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The easiest thing of all is to deceive one’s self; for what
a man wishes he generally believes to be true.

— Demosthenes, Olynthiaca



Prologue

JUST before dawn on a cool April day in 1989, a lone man climbed a hill a
few miles outside Kirtland, Ohio, a village of six thousand, located directly east
of Cleveland. As the morning sunshine began to filter through the branches of
the apple and maple trees that towered over him, the man dropped to one knee
and began to pray.

“What is thy will?” Jeffrey Don Lundgren asked out loud. “Give me a sign.
Tell me what to do.”

Lundgren stared upward into the morning light. He didn’t move, didn’t speak.
For several minutes he waited, and then he nodded his head.

“I understand,” he said, addressing a vision that only he could see. “Thy will
be done.”

It was misty on the night of April 17. There was no moon. The only light
outside the farmhouse that Lundgren rented came from the neglected barn out
back. It was a New England-style barn, painted red. It smelled inside of hay,
rabbits, chickens, oil dripping from an abandoned car. An extension cord snaked
across the floor leading into a little room at the rear of the barn. The cord had
been tacked up the wall of the room and stretched out into the center of the
ceiling. A single, naked bulb dangled down, illuminating a hole in the room’s
dirt floor. The hole had been carefully dug and was precisely six and a half feet
wide and seven feet seven inches long. It was four feet deep. Underground water
had seeped into it, turning the bottom into two-inch-deep mud. The water gave
the brown clay walls of the pit a sheen that glistened in the overhead light.

Just before 7:30 P.M., two men could be heard talking as they walked from
the Lundgren farmhouse toward the barn. One of them cried out as soon as they
stepped through a door into the barn.

“Ouch! What are you doing? This isn’t necessary. Goddamnit!”

The fifty-thousand-volt electric charge emitted by the handheld stun gun was
supposed to immobilize a man for several seconds, possibly even knock him
unconscious. But when it was jabbed into Dennis Avery’s side by the man
walking beside him, it neither immobilized Avery nor knocked him down. It
only stung and made him mad.



“Goddamn it!” Avery yelled when the gun was jabbed once again to his neck.
“This isn’t necessary!”

Four men had been hiding in the barn and when it became apparent that the
stun gun wasn’t working, they jumped out and grabbed Avery, forcing him down
onto the floor. Avery didn’t fight. He was in poor physical shape, with a
watermelon belly. Even his friends regarded the forty-nine-year-old Avery as
weak. His attackers, mostly men in their late twenties, were all in excellent
physical condition. Within seconds, Avery’s mouth, feet, and hands had been
bound with gray two-inch-wide duct tape. His eyes, however, had not been
covered. Jeffrey Lundgren had given specific instructions about Avery’s eyes. “I
want him to see who is administering justice,” Lundgren had explained to his
followers. “I want to look him eye to eye when I break his heart.”

As he was carried from the front of the barn back into the lighted room,
Avery’s eyes flashed with anger. It was as if he were trying to communicate:
“As soon as I’m loose, you are going to pay for doing this to me!” But the two
men carrying him weren’t afraid. They gently slid Avery down into the pit in the
floor. He fell clumsily onto his side in the mud. Without speaking, the two men
dashed toward the door.

The lone light bulb served as a spotlight over the pit, casting shadows into the
room’s corners. As Avery’s eyes adjusted to the brightness, Jeffrey Lundgren
stepped forward out of the darkness. He held a .45-caliber, stainless steel,
semiautomatic pistol in his right hand.

Avery managed to pull himself up so that he was sitting on his knees now.
Lundgren raised his pistol. He would later recall with complete clarity void of all
emotions what his thoughts were at that moment as he looked down on the
bound man who had considered him to be his “very best friend.” Lundgren was
thinking about verses from the Old Testament book of Isaiah, chapter 30.

Woe to the rebellious children, saith the Lord, that take counsel, but
not of me.... You are a rebellious people, you lying children, you
children who will not hear the law of the Lord.’

Lundgren’s right hand tightened on the .45. “I had told Dennis Avery what
would happen if he continued to sin, continued to deny the truth, continued to
reject my teachings, but he continued to choose darkness rather than light and he
had no one to blame but himself for leading himself and his family into this pit
of damnation.”



He slowly squeezed the trigger.

The first hollow-pointed slug smacked Avery’s torso and knocked him
sideways; the second round hit so quickly that it almost went in the same hole
even though his body was recoiling. Avery’s taped face hit the muddy bottom of
the pit with a loud smack.

Iniquity shall be to you as a branch ready to fall, and you shall
break it-you shall not spare the wicked.

It was another verse from Isaiah.

“All right, everybody, come look at this, come see what death is,” Jeffrey
called to the others. The five men who had subdued Avery came into the room
and gathered around the hole. Lundgren had warned them earlier that God would
someday demand each of them to “slay the wicked.” They would be forced to
kill dozens, possibly more.

Lundgren examined the face of each man. He was still holding his .45 pistol.
The men seemed terrified, yet mesmerized by the body in the pit. He knew that
most of them had doubted him, doubted that he would actually go through with
it.

“Okay, bring in the next one,” he said. He had tasted death and was eager to
continue.

Lundgren’s plan was simple. Dennis Avery’s wife, Cheryl, forty-two, would
be the next to be put into the pit and executed. While Dennis was being
murdered, Cheryl and her three daughters were sitting in the Lundgren
farmhouse less than fifty yards away, visiting with the wives of the men in the
barn. She would be lured from the farmhouse by one of Lundgren’s accomplices,
who would tell her that Dennis needed help in the barn sorting through some
personal belongings stored there. Once inside the barn, she would be over-
powered by Lundgren’s followers and bound with duct tape. Her husband had no
idea that he had been sentenced to death by Lundgren, nor would Cheryl. After
Lundgren executed her, the Averys’ daughters—Trina, fifteen, Rebecca,
thirteen, and Karen, six—would be brought into the barn and put into the pit one
at a time, the oldest first. Not only would their hands, feet, and mouths be bound,
but their eyes would be covered with duct tape. The scriptures, Lundgren had
explained, only required that the man of the family be allowed to see his
executioner.



As Jeffrey waited for his followers to bring Cheryl into the barn, he glanced
down into the pit. Blood was soaking into the back of Avery’s plaid wool shirt.
There was no sign of life. Killing him had been easy. The pistol in Jeffrey’s hand
felt good. Jeffrey decided that he had been smart to choose the .45 automatic. He
had considered using a shotgun, but had rejected the idea because of the noise.
Someone driving past the farm might have heard the blast and been curious. The
cracking sound of a handgun was more crisp. He had considered using a .357
Magnum or a .9 millimeter, but was afraid that neither was powerful enough.
Lundgren had read stories about police officers who had shot criminals three or
more times with rounds from a .357 and still not killed them. There was no
reason to prolong the Averys’ pain. Of course, the .45 had certain disadvantages.
Little Karen Avery only weighed thirty-six pounds and shooting her with the big
handgun seemed a bit extreme. Only a few nights earlier, Lundgren had gone to
the Averys’ house for dinner and had bounced Karen on his knee. While she
giggled at the excitement of being tossed up and down, he had wondered if he
should use a smaller caliber pistol to kill her. But Lundgren had eventually
settled on the .45 on the assumption that it would be better to use too much
rather than too little firepower.

