced herself for any amount of questions that Casey had.


Casey paused, but it looked like she had something to ask. Finally, she said only, “Don’t Carl and Jimmy talk?”


It was then that Cathy finally realized that both boys had spent the entire conversation gaping at Casey’s stunning beauty. They had not even touched the delicious meal, now getting cold in front of them.


“Guys! Snap out of it!” she commanded. Carl looked up, and Jimmy picked up his fork and started eating.


“Sorry,” Carl said.


Casey laughed. “That’s okay.”


The meal went on, but Carl remained entranced by Casey.


Meanwhile, the elder Wrigley members were eating, and a red-shirted person sat down at their table, and sort of intruded on the conversation. It went like this:


“I think we need to blend in for a while,” Craig said.


“What do you mean?” Christine asked.


The red-shirted person sat down and started eating.


“I mean that we should do all the activities that everyone else does here.”


“That’s a good idea. We don’t want anyone to sense anything is out of place here.”


At this, the red-shirted person looked up with sudden interest. “If you don’t mind me asking,” she said, “what is out of place here?”


Craig swallowed. “I do mind you asking.”


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she quickly apologized, standing up. “I intruded. I’d better leave.”


Both Christine and Craig became very apologetic all of a sudden. “No, that’s all right,” Craig replied, “you can stay. I was quite rude. Forgive me.”


“Yes,” Christine said, “please do stay.”


The woman turned around and sat down again.


Now you must understand the motives of the couple in their attitude. Christine did not want any of the red-shirted people to become suspicious of him, and call the cops, so he urged the woman to stay. Craig, on the other hand, was just being nice.


“The only thing out of place here is us,” Craig started.


“We’re on the lam from the law,” Christine added, immediately feeling a nudge in her side from Craig.


The woman, meanwhile, looked concerned. Her concern was probably for her own safety than for the Wrigley’s. “Really? For what crime?”


Craig laughed nervously. “Oh, it’s nothing, really. Trust me, I wouldn’t harm a fly.” He suddenly got a brainstorm. “I, uh, was protesting in front of an abortion clinic when the police started chasing me, but I think I’ve lost them by coming here.”


The woman looked quite impressed. “That’s wonderful, risking your life for the Lord! I hope, by your witness, many babies were saved from slaughter.”


Craig suddenly felt guilty.


“My name is Natalie.”


“Hi, I am Craig Wrigley, and this is my wife Christine.”


They all shook hands and got well acquainted. Then, Christine asked, “So what is our first activity tonight?”


Natalie took out her brochure from her pants pocket and looked at it. “Mass is first, at seven o’clock, down in Saint Joseph’s Auditorium. Do you know where that is?”


“No, this is our first time here.”


“Oh,” Natalie replied. “I’ll show you when the time comes for us to go there.” She looked at her watch. “Goodness, it’s almost time for Benediction!” She stood up. “It was a pleasure talking to you. See you around!” With that, she walked away.


After she was out of earshot, Craig nudged Christine. “Why didn’t you tell her we weren’t Catholic?”


Craig looked innocently at her. “We’re supposed to blend in, aren’t we?”


Angrily, Christine replied, “Exactly! How can we blend in since we will be out of place at Mass? We don’t know when to sit and when to stand, when to sing and when to speak! We’ll look like fools!”


Craig thought deeply about this. No, actually, he just sat there staring into space, but he finally replied, “Good point.”


Luckily, however, Joseph came to the rescue. He sat next to the Wrigleys during Mass, and he whispered to Michelle what to do next. Michelle whispered it to Jimmy, who whispered it to Carl, who yelled it to Cathy, who shouted it to Craig, who screamed it to Christine (well, actually they all whispered, but that would have been boring to read so I felt like giving you some variation).


Unfortunately, the Wrigleys were all confused about the distribution of the Eucharist, since Joseph neglected to warn them. Joseph first stood up when the usher reached his pew, and so all of the family stood up. Joseph motioned them to sit back down, so they did, but the usher motioned for them to get out of the pew. They complied with the usher and all stood at the outside of the row of seats. It looked somewhat like a disoriented football huddle.


Joseph came out of the pew last. “You cannot,” he instructed, “go to Communion. This is a sacrament only for Catholics.”


“What is a sacrament?” Michelle wondered out loud.


“A sacrament is an outward sign instituted by…” Joseph started, but then he looked up. “Look, I’ll explain it to you later. Everyone is waiting. Just sit back down in the pew.”


They complied and Joseph got into the Communion line. The next row filled in behind him. The usher, however, not understanding what was taking place, motioned for the Wrigley’s to get back up and get in line. They did so, still quite confused.


Luckily, Joseph looked back. When he saw the Wrigleys in line, he growled. “Why me, Lord, why me?” he prayed under his breath. He walked against the flow of the Communion line back to where the Wrigleys were. “Look,” he said, a bit too testily, “you must sit down. Just sit! Is there something hard to understand about that word?”


At this, Jimmy became indignant. “And you call yourself a Christian,” he said impertinently.


“Joseph,” Christine said slowly, as if he couldn’t understand what was going on. “The man motioned for us to get in line, so we are getting in line.”


Joseph looked like he was extremely frustrated. In fact, he was. “SIT!” He said, perhaps too loudly, for in the pew that was in front of him, the people who were standing, waiting to enter the Communion line, all sat down in unison.


The Wrigleys finally got the message. They all filed back into the pew. Joseph then got in line and looked back at the family, who were all utterly bewildered.


After Mass, people were just milling around the auditorium, browsing through the bookshop and looking at the impressive Shroud of Turin display.


The auditorium deserves a special description. It is a long, rectangular building, covered in white siding. It used to be an old factory, but it has long since been closed. The entire Catholic Family Land area, in fact, was actually part of a seminary for the Archdiocese of Steubenville. Long since closed, it was sold to the Apostolate for Family Consecration in 1981. They converted it to its present form.


Inside the auditorium, the first thing a person notices is the fact that it is large, and it is cold. Several air conditioners are constantly running, which is a welcome change from the scorching 90-degree weather outside. When someone enters, they are actually going into the bookstore, which is a huge display of everything Catholic. They have books, tapes, CD’s, music, rosaries, holy cards, and much, much more, all for the sanctification of the members who peruse it. After walking through the bookstore, if someone takes a right, they would enter into the Church area. This area is a huge open space filled with chairs. In the front is a stage, which doubles as a sanctuary, and an altar on the stage, which is bare unless Mass is going on. The Shroud of Turin display is on the left, and is comprised of pictures, demonstrations, and artifacts from the Burial Cloth of Christ. To the right and left of the stage are large video screens, helpful so one can see the Mass more clearly. Also around the auditorium are numerous cameras, used to film the Mass.


Anyway, after Mass, Joseph and Cathy were looking through the bookstore, occasionally picking up a book to look at.


Finally, after a long period of silence, Cathy started conversation, and she said exactly what Joseph thought she would say. “So, why was it that we couldn’t go up with you to do whatever you did up there?”


Joseph sighed as he thought of a good response to that question. “Well, that was God that I went up to receive.” He put it as simply as he could.


Cathy looked puzzled. “Really? It just looked like bread to me.”


“Well, it wasn’t. It was God.” He looked as if he was trying to say something more. Finally, he gained the courage to ask, “So, Cathy, why don’t you believe in God?”


Cathy took no time in responding. “Because if I believed in Him, I would have to obey Him.”


“But that’s such a bad reason! I have much better reasons to believe in God. For example, who made you?”


“My parents.”


“And who made their parents, and who made your grandparent’s parents, and it keeps going on and on. Someone must have started the line.”


“You think it’s more reasonable to believe in a cosmic father, than for me to deny the existence of God? How could there be a God? If there was a God, He should show Himself to me.”


“But don’t you see? He does! Every day! Your very life is God showing Himself to you. Without Him, there would be no life. And look at the beauty of nature! That is the best display of God’s Grandeur! You’re just taking the easy way out, but there is no easy way to Heaven.”


“Who says I believe in Heaven?”


Joseph looked at the end of his rope. “So what happens when you die? You rot? There must be something more than that.”


Cathy decided to end the conversation there by walking away, quite rudely.


That evening, Cathy and Joseph were on friendly terms again. This was good, because they both had to go to the Destiny Generation Gathering. This was a great social time for teens and young adults, held in a small annexed area of Saint Joseph’s Auditorium, called Maria, Al, and Dom’s Inn. The name stood for Maria Goretti, Alouisious Gonzaga, and Dominic Savio, three teenage saints.


A bit prior to eight thirty in the evening, both Joseph and Cathy walked into the Inn. Cathy was amazed at what she saw. At first, when she walked in, all she saw was a tall black curtain, with a small slit in it to serve as an entrance. Traveling through the slit, though, she beheld quite a sight: a tremendous television studio! There were rows of seats (“Spontaneous dancing boxes” Joseph called them. As if boxes could spontaneously dance) to her right, all covered in gray rug. There was a band setting up to the left of the main stage, complete with two keyboards, a guitar, a bass, and a drum set. The main set consisted of a desk with two chairs, and a nice background (Joseph told her that all it was is a bunch of painted boxes). Three cameras hovered in front of the stage, and there was a humungous soundboard in the middle of the seats, manned by a guy named Bob. There was even one of those lighted signs that said “Applause”!


