
OF MASKS AND SHADOWS


To those who dared to look behind the curtain.

To those who paid the price of truth through silence, tears, or exile.

To every heart that seeks Christ above human structures

and is not afraid to walk in the light, even if it walks alone.

This book is for you.


























INTRODUCTION

A few words about myself, and why I chose to write this book.

I write not as an outsider, but as an active elder within the community of Jehovah’s Witnesses. For many years, I served faithfully-devoted, respectful, and deeply committed to the work of the Organization. This journey of inquiry did not be- gin from rebellion, nor was it born of disillusionment. It be- gan because I love the truth. And I have always believed that the God of the Scriptures-Jehovah Himself-has nothing to fear from sincere and honest examination.


The turning point came after certain internal abuses in my congregation, which I will not detail here. I prayed to God with all my heart and asked Him-directly and boldly-the most “audacious” prayer of my life:


“Jehovah, is this Organization truly yours? Are those who claim to be your channel really such? Or have we drifted from the spirit of the Scriptures?”


I didn’t expect an immediate answer-but it came. Not with a voice from heaven, but with an inner urging to return to the Source: the Holy Scriptures. I began reading the Sacred Texts again without the filters of publications or the interpretive framework of the Organization. And the more I read, the more I saw the gap. Christ’s message was one thing, the structure built around it quite another. The Gospel was one thing; the ecclesiastical machinery in which I had been raised was something else entirely.





I could have written a purely theological treatise, with scholarly accuracy and scriptural argumentation, deconstructing the non-biblical teachings of the Watchtower. And maybe I will one day. But I chose something else.

A wise academic once said:

“History is not learned; it is lived.”

That thought inspired me to tell a fictional story, though rooted in many true experiences, family memories, and events from four generations of Jehovah’s Witnesses. It is a novel-but not a fantasy. It is fiction with a core of truth. And who said truth cannot be conveyed through parables? Jesus spoke to the people in parables, because that was the only way they could understand:

“He did not speak to them without a parable” (Mark 4:34).


Following His example, I write this story to raise questions, stir consciences, and inspire investigation. I do not write to condemn individuals but to shine a light on a system that has lost its original light. My aim is not to destroy faith but to transform it-from faith in men to faith in Christ and His living Word.


This book has a dual structure:

On the one hand, it is a literary narrative of a woman living inside the Organization, who gradually uncovers truths that change her life.

On the other hand, it includes footnotes filled with theological, historical, and interpretive material, so the reader may explore further if desired.


At the end of the book, there is an Appendix with documentation, references, sources, and analyses that support all the theological matters raised in the narrative. This book may be read as a personal testimony through fiction, or as a tool for restoring biblical truth for the one who seeks it.

If this book helps even one Witness turn fully to Christ and reread the Scriptures without human filters, then I will have fulfilled my purpose.

With respect for every sincere seeker,

EUSEBIUS VERITAS





P.S This book was written by  a non- native English- speaking JW elder. Non-English-speaking Jehovah’s Witnesses often use slightly different “theocratic” terminology than their English-speaking brothers and sisters. Every effort has been made to reflect standard English JW expressions in the translation, though certain nuances may differ. We kindly ask for the reader’s understanding.














SOURCE USAGE STATEMENT


This work contains quotations, references, or critical evaluations of material published by the Watch Tower Bible and Tract Society as well as publications associated with Jehovah’s Witnesses. The use of such excerpts is made solely for the purposes of critique, theological analysis, commentary, and well-documented evaluation, in accordance with the provisions of fair use / fair dealing under both national and international legal frameworks. This work does not aim to commercially exploit these sources nor to reproduce them in a misleading or distorted way. On the contrary, all quotations are presented with accuracy, with respect for intellectual property, and with the intention of informing the reader within the context of free expression and the pursuit of truth. The writing of this work is done in a spirit of Christian responsibility, without hatred or personal attacks, but with the goal of enlightenment and sincere dialogue.



Copyright © 2025 by Eusebius Veritas

All rights reserved.


No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a re- trieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.



CHAPTER 1

                                       LOYALTY IN ACTION

The smell of wet cement and fresh sawdust? She barely noticed it anymore. It had become her natural scent. Rachel rolled up her sleeve, wiped the sweat off her forehead, and smiled at her husband, who was trying to level the ridge beam on the roof. The construction site had a festive atmosphere.

“Perfect, another one done!” Jonathan shouted. “Another piece for Jehovah’s glory!”

She wasn’t just proud of the outcome. She was proud of the “togetherness.”