Lundgren could hear voices from outside the barn now. Cheryl Avery was
being brought into the trap. Another scripture came to him: Revelation, chapter
6, the opening of the seven mystical seals that signal the second coming of Jesus
Christ, Judgment Day, the beginning of the Millennium, the end of the world. He
thought about verses 2 through 8, passages that describe the Four Horsemen of
the Apocalypse.

And when he had opened the second seal, I heard the second beast
say, Come and see. . . .

Cheryl was in the barn now. Lundgren could hear the sound of duct tape
being ripped from its spool. It was only seconds before she would be brought to
him. He stepped back into the shadows with his .45 automatic.

. .. and there went out another horse that was red; and power was
given to him that sat thereon to take peace from the earth, that they
should kill one another . . .



PART ONE
Con Man

If there arise among you a prophet, or a dreamer of
dreams . . .

Deuteronomy 13:1



Chapter 1

ALICE Elizabeth Keehler was eighteen when she met Jeffrey Don Lundgren.
She was a senior in high school. He was a freshman at Central Missouri State
University in Warrensburg, Missouri, about forty miles southeast of
Independence. Alice had caught a ride to the campus with the youth minister
from her church in Odessa, a farming town north of the school. Usually her
parents, Ralph and Donna, didn’t let Alice go out of town without a chaperon,
but they figured she was safe with the pastor, and Alice was intent on using the
college library. She was writing her senior English term paper about the origins
of the Book of Mormon and the public library in Odessa had only a few books
on the Mormon religion and its founder, Joseph Smith, Jr. Alice was a member
of the Reorganized Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, a branch of
Mormonism, and she wanted to make certain that her paper was thoroughly
documented. Most of the “Gentiles” in her English class would scoff at her
beliefs. She considered Joseph Smith, Jr., a prophet, was convinced that God had
spoken directly to him, and believed, as all good Mormons did, that the Book of
Mormon was as important as, if not more important than, the Old and New
Testaments in the Bible. That was why Alice had to use the college library. If
her paper swayed just one of her classmates, then all the ridicule would be worth
it. Alice loved her God and she was confident that He loved her.

On this particular Friday night in the spring of 1969, Alice finished at the
library earlier than expected so she walked across campus to a former two-story
house that had been converted by the RLDS Church into a student union. Alice
immediately spotted an older girl from Odessa who offered to introduce her to
the other students. The only boy Alice would later remember was Jeffrey. “He
was dressed in a neatly pressed white short-sleeve shirt with tiny thin blue-and-
yellow pinstripes,” she gushed to her best friend later back in Odessa. “His shirt
matched his blue corduroy slacks. He was also wearing brown penny loafers and
no socks! Can you believe it. He wasn’t wearing any socks!”

Although they had talked for only a few minutes, Alice was smitten. “Jeffrey
was like no other man I had ever met,” she said. Neither of them made any effort
to keep in touch after that chance meeting. Alice returned home, graduated, and
spent a week at a church-run summer camp. But she didn’t forget Jeffrey. One of
the other girls there had just finished her freshman year at CMSU and she had



gone out on a date with Jeffrey. Alice quizzed her about him. “He tried to get me
drunk and take advantage of me,” the girl confided. Alice was horrified. She
couldn’t believe that the friendly boy she had met would be so pushy.

During evening vespers at the camp, Alice decided to ask God whom she
would eventually marry. Alice had been taught that a woman’s role was to serve
her husband and raise a family. What would her husband be like? she asked, as
she prayed silently with the other campers perched on a split-log bench around a
bonfire. After several minutes of silence, one of the adult counselors stood up
and began to prophesy. One by one, the counselor called out each camper’s
name. He was being moved “by the spirit” to give them a message from God.
This was a common practice in the RLDS Church and Alice believed that
whatever the counselor said was from the Lord.

“Unto my sister Alice,” the man proclaimed, “thus saith the spirit. I have seen
your tears and I have heard your prayers and I will never leave you comfortless.
I will direct your path and I will hold your life in the palm of my hand for there I
have engraven you.”

While others might have thought the prophecy obscure, Alice understood.
She felt God was telling her not to worry about her future husband. “God was
going to direct me to him!”

On the final day of camp, the group held a Sunday morning testimonial
service. Because it was raining, they met in the dining hall and one of the
RLDS’s most revered patriarchs spoke. “We were told that the fellowship we
had enjoyed that week had been acceptable in God’s sight and that it was
pleasing unto Him,” Alice said. “The patriarch said that our generation was the
one that would see the establishment of God’s kingdom here on earth and that
many of us would be instruments in His hands in the bringing forth of His
kingdom in these latter days.”

And then the speaker had looked directly at Alice, picking her out of the
group for no apparent reason. He called her by name and said that God had given
him a message for her.

“And unto you, my daughter Alice,” he said, “thus saith the Lord. You shall
have the answer to your prayers. You shall marry a companion whom I have
prepared to bring forth my kingdom and he shall be great in the eyes of these
people and shall do much good unto the children of men, for I have prepared him
to bring forth a marvelous work and wonder.”



Alice hadn’t told anyone about her prayers. Yet the patriarch had known
exactly what she had asked God. She began to cry. “God had chosen me,” she
said, “lowly me, to help bring about His kingdom on earth.”

A few weeks after summer camp ended, Alice was asleep in her bedroom at
night when she felt something pressing down on her. She was being crushed by
what she would later describe as “an evil presence.” Alice couldn’t raise her
arms, lift her legs, or roll off the bed. She was paralyzed, and as she lay there
terrified, the weight of the evil presence began to increase until she felt as if she
were about to be crushed by Satan himself. In a panic, Alice began to pray and
when she called out Christ’s name, the evil spirit was jerked off her as if a hand
had reached down and grabbed Satan by the neck and pulled him away.

No one doubted Alice when she described her experience the next Sunday at
the RLDS church in Odessa. Many in the congregation had shared similar
supernatural experiences during testimonials at church. If anything, Alice’s story
was a comforting confirmation that Jesus Christ protected those who called for
His help. After the church service, Alice was congratulated by members for
giving such an inspirational and moving testimonial. She was clearly someone
special and destined to do great things in the church.

When Alice enrolled at Central Missouri State University that fall as a
freshman, one of the first boys she bumped into was Jeffrey. He was playing
cards with his best friend, Keith Johnson, at the RLDS student union. Alice
knew Keith from various church events and when he saw her, Keith waved her
over and began introducing her to everyone.

“We’ve already met,” Alice beamed when Jeffrey was introduced.

Years later, after Jeffrey had formed his cult in Kirtland, he would often
reminisce about the first time he met Alice. “From the instant that I first saw
her,” he would say, “I knew she was my wife.” It was as if he had always known
her, as if they had been together before, he would say, as if they had always been
together since the beginning of time. It was an enchanting story. It was also a lie.

When Alice looked up at Jeffrey on that fall day in 1969, she realized that he
didn’t remember anything about their first meeting a few months earlier.

“We met last spring,” she said. “You weren’t wearing any socks.”

Jeffrey glanced down. He wasn’t wearing any now either. They laughed.