“This is where the Apostolate films one of their TV shows that go on their network,” Joseph explained.


“They have their own TV channel?”


“Yeah, it’s a satellite channel called ‘Family Land Network’. They produce all of their own TV shows on the grounds here.”


“Do you have the channel?”


“Yes, my family does. It is sometimes interesting to watch, because I know most of the stars of the show. Like Greg Becker there,” he pointed to the same balding man whom they met on their way in, “he is the star of the Maria, Al, and Dom’s show, the one that we’re about to see tonight. And Erick Custodio,” he pointed again to the Philippine young man who was standing at the keyboards, “He does the music for all the shows. And Father Kevin Barrett,” he pointed this time to the priest who said Mass today, who was sitting in the front row, “he is the star of a lot of the theological TV shows, like the Family Hour and others.”


Cathy was completely clueless to who these people are, but nonetheless, she was taken aback by the magnitude of the television stars that she beheld. Even though these people would never make it on Primetime, these people DID actually act on TV, which is something that Cathy had never done, so that made these red-shirted people all the more interesting and intriguing.


Joseph led Cathy to the uppermost seat in the bleacher-like seating area, where they could get a great view of the program. Cathy noticed that the seats were filling up fast; there couldn’t be more than fifteen seats left.


Suddenly, Cathy heard her name being called. She looked around to see who could be the issuer of such a call. She found that it was Casey, who was climbing up the bleachers to sit next to her. “Hi,” Casey started after she had gotten comfortable. “I was looking for you two.”


Cathy was confused. “Do you two know each other?”


Joseph smiled. “Of course! I met Casey Kaufman at last year’s Holy Family Fest here. We’ve been keeping in touch all year round via e-mail.”


“Oh,” Cathy replied, suddenly feeling left out.


Just then, though, as to alleviate her momentary loneliness, the boy sitting next to her, on her right, turned to her and said, “Hi, I’m Mike Camden. Who are you?”


Two thoughts immediately entered Cathy’s head: ‘Boy, people here sure are friendly…’ and also, ‘who is this guy?’ Of course, she answered the second thought by thinking, ‘Duh, he just told me who he is. He is Mike Camden.’ So to the boy, she replied, “Hi, I’m Cathy Wrigley.”


“Is this your first time here?” he asked cordially.


“Um, yeah.”


“Welcome then. I hope you enjoy your week.” Mike looked over to his right. “Oh, and this,” he said, motioning to the boy sitting on his right, “is my brother Steve.”


Cathy nodded and looked at the guys. They were funny looking, she thought. Mike was a big guy, about fifteen years old, with glasses. Steve looked a lot like his brother, but he was tall and thin, and two years younger. He also wore glasses.


Mike then noticed Joseph. “Hey, Joe, how are you doing? Long time no see!”


Joseph looked over, and seeing a long-time friend, smiled. “Hey Mike! Hey, Steve! How are you guys? I suppose you’ve met Cathy here? She’s a good friend of mine, and my next door neighbor.”


Steve suddenly spoke up. “Are you the one,” he said, addressing Cathy, “that has the brother who was meditating in Joe’s bathroom?”


Cathy blushed deeply. Turning to Joseph, she said, “Does everyone here know about Carl?”


Joseph looked sheepish. “Not everyone. I only told Casey and Mike and Steve, and probably seven other people.”


Cathy rolled her eyes. “Great. My family already has a reputation here, even though this is our first time at this place!”


“Hey, I couldn’t help it!” Joseph exclaimed in his defense. “We were having a conversation about weird religious practices, and so I told them about that one Christmas party. At least I didn’t tell them that you’re dad is a spy!” With this, Joseph suddenly realized that he just stuck his foot in his mouth in a major way. He immediately clasped his hands over his mouth, but it was too late.


“You’re dad’s a spy? That’s awesome!” Steve commented.


Cathy was about to reply with a denial when suddenly Greg Becker spoke up with a microphone.


“All right, everyone,” he said in a booming voice, especially surprising considering how short he was. “Settle down. Welcome to the first Holy Family Fest of the year 2001. For those of you who don’t know me, my name is Greg Becker, and I’m the host of the Maria, Al, and Dom’s TV show for Family Land Networks. In this show, we’ve got lots of guests, and we talk about issues that you have to deal with on a daily basis. So, without further ado, let’s begin the first show.”


The lights went down and a deep voice (actually Bob’s voice) said, “Live from Bloomingdale, Ohio, this is Maria, Al, and Dom’s!” The “Applause” sign lit up, so everyone started cheering. Meanwhile, some music started playing from the band, and Greg walked onstage.


“Hi, and welcome to Maria, Al, and Dom’s Inn. Before we get to our special guest today, we have…” A trumpet blaring in the background lost his voice, and from almost out of nowhere, this strange guy ran out onto the stage.


Everyone was cheering, but Cathy was laughing. This guy was wearing an Afro wig, a yellow raincoat and polyester pants, and a cape. On his yellow raincoat, there was a thing like the Superman symbol, but there was a ‘J’ inside the insignia instead of an ‘S’.


The weird man grabbed a microphone. “I am Super Joe, the most amazing and funniest man in the universe!” he said enthusiastically, with a Philippine accent.


“Hello Super Joe,” Greg replied, as if he had been expected.


“I have a joke for you,” Super Joe said. He pulled out a small notebook. “Here’s a good one. What did the bald man say when he got a comb for a gift?”


“What?” replied the entire audience.


“ ‘I’ll never part with you!’ Get it? Parting, with a comb!” He laughed riotously and ran off the stage.


Greg rubbed his bald head. “Ouch. That was insulting. Yes, if you are here watching Maria, Al, and Dom’s, you will have to bear with Super Joe. He pops in from time to time to try and make us laugh.”


All the while, the crowd was cracking up. Cathy was laughing hard, too.


“It’s time now to introduce our guest. He is the chaplain to the Apostolate for Family Consecration, but you all know him as Father Kevin. Here he is, Father Kevin Barrett!”


Music played as Father Kevin walked onto the stage and sat down in a chair, while Greg sat at the desk.


“Now, Father Kevin,” Greg started. “Let’s talk about God. I think that many people out there watching today have, some time in their life, had questions about the existence of God.”


“Yes, that’s perfectly natural,” Father Kevin responded.


“Is there any way to know whether God actually does exist or not?”


“Yes, there is,” Father Kevin replied. “However, none of those arguments will make any sense to anyone if they don’t have faith. It’s kind of like this: faith is the cornerstone to believing in God. The arguments proving His existence are like the walls to a building, and actual belief in Him is like the roof. But even the best arguments to the existence of God are useless if you don’t have faith.”


Cathy listened to this with interest.


“So what you’re saying is,” Greg commented, “that arguments with a non-religious person won’t convert them if they don’t have faith.”


“Right,” replied Father Kevin. “The only way for them to obtain faith is to pray for it and to have others pray for them to get it. That’s the only way.”


“Thank you, Father Kevin. We’ve got to take a break right now, but don’t go away. More chatting with Father Kevin, coming up.”


The music started up, and everyone started to cheer.


“Now the show is taking a break,” Greg said after the cameras were off. “We don’t have commercials on our channel, but we do have breaks in the shows.”


The show resumed a little while later.


Later that night, Cathy and Joseph were walking home to their respective campsite. “That was fun,” Cathy commented.


“Just wait,” Joseph promised, “it gets better tomorrow.”


With that, the two parted and went to bed.


The next morning was Sunday. Carl woke up early, when there were only a few people awake. He quickly ate breakfast, dressed for Mass, and escaped to the chapel to meditate. He found that it was quite relaxing to meditate in stressful situations, and it was certainly a stressful situation to be at Catholic Family Land.


He walked into the chapel, noticing its stillness. It was cool and dark in there, as opposed to the bright sunshine and very warm weather outside, despite it being early in the morning. He sat down in the middle of the nave and began to meditate.


Meanwhile, Casey Kaufman woke up early as well. She liked to visit the Blessed Eucharist early in the morning, when there was usually no one else in the chapel. After a quick breakfast, she too went to the chapel.


She walked up the steps to the chapel and opened the first set of doors to the vestibule, pausing momentarily to dip her finger into the holy water font and bless herself. Then she pushed the heavy doors open and walked into the main church.


Imagine her surprise to see Carl, oblivious to reality, floating in the middle of the church. He must have levitated at least two feet off the ground. Casey gasped and stepped backward, about to run out of the chapel for fear that Carl had been the victim of demonic possession.


Carl, though, sensed her presence. Actually, that was not true, he really heard her gasp. He turned his head around to see her, lost his concentration and fell to the ground in a heap.


“I’m sorry, did I startle you?” Carl asked.


Regaining part of her composure, Casey replied, “Yes, quite! I shouldn’t have been scared, though. Were you in ecstasy?”


“No,” Carl replied, standing up and brushing himself off. “I was meditating.”


“Really? On what?”


Carl wasn’t sure. “I don’t know. I guess on everything.”


“How do you do that?” Casey asked with true curiosity.


“Well, you just make yourself at one with creation. You have to empty your mind of all worldly thoughts, so that you are acquainted with your bare essence of consciousness.”


“That sounds kind of new-age.”


“No, actually it’s Buddhist.”


At this, Casey was even more startled than she was when she first saw him floating. Sensing that she was uncomfortable, Carl quickly asked, “What were you coming in here for?”