That sense of being “on the front lines of the Organization,” as the circuit overseer[1]  used to say-that was it. Her mornings were spent at Bethel[2] , translating articles for the “Watchlight” and the “Truth Awake”[3], recording interview videos, editing new releases. Her afternoons? Hammers, nails, and volunteers. She had no clue about construction-and that didn’t matter. What mattered was giving everything she had to the Lord’s work. She didn’t want to hold anything back. Not a minute. With a bucket of mortar in hand, she paused.


A group of brothers were setting up the first seats and singing. The sound of one of the Organization’s religious songs-that old tune she knew by heart-echoed between the still-unfinished walls. She was moved. Satisfied. Truly happy.

Every time someone asked where she found so much energy, she smiled and said:

“Oh, it’s a privilege! What else would I do? Live for myself? There’s nothing better than serving Jehovah’s Organization and the brothers.”

A wave of sincere emotion washed over her- a quiet sense of being deeply fortunate and blessed to share this path with her husband, both of them fourth-generation Jehovah’s Witnesses. And as often happens, moments of fullness have a way of drawing you back to your roots.


She remembered the box she had found Saturday at her childhood home. Dust, history, old Society publications, “The Millennial Dawn”, “The Harp of God”, and a copy of “Daily Heavenly Manna” from 1913[4] .


 On the cover, in pencil:

“Albert W.”

 Let’s let her tell the story herself-

A TESTIMONY BY RACHEL N. W. HOPPER

I remembered my father saying:

“Sometimes, it’s not sound that awakens memories. It’s the dust. It’s the scent of old paper. It’s a box no one opened for years, yet patiently waited for its time.”


Our family home in Wilkesburg, Pennsylvania, had been empty for two years. One of those early 20th-century wooden houses, with windows that creaked in the wind and stairs that no longer knew the sound of children’s feet. My father died young; my mother later. And so great-grandpa Albert’s house, which had passed to us, remained only as a reminder. Of our “spiritual heritage,” as Uncle John called it. [5]



Something nudged me to go up to the attic that October afternoon, a fall oddly mild and melancholic, to finish my task-sorting what was worth sending to Bethel. I had so much to look through in that dusty room. The door creaked in the breeze, and every step on the old floorboards felt like breathing time itself. Boxes, blankets, an old child’s bike with a broken bell, grandma’s upright piano. And there, beneath a faded painting of the “Road to Emmaus,” a gray-green trunk.






I remembered it as “Albert’s chest.” I opened it carefully. As I did, it was as though so many voices cried out inside me! I could hear hymns with strange rhythms, faces I never knew speaking about “theocracy” [6]  and about “present truth”[7] ...

Suddenly, like a vision, I saw my great-grandfather in his youth - standing tall in a field outside Pittsburgh, white preaching hat tilted against the sun, handing   out   tracts   in   1913   that   read: “The end of all flesh has approached!” And wasn’t it true?


  CHAPTER 2

THE DUST OF MEMORY

I thought I should start organizing them right away. The better I sorted them, the less the brothers would have to trouble themselves with it. They have so much on their minds already-I shouldn’t add to their burden with my laziness!


The phrase kept ringing in my ears: “If it has anything from Brother Russell[8]  or old issues of The Watchlight, it’s a spiritual treasure!” - ...that’s what the person responsible for donations at Bethel’s Historical Archives had told me. And indeed, she was right- or so I thought then.


Near some bundles tied with string, I picked up a small blue bound book with barely readable letters: “Daily Heavenly Manna and Birthday Record” Birthdays? I froze. Then I laughed quickly-


“Ah, yes… back then they celebrated them. Or at least… hadn’t forbidden them yet!”[9]  I said unconsciously.


I opened to the first page- 


                                              July 5, 1913. 

There, in calligraphic letters, my great-grandfather Albert J. Whitmore had written:


“I was baptized into Christ – Pittsburgh – July 5, 1913” [10]


I was moved. I looked at other dates:

“Birth of Frank Freeman – November 11, 1920”... “Baptism of Ronald Keers – 1939”... “Birth of Keith Simons – 1905”... “Birthday of Ruth Hope – March 3, 1920.”


I knew them all. Most of these names adorned the pages of the Organization’s Yearbooks[11], and their experiences appeared in many issues of The Watchlight, either as biographies or individual acts of Christian zeal and devotion. And among them was my grandfather. All part of the “faithful remnant”[12]. I wondered if they were watching me from heaven as I uncovered their stories[13] .


Every object, every page spoke. And every voice within them said:

“We were something else before we became what you now believe.”