Keith invited Alice to play cards. He and Jeffrey let her win every hand.
Afterward, they asked Alice if she wanted to go with them to a nearby ice cream
parlor.

En route, Keith said: “Jeffrey wants to ask you out but he’s too shy.”

Jeffrey turned bright red. Alice laughed. Keith explained that he was having a
picnic at his parents’ farm that weekend. He already had a date, but Jeffrey
didn’t.

“Would you like to go?” Jeffrey finally asked.

“How many other couples are going?” she replied, recalling what she had
heard during the summer about Jeffrey’s bold conduct on dates.

“Eight or nine,” Keith volunteered.
“Okay,” Alice replied. “T’ll go if there’s a group.”

As it turned out, all of the other couples except for Keith and his date dropped
out. But Alice went anyway and she had a wonderful time with Jeffrey. At dusk,
Keith and Jeffrey built a fire in a dry creek bed and spread out blankets to sit on.
After a few moments, Keith and his date went for a walk. Jeffrey moved closer
to Alice. Nervous, she began talking fast. What tumbled out was a jumbled
version of her life story. When she finished, Alice pelted Jeffrey with questions
about his past. He was more guarded, but Alice was so persistent that he ended
up telling her much more than he intended. He liked her.

As the fire crackled, Alice and Jeffrey discovered that they had come from
much different backgrounds. Alice’s family was poor. Jeffrey’s was well off.
Alice had low self-esteem. Jeffrey was arrogant. Yet psychologists would later
testify that they had one common bond. They were desperately searching for
someone who would love them.

Born in Independence on January 21, 1951, Alice was the oldest of four
children. Her parents had both moved to Independence because of the RLDS
Church’s belief that it is where Jesus Christ will return and build Zion, a perfect
city of peace and beauty. Ralph Keehler had met Donna at an RLDS church
service shortly after World War II. They married in 1947 and he went to work as
a welder. She stayed at home and raised four children.

For the first thirteen years of her life, what Alice wanted she generally got.
New dresses, shoes, spending money—it wasn’t that Ralph earned a huge salary.



He didn’t. But both parents put their children’s desires first. If there wasn’t
enough money, Ralph and Donna would scrimp to get it. “Alice was very, very,
very spoiled as a youngster,” Donna recalled later. “All my kids were. I wanted
them that way really. You see, I wanted them to have all the things that I never
had, so if they wanted something, we generally did whatever we could to get it
for them.” Donna had been the youngest of eight children. Ralph was number
eight in a line of nine.

One day in 1964, Ralph felt a pain in his right leg. By nighttime, he had lost
all feeling in it. The next day, doctors diagnosed him as having multiple
sclerosis. It was difficult for him to walk. He was put on disability. Donna, who
had never finished high school, was forced to go to work. She was hired as a
cook at an all-night cafe and worked from seven P.M. until seven A.M., leaving
Alice to run the home. “It was very difficult for Alice to understand,” her mother
said. “When she wanted a new dress, I’d tell her, ‘I’m sorry, honey, but we can’t
do that anymore. We can’t afford it.” And that made her angry. I think she felt
cheated.”

Alice’s role as a surrogate parent often put her at odds with her sisters, Susan
and Terri, ages eleven and seven, and brother, Charles, age two. She was the nag
who demanded that her sisters pick up their clothes, make their beds, do their
homework. Susan and Terri were best friends and rough-and-tough tomboys.
Alice was, in the words of her younger siblings, picky and prissy. Her escape
from the family was the church. “I think the thing that I loved most about church
was that they truly welcomed me there,” she later told a psychologist. “I was
loved and accepted and I didn’t always feel loved and accepted at home. I felt
alone and insecure.”

Alice had officially become a “latter day saint” at age five in Independence
when she was baptized .by Carlos Kroesen who, in the close-knit world of the
Mormon church, happened to be Jeffrey Lundgren’s uncle. But it was as a
teenager that Alice really became engulfed in religion. She rarely missed a
service, participated in every youth activity, and developed a chilling certainty to
her beliefs. While others might doubt Joseph Smith, Jr.’s unconventional claims
and teachings, Alice didn’t.

“Alice always wanted to be the center of attention,” her sister Susan Keehler
Yates said later. “She loved being in the spotlight, and at church, she was on
center stage.” Alice was particularly revered after she told the congregation



about her experiences at summer camp and her bedroom bout with the devil. But
at home, her sisters and brother viewed Alice’s claims with skepticism. “Alice
lives in her own little fantasy world and always has,” brother Charles Keehler
said later. “When we were growing up, she had her own room and she would go
in there and fantasize about this and that.” Alice was always looking for some
knight in shining armor to come carry her away, he said. Alice’s sister Susan
agreed. “I’m not certain Alice knows sometimes the difference between the truth
and lies. Alice has always been able to convince herself that whatever she wants
to believe is the truth and nothing else matters. She was that way about religion
and that way about her life.”

Jeffrey had grown up in the RLDS Church just like Alice, but no one had
ever prophesied over him and he had always questioned claims about visions and
prophecy. “I would sit there on Sundays and people would be in tears talking
about the Lord’s presence and His love and all these strange events that they
claimed had happened to them,” Jeffrey recalled, “and I would think that
something was wrong with me because I felt absolutely nothing and nothing had
happened to me like what they were describing. I was stone cold to all this
emotional drivel.”

Jeffrey went to church because it got him out of the house. The older of two
sons born to Donald and Lois Lundgren, Jeffrey came from a well-pedigreed
RLDS family. Lois’s parents, Alva and Maude Gadberry, had helped found two
RLDS congregations in Independence. Alva was a pastor at both. Maude ran the
Sunday-school programs. On the Lundgren side, it was Donald’s mother, Mabel,
who was the religious stalwart. She had converted from the Lutheran faith as a
young mother and had seen to it that her children rarely missed a service. Mabel
later taught Sunday school for thirty years at the Slover Park RLDS congregation
in Independence, one of the more prestigious in town. Everyone there called her
“Grandma Lundy.” Don and Lois had met at church. They married in 1948. Don
rose to the rank of elder, a high-ranking post in an RLDS congregation. On most
Sundays, he and Lois could be found sitting and holding hands in the sanctuary.

While Don and Lois were well known at Slover Park, they were not always
well liked. Don was considered too opinionated by some, while Lois was viewed
as being flashy. “In every church you have your show people who see if they can
dress better than anyone else,” a church member later explained. “You know the
type—if someone shows up in a fur coat one week, they have to have one the
next week. That was Lois Lundgren. Appearances were everything to her.”



Don had spent his early years in rural South Dakota, where he had learned to
hunt and fish, and, according to his younger sister, Mary Bennett, had earned a
reputation for being a “terror” and “bully.” By the time he had grown into
adulthood, Don was no longer a hellion, but he was still seen as “a tough guy,”
his brother-in-law George Gadberry said later. Don was a man’s man who spoke
his mind, stood his ground, and was prepared to back up what he believed. There
were two things, he often told other church members, about which he was
fanatical. Don had served in the navy and was an unabashed flag-waving patriot.
He also detested slackers. No one had ever given him anything, he was fond of
saying. He had earned his own way, had never welshed on a debt, and couldn’t
abide those who did.