“Oh, I like to start my day with a little Eucharistic Adoration.”


“What?” Carl asked, confused.


“Eucharistic adoration. You know, worshipping Jesus in the Eucharist?”


“What are you talking about? Look, I’m Buddhist, and I don’t know anything about Catholicism.”


Casey sat down in a pew, and started with the basics. “You see, Carl, in the Mass, bread and wine are actually transformed into the Body and Blood of Jesus Christ. Jesus is then reserved in this tabernacle, here, so we can pray to him anytime we want.”


Carl sat down in the pew across from her. “Really? What is a tabernacle?”


“It’s that golden box, there,” she replied, pointing.


Carl shook his head. “No, that couldn’t be. I checked in there yesterday, and all that was in there was bread. Actually, it looked more like Neeco wafers, but…”


Casey giggled. “No, that’s not bread. That is actually Jesus Christ! I know it’s hard to believe, but it is.”


“So, it just looks like bread? But it’s actually God?”


“Yes, you’re right.”


“Wow.” Carl looked towards the tabernacle and then stared at Casey. He pondered the mystery, but he couldn’t figure it out. Oh well, he thought. I’ll take Casey’s word for it. To Casey, he said, “You sure know a lot about religion, don’t you?”


Casey shook her head humbly. “Not really. I just want to please God, you know? After all, He is the One that helps me through life. Heck, He gave me life.”


Carl nodded. “You know, I thought all Catholic girls were ugly, and that they were all, like, weird and saintly and stuff. But I was wrong.” Suddenly he felt that he said the wrong thing.


But Casey chuckled. “Where did you get an idea like that?”


“Oh, well, you know. I’ve seen EWTN a few times.”


“You’ve probably seen Mother Angelica. Yeah, she’s not quite a supermodel, but she’s holy, and her show is pretty funny. But, really, most Catholics are very normal people.”


Carl nodded. “Yeah, you’re right. Everyone I’ve met so far here is so nice, and they are all pretty normal. Some Catholics even wear designer clothes!”


“You know what Saint Paul says, ‘they will know us by our love’. And our designer clothes.”


They laughed, and started to get up and walk out. “You know something? When I looked in the tabernacle yesterday, I expected to find gold, or jewels, or expensive clothing. But instead, I found something even more valuable, and I didn’t even know it!”


Casey pondered this. Finally, she replied, “How could expensive clothing get into a tabernacle?”


That afternoon, after lunch, everyone was deciding what to do. There were many options: swimming in the swimming pool, the waterslide, playing volleyball, ultimate Frisbee, hiking, or just hanging out.


The Wrigley family was lounging around their tent. “I want to do something,” complained Michelle.


“I think I’ll go and check out the waterslide. It sounds fun,” Cathy commented. “Does anyone want to join me?”


“I will,” called Carl, from inside the tent.


“Sure,” affirmed Michelle.


“No thanks,” said Jimmy, “I had a bad experience with it yesterday.”


“Oh, come on,” said Craig, coming out of the tent with his bathing suit and a towel. “It’ll be fun. Just wear a swimsuit this time.”


“Oh, all right,” he relented, as he entered the tent to change.


After a while, when everyone in the family had gotten their swimsuits and towels, they headed over to the slide. It was located on the top of a large hill. There was really two slides: one at the top of the hill, about 100 feet long, and another one at about the middle of the hill, only 50 feet long. Craig, Christina, and Michelle opted to start with the smaller slide, while Cathy, Jimmy, and Carl tried the larger one first.


The line for the big slide was about ten people, but the line moved pretty fast. Just a minute went by when Michael and Steve Camden got in line behind the Wrigleys.


“Hi, Cathy,” Michael greeted her.


Cathy turned around and smiled. “Hi, Mike. These are my brothers, Carl, and Jimmy.”


“Oh, hi Carl. I’ve heard a lot about you,” Steve said, jokingly. Carl looked confused. “I’m Michael, and this is Steve. Have you gone on the waterslide yet?”


Jimmy responded flippantly, “Do we look wet?”


Michael laughed. “I guess not.”


Cathy looked at the slide again. She was now only two people away from her turn. “Any helpful hints?”


“Cross your arms and your legs. That way, you’ll be most comfortable.”


Steve added, “You can cross your eyes and your fingers, too, for good luck.”


The lifeguard running the slide called out, “Next!” so Cathy stepped into the small bucket of water provided to get the grass off her feet. She proceeded to step onto the vinyl, noticing how cold the water was. She lay down on it, crossing her arms and legs. Then she started to move.


The water was cold, and she moved fast. She rocked back and forth down the slide, hurtling at extremely fast speed. After the first bump, she closed her eyes. Then came the second bump. Finally, with a searing splash, she slammed into the water and went under.


Resurfacing, she held her arms up in triumph. Her back ached, and she had vinyl burn on her arms, but it was fast, wet, and fun.


Then Carl went. He experienced almost the same things, except when he reached the bottom, he hit one side of the slide and ricocheted onto the other side, adding more pain (although a good kind of pain).


After that, Jimmy went. He sat down on the vinyl and looked up at Michael. “Last time I did this, I got all wet.”


Michael laughed, although it wasn’t all that funny. “That’s why it’s called a waterslide.”


“But the thing was,” he continued, “I had my clothes on!” With that he pushed himself off, and down he went, leaving Michael and Steven thoroughly amused.


That evening, Cathy was looking forward to the Destiny Generation Gathering. It started at 8 pm, so Cathy got there much earlier. She had some questions to ask Greg Becker.


She entered the Inn at half past seven. She found that there were only a few people there: Erick, Bob, a few camerawomen (there actually are no cameramen), and Greg. Greg was not too busy; he appeared to only be looking over the notes for the next show.


One of the camerawomen noticed her first. “Hi,” she said. “I’m Anna. Can I help you?”


“Um, yeah. I want to talk to Greg.”


“Sure, go ahead.” With that, Anna resumed her tinkering with her camera.


Cathy walked up to the desk on the stage, where Greg was sitting. He noticed her and looked up. With a friendly face, he greeted her. “Hello! How are you?”


“Just fine. I want to ask you some questions about yesterday’s show.”


“Certainly, certainly.” He motioned for her to sit down, which she did. “What did you have a question about?”


“Well, I don’t believe in God.”


Greg was unfazed. “That’s too bad.”


Cathy was surprised by his reaction. “Too bad?”


“Yes, certainly too bad. I find that in times of trouble or loneliness, and even in times of happiness, God is often my best friend.”


“That’s great, but I don’t believe in Him.”


“As I said, that’s too bad. Why not?”


Cathy thought for a moment. “It just seems too far-fetched to have a God.”


Again, Greg surprised her with his reply. “No doubt that it is pretty far-fetched. In fact, it’s practically unexplainable, as well as being improvable.”


“Then how can you believe?”


“Well, it takes faith. There are a lot of things in this world that I don’t understand. For example, have you been to China?”


Cathy shook her head.


“Then how do you know that China exists? Have you ever been back in time? How do you know Julius Caesar existed? There are a lot of things that cannot be proven, and that you just have to believe. God is the same way.” He paused. “Also, there are plenty of benefits to believing in God. He gives us hope for eternal life, which is something I’m looking forward to. He comforts me when I suffer. He guides me when I am lost. He’s always there for me.”


Cathy hummed thoughtfully. “You made some good arguments.” She stood up. “Thank you.” She started to depart.


“Wait!” Cathy turned around. Greg smiled. “I’ll pray for you.”


Cathy felt a peace that she had never felt before.


In other parts of Family Land, a bit later, it was getting dark, when Christine spoke to Craig.


“Craig,” she said, “we need some milk.”


Craig looked blankly at her.


“We don’t have any more for our cereal tomorrow.”


Craig sighed. “Oh, that is too bad, isn’t it?”


Christine walked up to him and kissed him tenderly. “Honey, will you go to the store and get some more milk?”


Craig returned the kiss. “Of course, dear, but where is the nearest store?”


Christine replied, “I remember seeing one in Bloomingdale, right next to the gas station that we stopped at when we got the flat. It’s open all night.”


He sighed. “Okay, I’ll go.” He walked to the car and got in. Luckily for him, that morning he had borrowed a spare tire from one of the other campers in the place, and he put it on the car. Now he was glad that he had done so.


As he started to drive off, he wondered where the kids were.


He had not finished wondering that when he noticed a soccer ball roll across the road, narrowly missing being smashed by his tire. Without warning, a child followed it! Craig slammed on the brakes, but it was no use. With a horrible thump, the child fell.


Craig jumped out of the car and ran to the child. He looked into the face of the motionless victim, and then he suddenly stood up and started to back away.


“Oh, my God! I’ve hit Michelle!”


Christine, who saw the whole thing from a distance, started running towards the accident, which was no more than a hundred feet away. When she arrived on the scene, she turned to Craig. “What happened?”


Craig was too stunned to speak, so Christine bent down to see who it was that had gotten hit. When she saw it was her child, she started to scream hysterically.


“Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Michelle! Oh, Michelle!” she shrieked, weeping.


A nearby red-shirted person heard the screams and ran over to the scene of the accident. By this time Craig had regained his wits and was leaning over the child, checking her pulse.


“What happened?” the red-shirted man asked.


Craig did not answer him, but mumbled, “She’s dead.”