I sat on the floor with the stack before me. I kept reading. Among all, the old "Dawn Hymns" songbook, with leather cover and faded gold title.[14] I lifted it curiously, brushing away the dust softly with my sleeve.



“Old kingdom songs,[15]” I thought.


I had always loved those hymns - the ones I was raised with, sung in the Kingdom Hall long before the new songs ever came along. Often I remember my grandmother playing several hymns on her piano, without sheet music from the hymnbooks-she knew all the notes and words by heart. Only we younger ones didn’t know them because they were probably from her time.

Would I remember any of those I had heard?

“Let’s see…” I whispered. I opened it randomly and read the title of the first hymn that fell before me:

"More love to Thee, O Christ, More love to Thee![16] Hear Thou the prayer I make on bended knee; This is my earnest plea... "

I froze.


A prayer to Christ? But... weren’t we taught to pray only to Jehovah? Maybe it was a printing mistake. It had to be... I stopped abruptly.


“Wait… what am I thinking? Where is this even going?”I murmured. 'They simply took it from Christendom, that’s why the Organization later discarded it,” I justified inside myself.


“See, Babylon?[17] Even anointed Christians were influenced back then.”[18]



I glanced around-as if someone might be watching me through some hidden “theocratic” camera- and closed the songbook abruptly, a little tighter than necessary.


I opened it again, this time more consciously. Near the end, a page was folded and yellowed from use. At the top, in large letters:


“Take my life and may it be Lord, acceptable to   Thee...”[19]


“That must have been my grandfather’s favorite…” I whispered. And before I knew it, I found myself whispering it too. This time, without guilt.

The Whitmore family story began to be rewritten from the beginning.


 CHAPTER 3

“WORKS AND DAYS”

Time had passed, it was already evening. I sorted through what I could.

“Well, they'll let me know if they need anything,” I said reassuringly as I began to pack up.

And then!


A small book, like a little prayer book, which must have gotten stuck between two green-bound volumes of the "Watchlight"[20], fell to the floor.



“How many things had he collected?” I thought. I opened it-and what did I see! It was a small diary-let's call it that. I didn’t think I should hand it over-after all, it might contain personal family matters. It belonged to great-grandfather Albert, carefully kept, hidden among tomes of knowledge. Its pages were worn but still readable.



That brought me great joy! My great-grandfather had passed away- or rather “fallen asleep” as we used to say- long before I was born. This would be a wonderful chance to finally meet him through his writings, perhaps uncovering spiritual treasures hidden for decades in this little old book.



“I’ll get to see the theocratic history firsthand,” I thought to myself…



To my surprise, Grandpa began his narration by writing down the two lines from the final hymn I had found in the old Dawn hymnal:


“Take my life and may it be, Lord, acceptable to Thee...”

“It was Sunday, July 5th, 1913. What a beautiful assembly! Every talk lifted the soul to the Lord! Brother Alvin spoke from Romans chapter six, about the old self that must be buried and the new one that walks in newness of life. I couldn’t hold back my tears. When we sang hymn 277, at the third verse, I felt as if my life now truly belonged to God. As I looked at my beloved wife, I saw that she too was moved. ‘You know what we must do,’ she told me-her warm voice made the day even brighter. Down by the riverbank, a wooden platform had been set up. Brother Alvin continued, ‘my dear brethren,baptism is not an entry into any human organization, but an entrance into the mystical body of Christ-burial of the old man and resurrection of a new one, alive to the Lord.’”

We kept singing as we descended into the waters. Our dedication was burning with zeal -we did not hesitate before the chill of the river. The brother whispered, ‘I baptize you into Christ.’ And he immersed me. As I rose, the sun seemed brighter. All the brethren felt renewed by the grace of our Heavenly Father. Someone said, ‘Amen!’ and we all wept.”

Tears welled up in my eyes, so much so that I could no longer read. I felt the moment so intensely; as if I were watching my grandfather and grandmother enter those waters before me. I had never heard such a beautiful description from anyone attending one of our modern assemblies. Not even I had ever felt something like this.


When I wiped my tears away, I read something that shook me more than anything else, despite having been present at many baptisms of people I studied the Bible with. Albert had written in bold-

“I don’t know what the future holds. But today, I gave my life not to an organization, but to my Christ. If someday people betray this faith… may I never betray Him.”

Silence.


I held that little book in my hands, trembling. Great-grandfather. Albert. The pioneer[21]. The elder. An anointed Christian. He believed in a way we had never been taught. He believed not in church organizations, but in Jesus Christ. That truth stirred my curiosity deeply, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it.