Unlike the Keehlers, Don and Lois were well off financially. Don had started
as a construction worker but had been put in charge of a work crew that installed
microwave towers for the telephone company. He was a handsome man, well
built, self-assured, the leathery sort that cigarette companies liked to feature in
advertisements. By the early 1960s, Don was earning $100 per day when the
average salary in the nation was $100 per week. When George Gadberry got into
financial trouble operating a formalwear rental shop in Independence, it was
Donald who put up the $5,000 in cash to keep the store open. Eventually, he
bought out his brother-in- law, put Jeffrey to work there after school and on
weekends, and soon had it operating in the black. No one was surprised when
Don sold it for a tidy profit.

Jeffrey would later joke that the reason his father had to earn a good income
was because of his mother’s unabashed spending. Lois liked to collect things,
and her home was filled with so many knickknacks that it often reminded
visitors of a museum. During the first years of their marriage, Lois bought old
furniture in secondhand shops and refinished it with painstaking care. Later,
when she could afford it, Lois searched area antique stores and brought home
their finest pieces. Each room of the house looked as if it had been arranged to
be photographed for display in a magazine. As children, Jeffrey and his brother,
Corry, who was nearly six years younger, were permitted to sit on the living
room sofa only when guests visited. At all other times, they sat on a rug dropped
in front of the television.

As a young woman, Lois had chestnut hair, ivory skin, and a figure that other
girls envied. Even when she was a grandmother, she bleached her hair blond,
dressed immaculately, and had a youthful sparkle.



Jeffrey would later insist, however, that his mother was cold toward him.
“My parents were madly in love with each other, so much so that I don’t think
they had any love left over for me and my brother. I always had to fight for
affection and my parents’ love was always conditional,” he charged. “It was
always used as a reward and taken away as punishment when I was inadequate. I
loved playing sports, but there was also a lot of pressure. I was always onstage.
When the game ended, my parents would want to know how well had I done?
How many hits did I get? Had I embarrassed the family? They were completely
success orientated and worried constantly about how the Lundgrens looked in
the community.”

When Jeffrey played his first basketball game in sixth grade, he scored seven
of the team’s eleven points. After the game, his mother harangued him because
of the “plopping” noise that his feet had made when he ran up and down the
wooden floor. “She was so embarrassed that she made me practice running on
my toes in the kitchen while she watched so I’d learn how to run quietly.”

Jeffrey had only one close friend when he was young. Sarah Stotts lived just
down the street from the Lundgrens. They first met as toddlers in the church
nursery at Slover Park. By the time they were in high school, they had become
close friends. “We would talk on the phone a couple hours each day after school
about what was happening,” Sarah remembered. “It wasn’t a boyfriend-
girlfriend relationship. He just happened to be a boy and I happened to be a girl.
But for me, talking to Jeffrey was just like talking to one of my girlfriends. He
seemed to really understand me and he listened.”

Both felt awkward around others. “Jeff wasn’t popular and neither was I. We
were very quiet, but we both wanted to be part of the group at church so we’d
encourage each other. I’d say, ‘Okay, I'll play volleyball if you’ll play it,” and
he’d say, ‘I’ll try this if you will try this.”’

Sarah didn’t have a happy home life and she didn’t think he did either. “Jeff
never felt that he was good enough for his father. He didn’t think he could please
him.”

Jeffrey would later reiterate that same feeling of inadequacy to a
psychologist. “No matter what I did, I never felt I was man enough for him. I
always wanted an ‘I love you’ but what I got was male-on-male competition. We
would play burnout. I’d throw a hardball as hard as I could for him to catch and
he’d throw it back to me. I used to endure the pain when I was seven or eight



just because I wanted to be with him. I can still remember one of the best
moments in my life was when I was a freshman in high school and I had become
strong enough to hurt him when I threw the ball back.”

At William Chrisman High School in Independence, Jeffrey excelled as
shortstop on the baseball team. He lifted weights every day, and by his senior
year, he could throw a pitch close to one hundred miles per hour. But other
students considered him a geek. “Here was this guy who wanted to be liked and
was shy and afraid to participate, yet when he opened his mouth, he was a know-
it-all,” recalled a classmate. “You felt sorry for him until you started talking to
him and then you realized that he was arrogant. No one really liked him.”

Jeffrey didn’t have a date to the senior prom so he asked Sarah to go with
him. When she suggested that he invite someone he was interested in
romantically, Jeffrey appeared hurt. “I don’t like anyone but you,” he told her.

Jeffrey’s graduation picture in the 1968 high school yearbook stuck out.
Others boys in the class were shown wearing long hair, a few brandished peace
symbols, most were smiling, clearly eager to get on with their lives. And then
there was Jeffrey, his hair cut in a 1950s buzz, dressed in a crisp white shirt,
narrow tie, and jacket, completely out of step with his classmates. But it was the
expression on his face that caught the eye. His uncle George Gadberry would
later remember how one day when he was cleaning out a desk drawer, he had
come across several school pictures of Jeffrey that had been taken as the boy
moved up through the various grades. “Jeff was never smiling. He never seemed
very happy as a boy.” The photographs chronicled a boy who seemed to be
angry and bitter inside.

During their picnic at Keith Johnson’s farm, Jeffrey told Alice how he had
played shortstop in high school and briefly mentioned his parents. But the only
comment that she would later recall as odd was something Jeffrey said jokingly,
or at least it sounded as if he were kidding. “My mother is not going to like your
name,” he told Alice. “She’ll think it is much too plain.” Alice didn’t respond.
She was having too good a time. Despite what she had heard about him, Jeffrey
was a perfect gentleman. He didn’t even try to kiss her. After Keith and his date
returned, the four of them drove back to campus and Jeffrey escorted Alice to
the front stoop of the women’s dormitory. He politely asked if he could kiss her
good night. Alice nodded.

A few minutes later, Alice was upstairs in her room when she heard the



telephone ring in the hall outside her door. There was only one telephone on the
entire floor and Alice’s room was the closest to it. She hurried out to answer it,
figuring she would page whoever it was for. It was Jeffrey. He wanted to thank
her for spending the afternoon with him and he wanted to know what time she
was getting up in the morning.

“Why?” she asked, giggling.

“Because I want to be waiting outside to carry your books,” he replied.
“Oh, Jeffrey, you don’t have to do that,” she said.

“I plan to walk you to every one of your classes tomorrow,” he said firmly.

They chatted for a few minutes and then Alice went to bed. The next morning
when Alice stepped outside the dormitory, Jeffrey was waiting.

At the time, she thought it was simply wonderful.



Chapter 2

THE Mormon religion that Jeffrey and Alice learned as children was
peculiarly American and unlike any other sect. Its founder, Joseph Smith, Jr.,
claimed he had a vision in 1820 at the age of fifteen while living with his parents
on a farm near Palmyra, New York, about thirty miles east of Rochester. At the
time, western New York was on the verge of what later became known as the
Second Great Awakening—a religious revival marked by impassioned
conversions and sensational Elmer Gantry-style tent meetings. So many
Methodist circuit riders, itinerant Baptist preachers, and self-proclaimed
evangelists swarmed into western New York State that it was soon nicknamed
the “burned over” district because of the hellfire and brimstone preached there.
Amid this fervor, young Joseph was trying to decide, as he wrote later, “Who of
all these parties are right? Or, are they all wrong together?”