“I’ll go get a priest and call 911.” With that, the red-shirted person ran off.


Craig started to weep, holding the child in his lap as he knelt on the rocky ground. His tears fell onto her cheeks, pallid and pale. Looking up towards the now-starry night sky, he whispered, “God, if you’re out there, have mercy on me!”


Time passed, although to Craig and Christine it seemed like eternity. Presently Father Kevin hurried up to the child, still being held by her mourning father. The priest quickly put on a portable stole and opened the small kit he carried with him. He took out a small bottle of chrism and started to anoint the child and perform the Last Rites.


“Eternal rest grant unto them, O Lord,” he mumbled, saying the sacred phrases from the Sacrament.


This prompted a loud wail from Christine, who had been standing some distance off, crying quietly. In the depths of despair, she cried out in a loud voice, “God, how could You do this to me!”


More time passed. The night was now silent and still, with only a few joyful yells coming from campsites far in the distance to break the tranquility. Father Kevin finished the Last Rites and was now kneeling close to Craig, who was staring at his now-deceased child. She was lying on the ground, a placid expression spread over her face. From where they were, they could hear the far-off moan of a siren, signaling that an ambulance was coming. To them, however, it resembled more the wail of a Banshee than an ambulance siren.


Father Kevin broke the calm by saying, “Let’s pray for her soul.”


Craig was as still as a statue, in shock.


The priest continued. “Heavenly Father, we ask You to accept the soul of this young child. She was so innocent, and so free, and yet You designed that she should be taken so early in her life. We just ask that You comfort her grieving family in the time of their despair, when it seems unjust to them that their child had to have been taken from them. Please accept our prayers, which are in the Name of Your Son, Jesus Christ, Amen.”


Craig looked up to the heavens. “God, I don’t know who You are, and I don’t know how to pray. But please, bring Michelle back to life! She did nothing to deserve this; I did. I never went to Church, or prayed, or did anything like that. God, if You bring her back to life, I’ll do anything for You! Anything!” Craig was practically screaming at the end of his makeshift prayer.


Now the sirens were much closer. All of a sudden, the ambulance drove up to them, followed by a police cruiser. Three men and a woman paramedic jumped out and ran to Michelle. They took her pulse, and one of them sadly shook his head. “There’s nothing we can do,” he said.


Craig stood up and turned away. He walked to his wife, who was standing ten feet away, and they embraced without a word, and continued to hold on to each other for dear life.


Meanwhile, the paramedics tramped to the ambulance to get a body bag. The policeman stepped out of his car, and started to take notes on a note pad.


The whole time, Father Kevin had been kneeling over the girl. He closed his eyes to blink back tears, and to make another silent prayer to the heavens. He stood up and started to walk towards the mourning couple. He turned back around to take one last look at the child.


Strangely, though, Michelle didn’t look quite the same as she had before. The priest returned to the side of the child and stared at her face. All of a sudden, the girl opened her eyes!


“Oh, my goodness!” he exclaimed loudly. Michelle looked at him. “Come here, everyone! Come here!” Craig, Christine, the policeman, and the paramedics rushed to his side. “Look at this! She is alive!”


Michelle looked around. When she locked eyes with her parents, they started to weep for joy. They let out a yell and hugged each other.


“Praise God!” shouted Craig. “It’s a miracle!”


“She’s alive!” exclaimed Christine. The mother returned to the side of the child, picked her up and hugged her tightly. “You’re alive!” she whispered, overjoyed.


The paramedics gently pulled Michelle away from her mother. “We need to take her to the hospital for her injuries,” remarked the woman EMT. “She is likely to have a concussion or broken ribs. But surely, she is a miracle.”


Between themselves, the paramedics commented on the wonder that they had just seen. Climbing into the ambulance with the girl on the stretcher, one man said to Father Kevin, “I have never seen anything like this before.”


Father Kevin smiled. “Neither have I. The Lord certainly does work in mysterious ways.”


Christine and Craig climbed into the ambulance as well, and the vehicle and the police car sped off down the road, leaving Father Kevin alone to praise God for the miracle that He had just performed.


The next morning, news of the miracle had spread like wildfire through Family Land. Michelle came back to the camp at nine o’clock Monday morning, and everyone was there to greet her, just before Mass. The little girl that survived being hit by a car was the talk of the town.


After Mass, everyone calmed down from their excited state (hey, it’s not every day one gets to see a near-death survivor). The Conikers gave out work assignments, and then the teenagers left to work, the young kids went to their program (kind of like Vacation Bible School) and the parents heard religious talks all morning.


Cathy was assigned to the work team led by Anna. Steve and Michael, and two other people she didn’t know joined her on the team. The six of them tramped over to Redeemer Hall, a long rectangular building directly adjacent to Saint Joseph’s Auditorium. Anna led them through winding passages inside the building, and they finally came to stop at the foot of a narrow stairwell.


“What you are about to see are some of the sets used in filming TV shows for Family Land network. Today we are going to clean, vacuum, and sweep the sets, and basically straighten up the place.” With that, Anna walked up the steps with her troops closely following. At the top of the stairs, she punched in a code in the lock, and the door opened. Everyone tramped inside.


For those who had never seen a professional TV studio, this was quite a sight. There were actually four different sets there, in different color schemes, and with different backgrounds and furniture. They even had a green screen, for filming people and adding background later. All of the sets were made with Styrofoam and wood, painted with care, and very painstakingly created.


They immediately set to work. Anna was in charge of dusting, the two other people were responsible for vacuuming, and Cathy, Michael, and Steve were stuck organizing several large shelves full of videotape.


The threesome had just begun their job when Michael started the conversation. “I heard about what happened to your sister.”


“Yeah,” replied Cathy, “I’m glad she’s okay.”


“Do you think it was a miracle?”


“No,” she quickly replied, agitated. “It wasn’t a miracle. It was just lucky, that’s all.”


“Really?” added Steve. “You don’t think God was trying to show us something by his bringing Michelle back from the dead?”


“Not at all. Can we drop it?”


Michael and Steve had never heard her so disturbed. The three worked in silence for some time before Steve decided to press the issue. “What is it, Cathy? You seem disgruntled.”


“It’s none of your business,” she replied shortly.


“Cathy,” said Michael reassuringly, “we are your friends. We want to help you.”


She sighed a deep sigh. “All right, do you really want to know? It’s because I’m not sure I believe in God. There, I said it. I was sure I didn’t before I came here, but now, especially after this miracle, I’m not so sure. I’m all confused.”


The Camden boys were silent for a while. Finally, Michael got to the heart of the matter. “Is it really that you don’t want to believe in God, because if you do, you will have to obey his commands? Is that it?”


Cathy knew that she had heard that before. But where? Suddenly she realized: it was she that had said that exact same thing to Joseph, on Saturday night. Now her words were coming back to haunt her. “Yes,” she said tersely. She paused in her work. “And like this, why do we have to work? I didn’t come to this stupid place to work! What’s with it? Come on, are we just filling Mr. Coniker’s pockets with cash?” She suddenly became sarcastic. “Oh, look,” she said, placing another video on the shelf. “There’s another dollar for Mr. Coniker!”


It would have been wise to change the subject. However, no one in that room was particularly wise, so they didn’t let the conversation end there.


“Work is not a bad thing, Cathy,” said Michael, becoming angry at her behavior. “Work, like suffering, is a way to become a better person. Life isn’t all fun and games, you know.”


Cathy was silent, since she knew he was right.


He continued. “I think it’s selfish not to believe in God. You have no good reason not to believe in Him! It’s also selfish not to want to work. Can’t you take a few minutes out of your wonderful and easy day to help someone else?”


“Besides,” added Steve, “The Apostolate is ten million dollars in debt. Mr. Coniker is no richer.”


Being set straight, Cathy remained silent and sullen for the rest of the morning.


That afternoon, it was obvious that the miracle of Michelle’s life had changed many people’s hearts, and especially Craig’s. He wanted so badly to get to know God, and to thank Him for His providence, but he didn’t know how. His efforts, however, were well intentioned, although comical.


After lunch, he wanted to talk to Father Kevin, to thank him for praying and helping him last night. He walked up to the priest, who was sitting in a lawn chair with his stole on, with a curious little curtain beside him (it was a makeshift confessional outside, but Craig didn’t know that). Craig approached him on the side opposite the curtain.


“Hello, Father! How are you doing?” Craig said joyfully.


Father waved and smiled, but remained silent.


“I just wanted to thank you for your prayers last night. I also liked that interesting thing that you did with that good smelling oily stuff.”


Father did not look at him; instead, he leaned closer to the curtain.


Craig got closer to him. “Is there some reason why you don’t want to talk to me?” he asked in a low voice.


All of a sudden, a voice came shouting from behind the curtain, “I’m in Confession! Do you mind?”


Craig was taken aback. His first thought was to the Wizard of Oz, when the wizard hid behind that large curtain. Befuddled, he asked the priest, “Why are you talking to that guy behind the curtain?” Without waiting for a response, he moved the curtain out of the way, so that the priest and the penitent could see each other. “There,” Craig said, satisfied. “Now you can see each other. Don’t you know it’s impolite to talk to people behind curtains?”


Father just shook his head sadly, but the penitent laughed. “Sir,” the priest started, “Please go away. If you want to talk to me, wait in line.” He motioned to the line of people waiting to peruse the Sacrament.