Suddenly, my body instinctively moved into a defensive state. I thought, perhaps that’s just how the organization’s terminology was back then-it probably resembled other evangelical groups with similar beliefs. I calmed myself down. Suddenly, I paused, looking again at Albert’s writings.


“They even had the old Bible,[22]” I said again. “That was then, this is now... But still, did he really believe that some would ‘be- tray’ that faith?”


I kept pondering his words all that night. My husband, exhausted, wasn’t in the mood for much conversation. He always came home drained after those meetings with the other elders or the overseer. It’s not easy handling internal matters and the problems of the brothers. I chose to dive into my own thoughts and leave him be. I had no idea how deep this journey would take me. But something inside me had already begun to change.


 CHAPTER 4

THE CRACK

The heat spread over the construction site like a thick, invisible fabric. The smell of wood, silicone, and glue gave me a headache, but I didn’t show it. I carried planks, I set posts, I smiled at the brothers-everything as usual, no difference. Every screw, every sheet of metal, was a small sacrifice to God. Or so I believed for years.


Building a Kingdom Hall or Assembly Hall was always an honor. A labor of love. That’s what I had learned. That’s what I taught others[23]. And yet, that noon, in a moment I didn’t expect, something happened. A simple conversation- a few exchanged words that could have been lost in the noise of the tools. But not to me.


Two sisters, a little way off, were talking as they swept the walkway. They didn’t know I was listening -


“So Faith’s little one is finally getting baptized,” said one. “Ten years old...”



“Ten?” The other’s voice gleamed. “Bravo! It’s time for all the children to take their stand. To be baptized and begin their theocratic life [24]. The end is coming quickly; you saw the latest broadcast... Brother Explain said it clearly.”


The other hesitated a bit.


“I don’t know,” she answered more timidly. “I… I wouldn’t baptize my little one so early. I’m not sure they understand. Baptism is serious. It’s not just a goal or a date.”


At first I felt nothing. Perhaps a slight tightening, like a shadow. But I remained standing, still. My hands hung thick with dust, and for some reason I didn’t want to move them. Something cracked inside me for the first time, and that crack was gentle, almost polite, like the first drop on a glass surface. I stepped back behind the container, alone. I stood in the shade, and then a memory wrapped around me: the day of my own baptism.


Sixteen years old. Others said I was mature, serious, and good in the ministry. I gave comments in the “Watchlight” study, I did door-to-door ministry, I preached at school... But I knew. I wasn’t ready. I hadn’t yet felt Jehovah as a person. I had only felt Armageddon approaching.



In the year of salvation- 1975 [25]. Had it not been for God’s long-suffering mercy and undeserved kindness, I might have been born straight into the “new world.” Everyone expected it. So did my entire family. The talks at the assemblies, the articles and the whispered conversations-all pointed to it. Everything hinted that something was about to happen. And sixteen years later, I plunged into the water-more out of fear than love. Now, so many years later, I asked myself for the first time a question I never dared voice: 



“Was I baptized to be saved from the fire of judgment or to follow the One who called me with love? Who gets baptized today? A child? And exactly what are they dedicating to God? And if Armageddon never came? Would anyone be baptized out of love for God and His Son?” 






My great-grandfather, Albert… he was so different. I remember his words: that he first met Jesus Christ and then got baptized. That he felt no pressure-only attraction. No one fright- ened him. And even then, in his time, they too expected Armageddon [26]. No one preached to him that if he didn’t get baptized, he’d be lost or that he was a disobedient “goat!”



And me? Then I believed there was only one option: either you get baptized, or you burn. Either in, or out. Either saved, or destroyed. Either sheep or goat [27]. But that…that is not love. It is control. It’s fear. It’s coercion.  For the first time I wondered:



“Could it be that the baptism we promote isn’t dedication to God, but integration into a religious organization?”[28]



I was still holding the cloth in my hands. White, but now grey with dust. I didn’t let it go. I looked at it and thought: “Perhaps I need to first cleanse my eyes? To reexamine from the beginning everything I’ve accepted as given?” I had no answers. But for the first time… I wanted to search. Maybe true baptism begins where fear ends.



CHAPTER 5 

“SOMETHING CHANGED…”

I came home exhausted. A light rain had started, as if the sky itself shared my mood. Jonathan was off again, busy with elder committees and other things that demand much-far more than it seems on the surface. It's true, he's entangled in many things and lately, he doesn’t talk much.


I thought about putting on the Organization’s religious broadcast[29], but I turned it off before even two minutes had passed. A brother was speaking with confidence, with enthusiasm about new refinements[30], and construction projects. Despite his effort, I felt for the first time that his words didn’t touch me. I turned it off. I didn’t want more videos, more copy-paste experiences. I wanted to read. To understand.