Smith’s questions were answered one day while he was praying alone in the
woods. A “pillar of light” fell down around him, he later said, and God and Jesus
Christ appeared. It was Christ who told him that the existing churches “were all
wrong” and “their creeds were an abomination in his sight.” Christ ordered
Smith not to join any denomination but to continue to pray for guidance.

Three years later, while Smith was saying his nightly prayers in his bedroom,
an angel named Moroni appeared. The angel said that fourteen hundred years
earlier, when he was still a mortal man, he had hidden a book made of golden
plates in a stone box about three miles from the Smith farm. The plates
contained the history of a band of ancient Hebrews who had traveled from
Jerusalem to the New World before the birth of Christ. These Hebrews had
settled in the Americas and were the forefathers of the Indians. Their history was
nothing less than a volume of holy scriptures that God now wanted brought forth
so that “the fullness of the everlasting Gospel” could be known.

Smith found the plates exactly where the angel had told him to look, but
Moroni wouldn’t let him take them from their hiding place. During the next
three years, Moroni steadfastly refused to surrender the plates, but on September
22, 1827, the angel relented. Along with the plates, Smith was given two
magical stones called the Urim and Thummim that were needed to translate the
ancient writings into English.



Smith wanted to translate the plates immediately, but he was broke, and by
this time he had a family to support. He contacted a wealthy farmer, Martin
Harris, and asked him for help. Harris was intrigued by Smith’s story about
Moroni, but when the farmer mentioned it to his wife, she suspected a scam and
demanded proof that the plates were genuine. Harris asked Smith to show him
the plates. Smith politely refused. Moroni had instructed him not to show them
to anyone, he explained, but he gave Harris a sheet of paper that contained
strange markings, which Smith said he had copied directly from the golden
plates. Harris gave Smith fifty dollars and rushed the paper to Charles Anthon, a
Columbia College classics scholar familiar with ancient writing. Anthon studied
the markings and pronounced them fake. A dejected Harris returned home,
where Smith was waiting with a ready explanation. Engraving the golden plates
had been such a tedious process that the ancient Hebrew prophet and historian
who had compiled the records had developed his own form of shorthand to save
time and space. Smith identified the author as Mormon, who happened to be
Moroni’s father. He said that Mormon had transcribed the golden plates in
“Reformed Egyptian,” a dialect that only Smith could read.

Harris agreed to help bankroll Smith’s venture and also offered to aid in
translating the plates. Exactly how this was done is unclear. One historical
account says that Smith placed the Urim and Thummim into his hat, buried his
face in the hat, and then, covered with a blanket, dictated to a scribe what he
saw. Other stories say that Smith wore the Urim and Thummim like eyeglasses,
held the plates in his lap and read them aloud to Harris from behind a screen.
Regardless, by 1830 the translation was finished. Smith called it the Book of
Mormon, and on March 26 a local Palmyra printer, Egbert Grandin, published
five thousand copies of it. The $3,000 printing bill was paid by Harris, who had
become such an ardent supporter of Smith that he mortgaged his farm to raise
the necessary cash. While Smith’s “Gold Bible” caused an immediate stir, it
didn’t sell well and Harris lost his farm.

From the moment it was published, the Book of Mormon came under attack.
Scholars pointed out that it described animals and plants in the New World that
didn’t exist in North and Central America until after Spanish and English
explorers arrived. Prophets, who lived decades before Jesus Christ was born,
were quoted talking about Christ’s death on the cross as if it had already
happened. The fact that Smith couldn’t produce the golden plates didn’t help his
credibility. The angel Moroni had reappeared, Smith said, and had taken them



back.

Smith’s local reputation also raised suspicions. Four years earlier, he had
been convicted in Chenango County, New York, of accepting money from a
farmer in return for finding buried treasure with a “peepstone,” a native crystal
much like those used by fortune-tellers. The court had declared Smith
“disorderly and an imposter.”

Not everyone, however, was skeptical. Written much like the Bible, the Book
of Mormon was filled with inspirational stories about religious heroes. It
contained detailed descriptions of military battles and a slew of commandments
that seemed to clarify statements by Jesus and others in the Bible. Most of all, it
promised those who believed in it a chance to reign over the earth with Jesus
Christ.

Smith taught that Christ was on the verge of returning to earth where he
would judge every man, woman, and child. Christ would then rule the earth with
a selected few for a period of one thousand years known as the Millennium.
Those who joined Smith’s church during these “last days” on earth were “the
saints of the latter days,” he said, and they would be the ones whom Christ
would choose to rule with Him over everyone else.

On April 6, 1830, Smith and six other men officially incorporated a new
religion, which they called the Church of Christ. At the time, Smith was only
twenty-four years old. He boldly declared that his new church was the “only true
church” in the world. A short time later, Smith renamed his church to emphasize
his teachings about the “latter days.” He called it the Church of Jesus Christ of
Latter-Day Saints. Anyone who didn’t accept the Book of Mormon was a
Gentile and was automatically doomed.

Besides offering his followers a new testament, Smith also taught that God
played an active role in the lives of his “saints.” Smith’s God hadn’t changed
much from the one described in the Old Testament. He still sent prophets to
direct his people through revelations and His spirit. Smith claimed that God had
chosen him to be His church’s first “prophet, seer, and revelator.”

Despite such grandiose claims, Smith’s church got off to a sluggish start in
New York. Few joined. But shortly after the Book of Mormon was published,
one of Smith’s converts delivered a copy to Sidney Rigdon, one of the most
influential preachers of the time. Rigdon would eventually fall from favor in
Mormon circles and be relegated to a footnote in the church’s archives, but he



was far more charismatic than Smith. The bushy-haired, bearded, barrel-chested
Rigdon could keep a congregation entranced for hours with his oratory. Even
hardened men had been known to burst into tears at his services. Rigdon had
already been a minister in two other denominations when he began reading
Smith’s new testament. Overnight, Rigdon was converted. Like Smith, Rigdon
believed that the Millennium was imminent. He also believed that only a prophet
who had been selected by God could have brought forth the Book of Mormon.

Rigdon lived in Kirtland, Ohio, and during his first thirty days as a Mormon
convert, he baptized one hundred twenty-seven people into the new religion.
Back in New York, Smith had attracted a following of less than half that
number. In December 1830, Rigdon rode his horse to New York to meet the self-
proclaimed prophet and tell him of the budding Mormon movement in Kirtland.
Smith was so thrilled by Rigdon’s success that he invited him to spend the night
in his home. The next morning, Smith said that God had spoken to him during
the night. Just as John the Baptist had prepared the way for Christ, God wanted
Rigdon to prepare the way for Smith. He announced that he and his family were
moving to Kirtland and he commanded all faithful Mormons to follow him there.

At the time, Kirtland boasted a population of 1,020, mostly former New
Englanders. It had a rooming house, two churches, and a mill. The richest citizen
was Newel K. Whitney, owner of the general store and one of Rigdon’s recent
Mormon converts. Smith immediately moved into the Whitneys’ home and lived
there until his followers built his family their own house. Once Smith was
settled, he said that God had commanded him to rewrite the Holy Bible. Over
time, it had been filled with errors because of sloppy translators and wicked
church leaders, he explained. God had told him to publish an “inspired” version
for the saints to use.