“Oh, okay,” replied Craig, apologetically. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt.”


Craig thought that he heard the holy priest exclaim, “Oi vey!” as he walked away to wait in line.


The line moved very slowly. Finally, however, it was Craig’s turn to go to Confession. He went to the other side of the curtain, as he had seen everyone else do. “Hello, Father,” he said.


Father groaned. “Hello. Please kneel.”


Craig didn’t know why, but he kneeled on the kneeler anyway. “Oh, yes, we’ve never gotten formally introduced. I’m Craig Wrigley.”


“Hi, I’m Father Kevin Barrett. Are you the gentleman who isn’t Catholic?”


“Yes, you’ve heard of me?”


“Joseph Shea told me about you. What are you doing here?”


Craig recounted his entire harrowing tale.


“No, no. I mean, what are you doing in Confession, if you’re not Catholic?”


“Well, Father, I would like to become Catholic. I want to thank God for the miracle He has given to me, and I can think of no better way of doing that than by becoming Catholic. So what is this Confession thing, anyway?”


Father Kevin was extremely patient with the well-meaning man. “Confession is where you tell your sins to the priest, and he, in the name of Christ and the Church, can forgive your sins.”


‘Hmmm,’ thought Craig, ‘this is just what I need. I’ve got lots of sins to have forgiven.’ He then said, “Hey, I’d like my sins forgiven.”


“Okay, then, tell them to me.”


Craig thought, and he thought, and he pondered, and he deliberated, but was unable to think of any sins at that time. “Is it okay if I write them down?”


“Sure.”


“Okay, then, I’ll be right back.” With that, Craig left to find paper and pen.


A little while later, he was back with all of his sins written down. He approached the priest from the curtained side. Unfortunately, there was already a penitent there.


“Father,” he called, “I’m ready.”


“Craig, You have to get back in line,” came the reply.


Disappointed, Craig got back in line. It still moved very slowly. Finally, though, he was able to get to the confessional. He knelt down. “I’m here,” he said solemnly.


“Okay, now tell me your sins.” The priest suddenly noticed a piece of paper flutter down to the ground by his foot. He picked it up and read it. It was the list of Craig’s sins! “Normally,” he started, “you have to say your sins, but since you’re new at this, I’ll just read them.” After this, he gave him absolution, and Craig left, filled with the Holy Spirit.


Father Kevin breathed a sigh of relief.


Craig returned to his campsite, happy and praising God. Christine was there, and this gave the couple a good chance to talk.


“Guess what?” Craig started. “I just went to Confession. Now all of my sins are forgiven.”


“Really? That’s interesting,” replied Christine, absorbed in a book and not really paying attention to her husband.


“Yes, I’m turning over a new leaf. From now on, I no longer live, but God lives in me!”


Christine was impressed. “That was very deep!”


“Thank you, I thought of it myself.”


“So,” she continued hopefully, “does this mean that you are going to give up your former lifestyle of thievery?”


Craig remained upbeat, but he shook his head. “Nope, I can’t give up my former lifestyle. It’s all I know. I would not be able to survive in the ‘regular’ work world.”


Christine was incredulous. “How can you be a Christian if you don’t make some major changes? Isn’t it the Christians who say, ‘What would Jesus do?’ In this case, what would Jesus do?”


Craig was quick in replying, “Oh, dear, someday I hope that you will understand. But as for Jesus, I’m sure he would side with me.”


Christine was skeptical, so she decided to talk to Father Kevin to sort it out.


She waited to talk to the priest until after he had finished hearing confessions. It was getting late in the afternoon, around four-thirty, when Father Kevin finally finished. When he was done, he went over to a bench overlooking the soccer field to watch the game going on. While he was there, Christine approached him.


“Father, can I ask you a question?” she said to him.


Father Kevin smiled his warm smile. The holy priest was a medium-sized man in his middle thirties, with dark hair and glasses to accent his serene features. He had been ordained only for a short time before being appointed chaplain of the Apostolate. He has served in the position ever since. “Certainly,” he said, inviting her to sit down.


She did so. “You heard my husband’s confession, right?”


Father Kevin was unsure of who her husband was, but he was embarrassed to say so, since he knew almost everyone that came to Catholic Family Land. “Oh, you’re the wife of Gregory Richards, right?”


Christine looked appalled. “No, I don’t even know who Gregory Richards is.”


Father Kevin looked at her knowingly. “Then you must be the wife of Michael Shea. He’s such a nice fellow.”


“Yes, I know he is, but he’s not my husband.”


Father Kevin racked his brain for more faces. Before he could speak, however, Christine clued him in. “My husband is Craig Wrigley. Do you know him?”


Father Kevin leaned his lead back, and suddenly the name brought back traumatic memories. Well, actually not, but he did know of whom she spoke. “Yes, I do know him. I heard his first confession a few hours ago. Quite a well-meaning guy, that Craig. Terribly confused, though. I will have to teach him a few things about our Catholic faith.”


“Yes, well,” stuttered Christine, embarrassed. “I want to ask you: did Craig mention anything in his confession about stealing anything?”


Father Kevin was taken aback. “I can’t tell you anything that a penitent said to me in Confession! It’s against God’s law!” Upon reflection, though, he added, “Why do you ask?”


“Well, Craig has been, for the past ten or so years, a professional thief. I want him to quit his burglary job, and get a regular job. You know, for the kids’ sake. I’m worried that he might be caught.”


As you can imagine, Father Kevin was shocked. He stared at her with wide eyes for a moment, and then responded incredulously, “I’ll talk to him about it.” To himself, he mumbled, “A thief! I would never have imagined! He never mentioned it in Confession…wow, he seemed like such a nice guy.”


“I have another question to ask you, Father.”


“I’m listening,” he said, but his mind was still on the thievery issue.


“I want to become a Catholic. That miracle last night completely changed my mind about God and religion and all that stuff. God really does care about us! I think it’s high time I started caring about Him.”


“Okay, meet me under the pavilion after dinner tonight. Bring your husband. I will start to teach both of you about our Catholic heritage.”


“Thank you, Father.” With that, Christine stood up and walked away, leaving Father Kevin to ponder Craig’s occupation.


The priest decided to pay a visit to Craig immediately. The only thing was that Craig was in the swimming pool at the time. Father Kevin entered the pool area and walked to the deep end, where Craig was lounging.


“Craig, can I speak with you for a moment?”


Craig, always obedient to a priest, climbed out of the pool and grabbed his towel, sitting on a nearby lawn chair. “Yes, Father, what is it?” he said as he started to dry off.


“Do you know that it is a very bad sin if you don’t tell every sin in Confession.”


Craig opened his eyes widely, startled. “Oh, my goodness! I just remembered! I do have a sin that I forgot to Confess!” He took a deep breath and continued in a low voice. “I’m sorry, Father. A few days ago, I was stuck in traffic and I said some nasty things about the guy in the car in front of me.”


“No, no, no! That’s not a bad sin; everyone does that! It’s only wrong to withhold a seriously wrong sin, like adultery, murder, or…” He paused for effect and said in a emphatic voice, “stealing.”


Craig thought for a moment. “No, I haven’t done any of those things.”


“Are you sure?”


“Don’t you think I would know if I murdered someone?”


The priest saw he was getting nowhere. “All right, thank you, I’ll see you later.” With that he exited the pool area.


Once he was gone, Craig said, exasperated, “And he called me out of the pool just for that?”


That evening at dinner, Cathy was in a slightly better mood. She sat down with her siblings to partake of the repast gratefully. Just when she didn’t want to see them, Michael, Steven, Casey, and Joseph all showed up and sat down at the table.


“Michael, Steven, I owe you an apology,” Cathy said. “I acted badly this morning, and I am sorry.”


“That’s okay,” Michael replied. “We shouldn’t have made you argue with us about believing in God.”


“Hey, speaking of believing in God,” Joseph started, “what do you think the best thing about being a Catholic is?”


“The Eucharist,” Casey said.


“Liturgical music,” added Steve. Everyone groaned.


“Catholic Family Land!” chimed Michael.


“No, you’re all wrong,” Joseph finished. “The number one best thing about being Catholic is being able to annoy Jehovah’s Witnesses.”


Everyone laughed, but Joseph was not finished.


“Hey, it’s true! Two weeks ago these two old ladies came to my house. They knocked on my door and when I opened, one of them said, ‘Hi! We’re Jehovah’s Witnesses! We’re here to convert you!’”


Everyone started laughing harder.


“So I let them in, and they got nice and comfy on my couches. I was all alone, but I was ready to fight them tooth and nail. So I started the argument, ‘Hey, ladies, would you like some alcoholic beverages? I’ve got beer, wine, rum, gin, and maybe a bloody Mary, I’ll have to look.’ Of course, they were horrified, being all dry and everything. One of them said to me, ‘Young man, you should not be drinking wine. Alcohol is the work of the devil.’ ‘Oh,’ I replied, ‘is that why Jesus drank wine?’ They were speechless. Man, that was so funny!”


Everyone was starting to fall off their chairs with laughter.


“So then we started talking about God. When I pointed out Peter’s papal primacy in the bible, I swear, both of them turned beet red in anger! ‘Don’t even get me started on the Eucharist,’ I told them, ‘Or else I might end up converting you.’ They eventually got so mad and flustered that they stormed out of the house, not even saying goodbye to me.”