I sat on the couch, turned on a small light and stared into space. But my mind had already wandered off. In the past days, I couldn’t stop thinking about baptism. How would God view a child getting baptized to Him, before having lived as an adult, before being tested, before understanding what a lifelong decision truly means? How can a minor be called a “disciple” of Christ just because he grew up hearing the same phrases over and over?



I thought how things must have been different back then, in Brother Russell’s time. Those early Bible Students… they gave the impression they truly tried to understand what God wanted, outside of organizations, outside of systems. I had read the official history book of the Witnesses- and yes, it seemed that early on, some felt the need for human structure. An “organization.” Maybe my grandfather had accepted it. Maybe he believed in it. I wasn’t sure anymore. For years, deep down, I had calmed my conscience saying:


“Since we are in Jehovah’s organization, baptism brings us into it. After all, God has always had an organized people.”


I used to think of it as something natural. “And what’s wrong,” I used to say, “if a child gets baptized early? Didn’t the Israelites get circumcised as infants? Wasn’t that how they became part of Jehovah’s people?”[31]


But now, something pierced me. Why should a child be pressured to take a vow that even I- as an adult- no longer feel I fully grasp? And why does everything seem so different from what I remember? Even in my own generation- back in the ’70s-there wasn’t such an obsession with quick baptisms. When did this start?


In recent years, everything began to change. New songs with modern rhythms, more “worldly” styles of dress, a relaxed tone. I think how years ago, we could never have imagined a convention with… dancing in the Kingdom Hall. And the videos… so many videos. A bombardment of images, emotions, easy examples. The clear, reasoned study was replaced by “productions.” And I fear baptism followed the same path. From a personal, spiritual decision… it became a scheduled, routine ritual.


Does God agree with all this? I couldn’t take the uncertainty any longer. I took Albert’s old journal. I had kept it at the family home; I never sent it to Bethel because I knew I didn’t want to part with it. I opened to the first page, where he had written in red ink:

“It was 1915…”

And then, for the first time in a long while… I read actual truth. No polish. No clichés. Words of a man who searched for God-not through organizational charts, but with tears, with faith, with a hunger for Christ. I closed the journal gently. I looked around me-my home, my bookshelf, my routine… and I kept reading:


“It was 1915. We gathered every Sunday at Brother Smith’s house. Twelve to fifteen people, thirsty for the truth. We had our Scriptures, and one volume of Brother Russell. There weren’t many elders overseeing us, just one brother who moderated the discussion. No appointed positions, just a single coordinator. Each one gave what they had, and everyone listened. We read the verses one by one. If someone had a question, we discussed it. We opened our Bibles, brought in related verses. We weren’t afraid to ask; we weren’t ashamed not to know. We were disciples, and Christ was our only Teacher. On Wednesdays we held a Meeting of Praise, Prayer and Testimony. We all prayed together-intensely, sometimes with tears. We didn’t watch the clock. We weren’t in a rush. We didn’t care what the ‘overseer’ or some ‘committee’ might say.”[32]



Baptism… oh, baptism and dedication![33] We had no time- lines. Some got baptized after a few months; others, like me, needed more time. But all of us had come to know the Lord. We all wanted to belong to Him. That’s what united us. We didn’t keep membership lists. No records. We didn’t even know who was ‘fully dedicated.’ The Church was heavenly. It wasn’t a human structure; it was the Body of Christ. And when you felt His Spirit inside you, you knew it-no human needed to confirm it. We had freedom. Freedom in the truth.”



I didn’t know what scared me more-the pages I was opening or the answers I was finding. Maybe because they weren’t the answers I wanted, but the ones I needed. Part of me wanted to return to the familiar noise of the Organization: the voices that knew “exactly” what to say, what to think, what to pray. But now, in the silence of my living room, only the clock could be heard-and that other voice. The one that had started speaking within me.


I read again the page from May 3rd, 1915. Grandpa… he was no longer just a picture on the wall or a name in my mother’s stories. He was real. He thought. He doubted. He believed. And all that without fear. I felt strange when I saw him write:


“We heard that Brother Russell said we don’t need an Organization with a capital ‘O.’ that every ‘class,’ every congregation is directly accountable to the Lord. We have no ‘governing bodies,’ no human committees defining doctrine. Christ is the Head; we are the body. Nothing more. Anyone claiming otherwise takes a role that isn’t theirs. We’re not a party; we’re a family.”[34]
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