During the coming months, Rigdon and Smith recruited more and more
converts, eventually developing a following of five hundred in the Kirtland area.
Smith also began having almost daily revelations. Some dealt with minor events.
When Smith and Rigdon tipped over in a canoe and almost drowned in a river,
God revealed that He no longer wanted His prophet and Rigdon to travel on
water, unless it was on a man-made canal. Other revelations contained sweeping
theological announcements. One of the most important dealt with Zion. Smith
said that God wanted the Mormons to “gather” together and establish Zion, a
perfect community of love and trust where they would wait for Christ’s return.
Even though Kirtland had become the church’s stronghold, the prophet said that



God had designated Independence, Missouri, as the site of His “new Jerusalem.”
That was where Christ would eventually return.

On August 3, 1831, Smith, Rigdon, and other Mormon leaders held a
dedication service in Independence at the “center spot” where Zion was to be
built. Most of the land in Independence, however, was owned by Gentiles who
didn’t want anything to do with Smith or his religion. When Mormons began
moving to Missouri, the Gentiles there turned hostile. One night, a mob tarred
and feathered the Mormon bishop and forced other saints to flee at gunpoint.
Faced with growing hatred in Missouri, Smith decided that the saints could
remain in Kirtland a short while longer. He announced that God wanted His
saints to build a temple in Kirtland as a demonstration of their love and faith.

Construction of the “House of the Lord” began June 5, 1833, and it was
Rigdon who became the driving force behind it. Church historians would later
write that Rigdon had “wet the walls with his tears” by coming to the
construction site daily and offering emotional prayers there. Although the
fledgling church had little money, the Mormons managed to construct what then
was the tallest temple in Ohio. As a show of devotion, women donated their
finest china to the church. It was crushed and mixed with the exterior plaster so
that the walls would sparkle when hit by sunlight. At the dedication in 1836,
Rigdon gave a two-hour sermon. Smith spoke too, blessing the building. Some
of the saints at the service later claimed that an angel had appeared standing next
to Smith when he spoke. One week later, Smith announced that while he was
praying in the temple, Christ appeared, followed by Moses and Elijah.

Although the Mormons were prospering in Kirtland, they still were having
trouble in Independence. On February 24, 1834, a mob attacked Mormon
settlers. When word reached Kirtland, Smith made an angry declaration. God, he
said, had promised to one-day send a prophet to lead the saints against their
enemies and redeem Zion.

“I will raise up unto my people a man, who shall lead them like as Moses led
the children of Israel . ... “ Smith quoted God as saying.

There are conflicting stories about what happened next in Kirtland. The
official church version says that the cost of constructing the temple put the
Mormons heavily in debt. The completion of the temple also frightened Gentiles
who feared the Mormons were becoming too strong. Anti-Mormons called for a
boycott of the saints’ stores and Gentile bankers stopped making loans to



Mormon families. Smith responded by opening his own bank for Mormons,
called the Kirtland Safety Society Bank. The saints were told that God expected
them to exchange gold and silver for paper notes printed by the bank.
Unfortunately, the Mormon bank went belly up during a national bank panic in
1837 and Smith and Rigdon were forced to leave Kirtland when angry Gentiles
threatened legal action.

A less flattering account is told in the records at the Lake County deeds office
and in old county-court documents. According to these records, Smith began
buying large tracts of land, apparently in the hope that a railroad would run a line
over his property and make him rich. When Smith ran out of places to borrow
money, he opened the Mormon bank and used its deposits as if they were his
own. To ease any qualms that Mormons might have about exchanging gold and
silver for bank notes, Smith put several strongboxes filled with silver coins on
display in the bank lobby. It wasn’t until later, court records reveal, that Mormon
depositors learned the strongboxes had been filled with sand and only the top
layer had been made up of shiny fifty-cent pieces. When the bank went bust,
Smith and Rigdon fled town at night to avoid furious creditors.

Whatever version is true, Smith moved his church first to a Missouri
settlement that he called Far West, located just north of Independence, and then
later to Hancock County, Illinois, where he established his own town, which he
named Nauvoo. Once Smith and Rigdon left Ohio, Rigdon’s standing began to
slip. When Rigdon’s daughter accused Smith of locking her in a room and
demanding that she have sex with him because God had ordered it, Rigdon’s
relationship with Smith was ruptured even more.

Seven years after the two men fled Kirtland, Joseph Smith, Jr., and his
brother, Hyrum, were murdered by a mob in Carthage, Illinois. Their deaths left
the Mormon Church without a leader. Rigdon argued that he should be in
charge, but he no longer had enough clout to declare himself the new prophet.
He was excommunicated and returned to his native Pennsylvania, where he died
penniless.

The saint who stepped into Smith’s shoes was Brigham Young, a charismatic
and determined man who led the biggest bloc of Mormons on a difficult trek
westward to Salt Lake City, Utah. Not everyone followed Young, however. A
small faction of saints stayed behind in Independence, where they chose Smith’s
eldest son, Joseph Smith III, to head their church. Because he was only eleven at



the time, his mother, Emma, took control.

Over time, the Mormons in Utah grew into a worldwide church of seven
million members with tremendous wealth, power, and prestige. The saints who
stayed behind in Independence renamed themselves the Reorganized Church of
Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints [RLDS]. Unlike their better-known Utah
counterparts, the RLDS never attracted more than 250,000 members and its
members were so poor that until recently they couldn’t afford to build a temple
of their own in Independence.

Besides wealth and membership, the two Mormon sects differed in their
religious teachings. One point of contention was Smith’s 1834 declaration that
God would someday raise up a leader like Moses who would redeem Zion.
Many Utah saints felt that Brigham Young had fulfilled that prophecy. Young,
they argued, had successfully led the saints “out of bondage” in Missouri into the
“new promised land” of Utah where he had “redeemed Zion.” But such talk was
heresy to the saints in Missouri. They considered Young a false prophet. Zion
was supposed to be built in Independence—not Salt Lake City—they argued.

For many in the RLDS, the 1834 promise had never been fulfilled. They were
still waiting for God to send them a prophet. Alice was among those RLDS
members eagerly awaiting this new Moses, and in the fall of 1969, she was more
confident than ever that Smith’s 1834 revelation was about to come true. After
all, one of the church’s patriarchs had told her and the others during summer
camp that their generation would establish Zion and that could mean only one
thing. God was planning to raise up a prophet in her lifetime. The patriarch had
also revealed that Alice’s husband was going to help prepare the way for
Christ’s return. She had carefully memorized the patriarch’s words:

“You shall marry a companion whom I have prepared to bring forth
my kingdom and he shall be great in the eyes of these people and
shall do much good unto the children of men, for I have prepared
him to bring forth a marvelous work and wonder.”

After her first date with Jeffrey, Alice began to wonder: Could he be the man
whom God had chosen to be her husband? Was Jeffrey the one who would help
bring forth God’s kingdom?

The very thought made her tingle.



Chapter 3

A long-stemmed rose arrived every day during the first week. Jeffrey was
waiting outside the women’s dormitory each morning to carry Alice’s books. He
was there after every class. If Alice needed to go to the library, the school
cafeteria, the gymnasium, Jeffrey would escort her. Everything that he did
revolved around Alice. Even after Alice had gone into the dormitory at night, he
telephoned.