By this time, the whole table was in a riot by the way Joseph told the story.


“So that’s why,” he concluded, “The best thing about being Catholic is being politically incorrect. Well, maybe it’s not the best thing, but it’s certainly a nice perk.”


 A day came and went. It was now Tuesday evening, right after dinner. Joseph and Jimmy were at the waterslide, which was not running and appeared to be dry.


“Try it,” Jimmy encouraged him.


“No way. You try it first.”


“I already tried it on Saturday! You try it. Trust me, it’s fun.”


Grudgingly, Joseph sat down on the vinyl slide. “All right, I’ll go down, but are you sure it’s dry at the bottom?”


“Sure,” Jimmy replied. “It’s just a pile of leaves.”


“Okay,” Joe said. “Here goes nothing.”


Before he had moved very far, Jimmy called out, “Wait!” and Joseph stopped. “You need to take off your shoes, so you don’t scratch up the slide.”


Joseph took off his shoes. “I also need to make the sign of the Cross.” He blessed himself.


“What for?”


“Just in case I die, I want God to know I love Him.” With that, he pushed himself off and started hurtling down the slide. From the top, Jimmy could see him go over the first bump, then the second. Right after the second bump, however, Jimmy could hear Joseph scream, “Nooooooooo!” The missile couldn’t stop himself, though. With a loud splash, Joseph hit the water, with all of his clothes still on.


Jimmy started to laugh and walk away. He could hear the soaking wet Joseph shout from the bottom of the slide, “Jimmy! I’ll get you for this!” Jimmy continued to laugh, though, and walked away.


The next morning was Wednesday. The Turner family attended Mass along with everyone else. After Mass, the kids hung out for a short time before going to their work assignments.


Carl spied Casey across the way in the bookstore, and fighting the throng that clogged the passageways, made his way over to her. “Hi, Casey,” greeted Carl. “What is your work assignment?”


“Me? Oh, I help out watching the little kids.”


“Yikes! That must be tough.”


“Not really. I have three younger brothers and one younger sister, so I’m used to their rambunctious ness.”


Carl wanted to ask her something deep and philosophical, but he refrained and stuck to the small talk. “So, um, how about those White Sox?”


Casey laughed. “What?”


“Oh, never mind. Just making conversation.”


“And failing miserably,” she jested. “What is it that you want to ask me?”


“Why do you think I want to ask you something?”


“Because I’ve never seen you so nervous.”


“But you’ve only known me for a few days.”


“Yeah,” Casey conceded, “That’s true, but I know that you’re a laid back kind of guy.”


There was a pause as Carl gained courage. “Do you want to…”


“Go out with me?”


“No, no, not at all. I was going to say, do you want to meditate with me sometime?”


Casey laughed an embarrassed laugh. “Sure, of course, but on one condition. I want you to join the Catholic Church.”


Carl looked at her with a dreamy look in his eyes. “Sure, I’d love to,” he said smoothly.


“Great! I’ll meet you tomorrow morning before Mass, in the chapel. Okay?”


“Sure.”


“Goodbye!” With that, she walked away.


Carl didn’t see Jimmy come up behind him. “Love makes a guy do weird things, huh?”


Carl wheeled around. “Did you hear our whole conversation?”


“No, just the part about you joining the Catholic Church.”


“Yeah,” he looked into the distance. “Love does make a guy do weird things.”


That evening, Cathy went to the Destiny Generation Gathering, which she had done every night that week. Tonight, however, she noticed that something was amiss. The set was dark. No one was manning the cameras, musical instruments, or the soundboard. One solitary light shone on Greg and Natalie, who were sitting on the stage, chatting with each other. The tone inside the Inn was one of hushed reverence, as if something sacred was about to take place.


After taking her usual seat surrounded by her friends, she turned to Casey and asked her, “What is happening tonight? Why is it so somber in here?”


To which Casey replied, with uncharacteristic gravity, “Tonight we will have an intensely spiritual evening. We say the Rosary, go to Confession, and have Eucharistic Adoration all night long.”


‘Sounds boring,’ Cathy thought, but she was wise not to verbalize it.


All of a sudden, Greg stood up and picked up a dormant microphone on the desk. “All right, settle down. Tonight we have something special for you all: an opportunity for you to really get to know Christ more intimately. Take advantage of this time, because this is a time where the Lord will pour out many graces for your soul, if you are open to receive them.”


He then led the throng of teenagers out of the Inn and into Saint Joseph’s Auditorium, where they assembled in a circle, with each person having a candle in front of them. They proceeded to pray a Living Rosary. If you’ve never heard of a Living Rosary, don’t worry, most people haven’t. The Living Rosary is exactly the same as the regular Rosary, except each person lights their candle from the candle next to them, when it is their turn to say a “Hail Mary” or a “Glory Be”.


Cathy thought that this was interesting, but dull, since she didn’t really understand the mysteries of the rosary. She failed to reap the benefits of this powerful prayer.


After the Rosary had been said, Greg announced that Confession was available for those who wanted to take advantage of the Sacrament. Again, Cathy did not bother to do so.


Then, everyone was led back into the Inn, where the desk had been converted to an altar, and a monstrance with the Sacred Host rested upon it. Everyone returned to their seats, but kneeling, participated in their own silent prayers.


Cathy looked at some of the scenery for a while. She admired the monstrance, and the incense that was wafting through the air, and the darkness.


Darkness, in fact, was what she was feeling. All throughout the week, she had experienced what seemed like a dark cloud hanging over her. Maybe it was guilt, or perhaps it was a realization of her error of being an atheist. Whatever the cause, she wanted it to be gone.


She stared even harder at the Host. Maybe it is God, she thought. But if it is, how could I ever talk to Him? And what difference would He make on my life? There’s only one way to find out.


Cathy seemed to lose touch with reality, focusing only on the white Host in the golden monstrance. The people around her, the soft background music, and even the incense faded from her knowledge. She almost wondered if she could say it.


“Lord, I believe!” she whispered.


Almost as soon as those words escaped her mouth, she was shocked at how the phrase sounded, making congruent sense of everything else in creation. Her soul was flooded with grace, and she said those words again.


“Lord, I believe! Help my unbelief!”


All of a sudden, she felt that a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. She had said it. Now everyone, including Cathy, could be happy. She had professed her belief in God, the King of the Universe and Lord of her life.


She spent the rest of the time silently singing praise to the ever-wonderful God. When the evening was over, she said nothing of her experience to anyone else.


The next morning, a heavy fog blanketed the hillside of Catholic Family Land. Carl arrived at the chapel quite early, and he quickly retreated to the vestibule to search for something.


“Aha! I have found it,” he cried. What he had found was the incense for use in the chapel. He found a lighter, too, and set quickly to work filling up the chapel with smoke.


The fog had lifted by the time Casey made her way to the chapel. She stepped inside and was immediately confused by what she, um, didn’t see. The incense hung in the air like thick smoke, and the building, being air-conditioned, had no natural ventilation. She could not even see Carl, who was standing seven feet in front of her.


“How do you like it? Kind of sets the tone, doesn’t it?” Carl asked gleefully.


Casey started to cough. “Carl,” she said between hacks, “I can’t see you. This is maybe a little too much incense.”


“Oh, you won’t even notice it once you’re enraptured.” He suddenly emerged from the smoke. “Ready to begin?”


Her coughing had subsided, so she replied, “Yes.”


“Okay, then let’s sit on the ground and close our eyes.” They did so. “Now, think about the oneness of the universe.” They thought. “Are you feeling anything?”


“Dizzy.”


“That’s good. Now concentrate on you. Think about yourself, and how you are connected to the very essence of being.”


“Wait a second,” Casey interrupted, opening her eyes. “This sounds Buddhist. I’d rather think about how I am connected to God, Who is Being Himself.”


Carl opened his eyes as well. “I’ve never tried that, but we could.” With that thought in mind, the two started to meditate.


Meanwhile, Michael and Joseph were about to stop by the chapel for a visit to the Blessed Sacrament. They opened the doors wide and stepped into the foggy cloud of sweet-smelling gas.


“Woah, someone had an accident with the incense burner, dude,” commented Joseph. He started to walk forward, but he accidentally bumping in to Casey blocked his path. “Oh, excuse me,” he apologized, ducking beneath her to move forward.


Realizing what he just did, he called to Michael, “Did I just go under somebody?”


Michael shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I can’t see anything in here.”


“Wait a second. If I just went underneath someone, that means that he or she is…floating!” With that, both boys emitted a loud scream and started to run out of the chapel, frightened by the prospect of a floating person.


Luckily, or unluckily, Joseph didn’t get so far. He forgot to duck again, so he crashed into Casey, causing both of them to come falling to the ground. Coming out of his trance suddenly, Carl joined them by dropping to the floor with a thump. All four people ran out of the chapel together.


In the fresh air, Joseph got a good look at who these odd floating people were. “Casey! Carl! What were you two doing in there?”


Carl nonchalantly replied, “Meditating.”


“No, floating! That’s freaky!”


Carl and Casey started to walk away. “I don’t know why that’s so odd. People in Tibet meditate every day. It really is very relaxing. You should try it sometime!” Carl said, leaving Joseph and Michael quite speechless.


That morning, Michael had calmed down somewhat to be able to work again. In silence the work group tramped up the stairs to the sets, where they were almost finished cleaning and organizing the videos.