“What are you going to wear tomorrow?” he’d ask.
“I don’t know yet,” Alice would reply. “Haven’t decided.”

“I think you should wear that blue outfit,” he’d volunteer. “You look
beautiful in it.”

“Okay,” she’d say.

They’d talk for a while and then he’d tell her, “Say, you’d better get to sleep.
Go right to bed now.”

Alice would hang up the telephone, get her blue outfit ready to wear, and go
to bed. The next morning, he would be waiting outside and would compliment
her.

There was only one time that he upset her. He had suggested that she wear a
white blouse and black skirt the next morning, but she forgot and chose
something else. He didn’t speak to her when they walked together to her first
class.

“What’s wrong?” she asked later.

“I’m just disappointed,” he said. “I asked you to wear the blouse and skirt. I
thought you agreed.”

Once Alice was sitting in her freshman chemistry class when she felt as if
someone were staring at her. She glanced over at the door and spotted Jeffrey
watching her through a tiny window. Ten minutes later, she looked over again
and he was still there, just staring at her.

Alice loved the attention.

“He’s fascinating. He’s handsome. He’s athletic,” she confided to a



schoolmate. “He is everything that I have ever thought the perfect man should be
and he is crazy about me.”

One week after their first date, Jeffrey and Alice went on a hayride sponsored
by the RLDS-run student union. During the ride, Alice looked at Jeffrey and he
began to say something, but stopped.

“What’ya gonna do,” she asked teasingly, “ask me to marry ya?”

He continued to stare at her.

“Yes,” he replied solemnly. “I want you to be my wife.”

Alice smirked and then she realized that he was serious.

“If you promise to fall in love with me, I will,” she replied solemnly.
“I already am in love with you, Alice,” he said.

In 1969, women could get married at age eighteen without parental consent in
Missouri but men had to be twenty-one. Jeffrey was nineteen and he knew his
parents would not approve. They wanted him to finish college. He was worried
that Don and Lois were not going to like Alice. She was poor and had no status
within the church.

“We’ll have to figure out some way to get my parents’ permission,” he told
her.

Alice would later tell psychologists that as soon as she and Jeff agreed that
they were going to get married, he began to pressure her for sex. Despite her
religious training, she didn’t resist. Did it really matter? After all, they planned
to get married. “It was as if I had opened the floodgates,” Alice later confided to
a friend. “All Jeff ever wanted to do was have sex, sex, sex. It was so contrary to
my upbringing that I felt very ashamed. I felt dirty. But to him it was a sign that I
loved him. ‘If you love me, you’ll do this,” he said. And I wanted him to love

»

me.

When the Thanksgiving school break arrived, Jeffrey asked Alice to come to
Independence to meet his family. Alice was terrified. Jeffrey’s descriptions of
Don and Lois didn’t put her at ease.

“Don’t be surprised if my father makes faces at you during the meal,” Jeffrey
said as they pulled into the driveway at his parents’ home on Thanksgiving Day.

“What?” Alice replied.



“He’s been practicing making faces at you so he can do it during the meal.”
She thought he was joking.

“Alice, they don’t think you are good enough for me,” he said coldly. “They
think you want to marry me because of their money.”

Alice was about to cry. All during the meal, she stared at her plate. She was
afraid to look at Don because she thought he might make a face at her. She was
afraid to compliment Lois on her decorating skills because she might think all
Alice cared about was possessions. Don and Lois were both gracious during the
meal. They were friendly to her. But she was too scared to speak. Afterward, she
and Jeffrey went to see the movie Romeo and Juliet. Alice spent most of the time
in the ladies’ room throwing up.

Jeffrey got called into the Dean of Students’ office when college resumed. He
had spent so much time escorting Alice around campus that he had missed most
of his own classes. If he didn’t stop cutting class, he would be put on academic
suspension.

“You’d better tell Jeffrey to study for the final,” a friend told Alice. “You
know he’s never even been to class.”

Alice was shocked. She’d never asked him about his grades. When she
confronted him the next day, Jeffrey lied.

“I’m going to class,” he said. “It’s just that no one sees me.”

He told Alice that after he walked her to her classes, he would dash across
campus and slip into a seat in the back of his class. He’d leave a few minutes
early so he could meet Alice. “The reason no one sees me is because I slip in and
out so quietly.

“Besides,” Jeffrey added, “I’m majoring in Alice. It doesn’t matter if I go to
class.”

Jeffrey’s grades weren’t the only ones that had dropped. Alice’s began
slipping. There just wasn’t enough time during the day for her to study. Jeffrey
loved to play table tennis and he wanted Alice to watch him. He’d taught her
how to play too, and together they had won the school’s doubles championship,
although Alice joked that her major contribution was jumping out of Jeff’s way
when he charged for the Ping-Pong ball. She’d never met anyone as competitive
as Jeffrey, nor anyone who hated to lose as much as he did.



The semester passed quickly and it was soon time for the Christmas holidays.
Jeffrey failed every one of his classes. He was told that he couldn’t come back
for the spring semester. Alice panicked. She knew that Jeffrey was going to lose
his draft deferment. Even if he didn’t get called up right away, he would still
have to move back to Independence and live with his parents.

Alice telephoned her mother. “We’ve got to get married,” she said. “We can’t
wait.”

“If you truly love each other, then you’ll still love each other in a few years
after you finish college,” Donna insisted.

Alice wasn’t so certain. What she didn’t and couldn’t tell her mother was that
sex had become such a big part of her relationship with Jeffrey that she was
afraid he might break off their relationship if they spent time apart. “Sometimes I
think the only reason Jeff wants to be with me is because of sex,” she told a
friend. “I don’t know what he’d do if I ever told him no.” Alice returned to
Odessa at Christmas afraid that she might lose Jeffrey for good.

In Independence, Jeffrey telephoned Sarah Stotts over the holidays. She was
home from Graceland College, a small school in Lamoni, lowa, sponsored by
the RLDS Church. When Jeffrey dropped by Sarah’s house to visit, he was
surprised. “I had decided to change my image when I went away to Graceland,”
Sarah said. “No one there knew that I was shy and scared to death so I jumped
right in and decided to overcome my fears and it worked.” Sarah had turned into
an outgoing, self-confident woman.

After telling Jeffrey about Graceland, Sarah asked him what was happening
in his life. Jeffrey was quiet and then he told her that he wanted to ask her an
important question.

“I need to know if there is any chance at all of us getting together, you know,
romantically,” he asked.

“What?” Sarah replied.

“Is there a chance that we might end up getting together someday?” he said.
“You know, getting married.”

“I don’t think so,” said Sarah.

“Well, how about if you kiss me one time?” Jeffrey continued.



Sarah agreed, but when Jeffrey leaned over to kiss her, she burst out
laughing.

“I guess it wouldn’t work,” he said. “The reason I had to know was because if
I can’t have you, I guess I will marry someone else who is as close to you as
possible.”

Sarah stopped laughing. She hadn’t realized that he felt as strongly as he did
about her. More than two decades later, Sarah would still remember what Jeffrey
said that night.