They all quickly got to work. Michael tried to ask Cathy as calmly as he could, “Guess whom I bumped into today? Or, I should I say, guess who Joseph Shea bumped into today?”


“Who?”


“Carl and Casey, in the chapel.”


“And this is unusual because…”


Michael stopped working and looked at her with a frantic look on his face. “Because they were four feet off the ground!”


“Oh, yeah,” Cathy replied, genuinely calm, “I heard that Carl was meditating about God. That sure beats meditating about the transcendental self, huh?”


Michael couldn’t believe his ears. “It does?”


“Sure, why not? God is real, and, no offense to Carl, the transcendental self isn’t.”


Michael was speechless. He didn’t want to press the issue of how she finally realized that God is real, so he kept his mouth shut.


Steve, meanwhile, had something of a completely different nature to say. “Guess who I bumped into this morning? Scott Bottle, world-famous apologist.”


Michael was incredulous. ‘Boy, I’ve gotten a lot of surprises this morning,’ he thought. To Steve, he said, “Really? He’s here?”


“Yes, I hear that he’s staying here overnight.”


Cathy then interjected, “I’ve heard of him. Isn’t he on EWTN?”


“You watch EWTN?” the boys asked in unison.


“No, we’ve just seen his show while we were channel-surfing. He seems to be a neat guy.”


“He’s extremely smart,” commented Michael. “If anyone has a question about the Catholic Faith, he is the man to ask.”


‘Hmmm,’ Cathy thought. ‘I think I’d better go talk to him this afternoon so he can answer my questions about the Faith.’


That afternoon, true to her word, Cathy sought out the world-famous television star and apologist, Scott Bottle. She was able to find him underneath the pavilion, writing something in a notebook.


“Mr. Bottle, may I speak with you?”


He sighed greatly. “Yes, you may. I was just writing my latest book, ‘How to Acquire the Virtue of Patience,’” he said impatiently in his snobby British accent.


“I have some questions about the Faith.”


“Go ahead.”


“First of all, how is it that God can give you grace?”


“Well,” he said without a moment’s hesitation, “Grace is a supernatural gift from God. We do not deserve it, although some less than others, but God gives it freely. We can ask for it when we pray, or do good works, or sacrifice something, but God is not required to give it to us.”


“Then why,” continued Cathy, “Does He give it to us?”


“He gives us grace so that we can be holy, and we can make other people holy,” he replied tartly.


“Then why,” continued Cathy again, “Would He give it to me?”


“Well, it is possible that a) Someone prayed for you, or b) You desired it enough, or c) God wanted to use you for the salvation of souls and to further His kingdom. Is that it?”


“Yes, I guess so,” she replied, meekly.


“Good. I’ve got better things to do, so I’ll see you around.” With that, he returned to his writings.


Cathy left him and returned to Michael and Steven, who were not too far off and watching the whole exchange, out of earshot.


“Boy, that guy is rude!” exclaimed Cathy to her friends.


Steven laughed. “I know. I said he knew everything about the Faith; I didn’t say that he put any of it into practice.”


“That guy thinks he’s so important,” added Michael. “He carries a card in his pocket that reads, ‘I am an important Catholic. In case of an emergency, please call the Archbishop.’” Steve and Cathy laughed, although Cathy did not understand the joke whatsoever.


“I’ve got an idea to put that stuffed-shirt into his place,” said Steve excitedly. “Let’s confuse him.”


“How do we do that? He’s just about as smart as the pope.”


Steve started walking over to the table where the apologist was sitting, and he was smiling confidently. “Just watch and see,” he said, and the other two followed him.


When all three arrived at the picnic table at which sat Mr. Bottle, he looked up and exclaimed, “You again!”


“I’ve got a question for you, Mr. Bottle, and this is a hard one.”


“Hah!” he scoffed. “I know more about the Faith than you ever wanted to know. Go ahead and ask me your question.”


“Okay,” replied Steve cautiously. “Here it is. Through the doctrine of Circumincession, the Father exists in the Son, and the Son in the Father. Then why do we say that the Son is begotten from the Father?”


“That’s an easy one,” he replied. “We say that because the Son is, although equal to the Father, not the same as the Father. Each person is complete and distinct and separate in their relationships to one another, it’s just that they are completely unified in that we cannot separate the Son from the Father.”


“Darn,” Steve mumbled under his breath. “Okay, try this one. Explain to me the Blessed Trinity.”


Mr. Bottle was silent for a while, lost in thought. Finally, he replied, “I can’t answer you that! No one is able to answer that question!”


“All right, answer me one more question. How do we get to Heaven?”


“By loving and serving God and our neighbor.”


“Right,” said Steve. “That also means that you should practice all virtues, like patience, moderation, and especially, humility.”


Mr. Bottle was hotly embarrassed, but Steve continued.


“All your knowledge won’t get you to Heaven. Only putting it into practice will. So, in effect, you’re quite far away from Heaven, huh?”


Mr. Bottle sputtered, and the three kids walked away, amused.


In another part of the world at this time (actually it was only about a hundred feet away), Joseph, Jimmy, Casey, and Carl were enjoying the cool relief of the swimming pool. It was a hot day, almost a hundred degrees, but the water was freezing cold. They had been having fun there for a few hours, when Casey finally got out and looked at her watch, which was sitting on the table staying dry.


“Hey, guys,” she called. “It’s almost dinner time.”


Jimmy splashed her. “Yeah, I think we should get out and get dried off. I’m starving.”


They all got out and wrapped a towel around themselves. “Boy, it’s freezing out of the water!” Joseph exclaimed, noticing the cool breeze that fluttered through the air. “I think I’m going to hit the showers before getting dressed.”


Everyone nodded in agreement, so they tramped to the bathhouse and went into the showers with his or her bathing suit on to warm up.


As the hot water started to pour onto Joseph, he thought gratefully, ‘Praise the Lord for hot water.’


As the hot water began to rush over the shivering Carl, he thought to himself, ‘Thank God for hot water!’


As the hot water came down upon Jimmy, he thought to himself, ‘Good. The water is hot.’


All of a sudden, Jimmy felt a splash coming from somewhere that was not the shower. He looked up to see a handful of water come cascading down onto him. “Hey!” he called jokingly. “Cut it out!”


“Oh, is that you?” came the reply, from Joseph in the shower next to him. “I meant to get Carl.” With that, he splashed some water in the opposite direction, nailing Carl in his shower.


“Hey!”


“Boy am I hungry,” said Joseph, changing the topic. “I wonder what is for dinner.”


“Man does not live on bread alone,” remarked Jimmy, “but on every word that comes from the mouth of God.”


There was a pause before Joseph replied, “Yes, but the Bible can’t take away my hunger. Only tacos can. Or pizza. Or spaghetti.”


“You know what, Joe?” Jimmy started, again changing the subject. “I liked this week. It’s too bad that it’s almost over.”


“So did I,” Joseph replied. “I like it every time that I come to Catholic Family Land.”


“It’s too bad that I can’t come here every year.”


“Why not?”


“Because I’m not Catholic!” he replied.


Joseph thought about this for a while. “Well, you could become Catholic, if you want.”


“Yeah,” added Carl. “I am. You should too!”


Without any hesitation, Jimmy replied, “Sure. I’ve learned a lot about your Faith this week, and I like what I have seen. It’s a really cool religion. I think its awesome that you can raise your hands when you pray!”


“I think it’s weird.”


“So do I,” added Carl.


“Carl,” Joseph pointed out, “You raise your whole body when you pray!”


Everyone laughed.


That evening, everyone in the Wrigley family, as well as Casey, Joseph, Michael, and Steve sat at two adjacent tables for dinner. After everyone had sat down, Craig spoke to Michelle.


“Michelle, did you know that your mother and I have decided to join the Catholic Church?”


Michelle nodded.


“And Cathy and Carl have told me that they want to join the Catholic Church, also?”


Michelle nodded again.


“Hey, what about me?” interjected Jimmy from the far end of one table. “I want to join, too?”


Craig smiled. “And Jimmy wants to join. We now extend the invitation to you. Would you like to join the Catholic Church?”


“Are you forcing me?”


Craig shook his head. “Not at all.”


“Remember, honey,” added Christine, “That joining a church is a big decision. You should take a lot of time and thought in…”


“Yes! Sure! You’ve convinced me.” Michelle shouted, ebulliently.


They waited for her to explain her reasoning.


“Well, you know that now, I would be a minority in my own family. I don’t like that. Hey, if it’s good for all of you, then it’s good for me, too. Also, I once was dead, but now I live through the power of God.”


Craig was amazed. “That’s a very good point.”


The next morning, everyone woke up early. The day was Friday, but more importantly, and sadly, it was the day that everyone was about to leave. Christine was extremely worried. What would her family do? Certainly she had to leave with the rest of the guests, but was it safe to go home? If not, where would they go?


Craig, on the other hand, was in an impeccable mood. He woke up early to get to the showers, since there was usually a line for them in the morning. The showers at Family Land had a door with a lock on the outside, a small inner room for dressing, and a curtain that separated the shower from the dressing room. Craig had just stepped into the shower when he heard a muffled ringing sound. He tried to ignore it at first, but suddenly, he realized what it was. He jumped out of the shower (leaving it still on), and reached into the pile of his dirty clothes, which he left in a heap in the dressing room. Pulling out his cell phone, which was still attached to his pants, he and answered the phone, saying, “Hello?”


“Hello, is this Agent Q?” a deep voice asked.


“Yes, this is Agent Q. Is this Agent Z?” Craig asked.


“Yes, this is Agent Z. I have called to tell you that the danger has passed, and it is safe to return to your home.”


Craig whooped for joy. “Great, and perfect timing too! I’m at this camp for Catholics, and today is the day that everyone has to leave. I’ve got a great story to tell you when I get home.”


“Glad you’re safe. Hey, what is that static in the background?”


“Oh, that’s not static. That’s the shower.”


Agent Z gasped. “You are in the shower?”


“Yes, so what? By the way, what happened to Agent Y? I’ve been worried about him.”


“Have no fear. Agent Y has escaped, and he is safe now.”


“That’s great news. Okay, I’ll talk to you when I get home. Goodbye.” With that, he hung up the phone and returned to his shower.


After he was finished with his shower, he was in an even better mood, if that’s possible. He returned to his campsite and got ready to go to Mass. First, though, he had a word with his wife.


“Honey, I’ve got great news,” he said to her while locked in an embrace with her. “We can go home now. Agent Z called me when I was in the shower and told me that the coast is clear. Our ordeal is finally finished!”


“Oh, praise the Lord!” exclaimed Christine, as if a weight had been lifted from her. “I’m so glad to hear that. I knew when I prayed last night that God would answer my plea, and He has. I am so happy for that.”


“Yeah, we’ll have to pack up after we return from Mass.” With that, he called for everyone. “Children! Time to go to Mass!” His kids, who had been over at the Shea’s camper, playing cards, came running. They all hopped into the car and drove to Saint Joseph’s Auditorium.


After the homily (which, by the way, Father Kevin always gives an excellent one), the holy priest came to the middle of the sanctuary and addressed the crowd.


“Here at Catholic Family Land, we try to encourage everyone to deepen their faith and their understanding, so that they may be better able to serve the Lord in the world, where it is often very hard to resist the temptations of the Devil. However, we are fortunate to have with us today, a family, which has inspired me tremendously by their perseverance in trying to find out what is the truth. When this family arrived here, none of its members were Catholic, but before they leave here, all of them will be baptized into the Faith of Our Fathers. So, I would now like to invite the Wrigley family to come forward.”


Proudly, Craig led his family out of the pew and to the sanctuary. Father Kevin accompanied them to a tall baptismal font, where he proceeded to baptize them all.


Joseph, sitting in his seat, looked like he was about to faint. Finally, he thought, this family has joined the Truth.


When it came time for Communion, the entire row that the Wrigleys were in stood up together and walked into the line. Joseph whispered to Cathy, “Now you can all go to Communion, and you shall never more be turned away.”


It was tearful, that afternoon. Michael, Steven, Casey, and Joseph were all at the Wrigley’s campsite, shaking hands, hugging, and saying their goodbyes to the family. Addresses, phone numbers, and e-mail addresses were exchanged among the group. Finally, though, the Wrigleys piled into their car, and started to drive away.


“I’ll never forget them,” said Casey, sadly.


“They were quite an inspiration, weren’t they?” added Michael.


The next morning was Saturday. The house was in a state of melancholy, still reeling from the spiritual, emotional, and physical high that they got from the great time they had during the past week. Everyone wandered around the house with no sense or purpose. Only Craig, who, after his conversion, was perennially happy. Today, however, although he was still joyful, he spent the morning looking at his watch, possibly expecting something to happen.


His countenance changed considerably at about ten o’clock. He became agitated, but in a good and excited sort of way.


Carl was reading a book in his room when he heard the doorbell ring. He raced downstairs and, seeing as he was the first one to the door, opened it. What he saw stunned him.


Two policemen stood at the door, decked out in full gear. They had badges on, a walkie-talkie clipped to their waist, and guns in their holsters. “Can we see your father?” one of them asked in a low voice.


Carl was speechless, and terrified. ‘Now he’s done it,’ he thought, ‘my dad has finally been found.’ “D-d-d-dad!” he called, fearfully. “The police are here to see you!”


Craig came up behind Carl, and the rest of the family listened anxiously, out of sight, to the conversation. When Craig saw the policemen, though, he smiled broadly. “Agent Y! Agent Z! How good to see you! Won’t you come in?”


The men smiled back. “Of course, Agent Q.” They came in and tramped to the living room, where they sat down on a sofa. The family followed them in.


“I must introduce my family. Family, this is Agent Y and Z. Gentlemen, this is my lovely wife Christine, and my children, Cathy, Carl, Jimmy, and Michelle.”


The family was too scared to speak.


Craig noticed this. “Christine, you look worried. What is the matter?”


“These men are here to arrest you!” she practically screamed.


Craig and the two agents started to laugh. “Whatever gave you that idea?” The husband asked.


“Because your main job is to steal things!”


Craig’s smile disappeared from his face. “Have a seat, honey, and kids. I think I need to explain something to you.” They sat. Craig took a deep breath and started the explanation.


“I am not a crook.”


“Heard that one before,” said Cathy sarcastically.


“No, no. I am not a thief. I never was, and I am not, and I never will be.”


The entire family gasped. One of the officers chimed in, “It’s true.”


“I am, instead, a spy for the CIA. I work completely undercover, mostly in espionage and smuggling cases. My job is to confiscate smuggled material. Once it’s here, though, I get to keep it. I know that sounds weird, but it’s the truth.”


“But then,” Christine asked, “Who were we running from?”


“There is a Mexican organization, kind of like a league of gangs, called the Dealers. They work in smuggling diamonds, jewels, and drugs into Chicago and other major cities in the country. I had found out about them and just arrested one of their leaders, Don Juan Kinquero. The gang, after they found out who arrested Don Juan, was out to get me. They wanted me dead. That’s whom we needed to run away from. The danger has passed, though, because a major portion of the gang has been arrested.”


“Is that,” asked Michelle, “where you got the diamonds?”


“Exactly. That’s where I got everything expensive. Once something is smuggled, we can’t return it, and we can’t sell it, so someone’s got to have it. The drugs are destroyed, and the majority of the other stuff is sold for charity, but I’ve got to get paid somehow. That’s why they give me some of the stuff to keep.”


Everyone was silent for a while.


“Look, I’m very sorry that I had to lie to my own family about my occupation. It’s just that, if anyone ever told anyone else, I could become a target, and I didn’t want to put my family in such risk. So you never have to worry about me being arrested. You just have to worry about me being killed.”


“Oh, that’s just great,” chimed Christine sadly.


“We must trust in the Lord, Christine,” Craig corrected. “He will protect me.”


“Everything he has said is true,” verified Agent Y or Z (no one is sure who is who). “It can be proven by anyone of the Chicago Police Force, or the CIA. Your husband Craig is an amazing man. He is quite a hero, protecting America like that. You should be proud.”


So ends our tale about truth and conversion. Craig went on to live a long life in the service of his country, and died a happy man at the age of 98. Christine lived until she was 88. Cathy grew up to be a housewife and the mother of thirteen children, which Jimmy still thinks is a lot. Carl followed in his father’s footsteps and eventually worked for the CIA, but in a desk job. He was happily married and had two kids. Jimmy became a priest. Michelle got a high-paying job at a computer corporation, but decided to leave it all behind and join the Apostolate for Family Consecration. Every year, the entire Wrigley family visited Catholic Family Land, and every year it was a wonderful and faith-filled experience. However, nothing in any of their lives could make them ever forget the experience that they had their first time at Catholic Family Land.

It was the Lord who converted the Wrigleys, with the help of Joseph Shea, Casey Kaufman, Michael and Steve Camden, Greg Becker, and Father Kevin Barrett. For this, let us praise the Lord forever and ever Amen. Give thanks to the Lord for He is good, His mercy endures forever.


Oh, and I promised to tell you how I know the Wrigleys. Well, I am Joseph Shea.

This book is based partly on fact and partly on fiction. There actually exists a place called Catholic Family Land, in Bloomingdale, Ohio, run by the Apostolate for Family Consecration. All of the descriptions of the place are accurate and true. Some people are real and some are not, but all are based on real people. Greg Becker, Father Kevin Barrett, the Conikers, Natalie, Anna, Erick Custodio, Bob, and Marjean are all real people involved in the running of Catholic Family Land.

Everyone else is based on someone else. The Wrigley family is based on the Turner family: Craig, Jimmy, Carl, and Cathy Turner are real people who live in Minnesota. Christine and Michelle are made-up names. Joseph Shea is actually a moniker for myself, Joseph Gill. Casey Kaufman is really K.C. Torgerson. Michael and Steven Camden are actually Michael and Steven Wathen. Scott Bottle is nobody, because I don’t know anyone pompous enough to fill the role.

The plot, by the way, is based on pure fiction. All of the Turners are very good Catholics and have always been so. No one in their family works for the CIA.

I would like to thank many people: God, for inspiring me, my parents, my siblings especially, for letting me use the computer, all the Turners, Ben Christensen and Dawson Hollenbeck, who I couldn’t put in this book, the Wathens, K.C., and everyone at CFL.

The inspiration for this book came the day after I returned from CFL, when I was umpiring a little league baseball game. July 2000-December 26, 2000.

Praised be Jesus Christ – Now and Forever!
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