“Jeff told me that Alice was pressuring him to get pregnant because she had a
bad home life and she wanted to get out of the house, you know, to get married. I
told Jeff that he really needed to be careful or he was going to get into something
that he didn’t need to get into and he said it didn’t matter.”

“What do you mean, it won’t matter?” she asked.

“If I can’t have you, I’ll marry Alice. But if you and Alice and I were all three
in a boat that was sinking and I could only save one of you, I would save you
first and if I had a chance, I'd go back and save Alice because I do love Alice,
but if it came down to choosing between you and Alice, I’d save you first.”

“Jeff,” Sarah said, “if you really feel that way, you shouldn’t be even talking
about getting married. You shouldn’t be rushing into this.”

Sarah would later recall that conversation with confusion and sorrow. “I
remember thinking that I had gone away to college and had changed. I had
overcome my insecurity. But I don’t think Jeff had ever gotten to the point
where he really believed in himself. I think he was looking for someone to love
him and tell him that he was worth loving.”

Jeffrey invited Alice to his house on Christmas Day, but she felt self-
conscious when she got there. She had brought gifts for the Lundgrens, but no
one had bought her anything. When she and Jeffrey had a chance to talk in
private, she asked if he had told his mom and dad that they wanted to get
married. He avoided answering her.

A few weeks after the spring semester started at CMSU, Jeffrey and Alice
drove to Odessa to talk to her parents. They had thought of a way to force Don
and Lois to give their consent. This is how Donna Keebler remembers what
happened. “We were sitting around the kitchen table when Alice and Jeffrey



asked us if we would tell Jeff’s parents that Alice was pregnant. I immediately
asked her if she was and Alice said no, but they wanted us to lie to Don and Lois
so they would have to agree to the marriage.”

“I’m not going to lie for you,” Donna told Jeffrey and Alice. “That’s no way
to start a marriage.”

A month later, Jeffrey and Alice returned to talk to Donna and Ralph. This
time, Alice said, no one was going to have to lie. Jeffrey called his parents from
the Keehlers’ kitchen and broke the news. Don and Lois were furious. Jeffrey
asked Donna and Ralph if they’d go with him and Alice to face his parents.

Don led everyone into the family room where he had lined up six chairs. He
and Lois had never met Ralph and Donna before.

“I have something to say,” he announced, and for the next several minutes, he
blistered Jeffrey. “My dad said I had embarrassed the entire family. That I had
ruined the Lundgren name. That he and mom were so embarrassed by what I had
done that they couldn’t show their faces at the Slover Park congregation. Then
he turned and looked at me and said, ‘It is a great sorrow to me that my first
grandchild has to be born a bastard.””

During the next few minutes, Lois and Donna argued. Lois claimed Alice had
trapped Jeffrey. “Lois called Alice a whore,” Donna recalled. Alice began to cry.
Donna fired back. This was no way for the Lundgrens to treat their future
daughter-in-law. Don jumped into the fray. Jeffrey didn’t have to marry Alice
just because she was pregnant. Jeffrey stomped out of the room. He packed a
few things and left with Alice and her parents.

The next day was Sunday and everyone cooled off. On Monday morning,
Jeffrey, Alice, and Donna drove to the Independence courthouse to get a
wedding license. Don and Lois had agreed to give their consent as long as
Jeffrey and Alice promised not to have a big church wedding.

Lois was waiting at the courthouse but she told Jeffrey that she wanted to talk
to him privately before they went inside. She led him to her car where his
grandparents, Alva and Maude Gadberry, were waiting. For several minutes,
Lois and the Gadberrys explained to Jeffrey all of the reasons why he didn’t
need to marry Alice. Jeffrey would later tell Alice that his mother had upped the
ante. “She offered to pay me off if I would denounce you and walk away.”

On May 5, 1970, Jeffrey and Alice were married at her RLDS church in



Odessa. Jeffrey didn’t tell his parents the time, date, or location because he was
afraid they might disrupt the ceremony. Just to make certain that none of the
Lundgrens showed up, Jeffrey had two of Alice’s relatives stand guard at the
front door. The church pews on the left side of the sanctuary, traditionally
reserved for the friends and relatives of the bride, were packed with guests. The
pews on the groom’s side were completely empty except for one person.
Jeffrey’s college pal, Keith Johnson, came to wish him well.

Jeffrey didn’t have enough money to rent a tuxedo. Donna and Ralph paid for
it and slipped him another six hundred dollars from their savings to pay for a
honeymoon. Jeffrey borrowed the Keehlers’ car and drove his new bride to
Arlington, Texas, where they checked into a hotel near the Six Flags Over Texas
amusement park. He had been there before with his parents and he figured Alice
would enjoy the rides. He had booked a room in the same hotel that he had
stayed in with his mom and dad. The morning after their wedding, Jeffrey and
Alice arrived at the park early. Jeffrey wanted to spend as much time as possible
on the rides. But when they got to the park, Alice’s stomach was upset. It was
morning sickness. Jeffrey took Alice back to their hotel, but he soon became
jittery. He had already paid for two all-day passes. There wasn’t much point in
their both being stuck in the hotel. He kissed her on the forehead and left for the
park. He would be back when it closed.

As soon as he shut the door to the room, Alice began to cry. She couldn’t
believe that Jeffrey had left her alone on their honeymoon. What had happened
to the obsessed college boy who had sent her a long-stemmed rose each day for a
week?



Chapter 4

MARRIAGE had seemed so simple when Jeffrey and Alice first fell in love.
But that was before Jeffrey flunked out of school and before Don and Lois
stopped paying for his room and board. When the newlyweds returned from their
honeymoon in May 1970, they had no car, no money, no jobs, and no place to
live. Donna Keehler came to the rescue. Jeffrey and Alice could live with her
and Ralph rent-free in Odessa until they could afford a place of their own.

Jeffrey knew he was going to be drafted. It was a terrible time to be inducted
into the army. By January 1970, some forty thousand Americans had already
been killed in Vietnam. Ten thousand of them had died during 1969 alone. And
even though Henry Kissinger had secretly begun negotiating an end to the war,
some of the most intense fighting still lay ahead. Jeffrey decided to enlist in the
navy under a delayed-entry program that didn’t require him to report until late
1970.

Donna had always said that no household was big enough for two families,
and between May and November, her axiom proved painfully accurate. What
bothered Donna was Jeffrey’s selfishness. He was fairly good at pitching in with
household chores, but he refused to share. Whenever Jeffrey earned a few dollars
doing odd jobs, he’d immediately spend it on himself without offering to chip in
for groceries, gasoline, or other costs at the Keehler house. Some nights, Jeffrey
would bring home a large pizza, but rather than sharing it, he would scurry into
his bedroom with Alice and shut the door so that they could eat in private.
Jeffrey’s between-meal snacking also irked the Keehlers. Three or four times a
week, he would buy a liter of Pepsi and frozen chocolate-chip cookie dough.
After taking a few sips of the Pepsi, he would cut off the top of the plastic bottle
and fill the container with ice, making it into a giant cup. He would drink the
entire liter as he ate the raw dough.

There were other problems too. Jeffrey would borrow Donna’s car at night so
he could take Alice on rides. Donna understood how the young couple might
want to get away. But when Donna got up early the next morning to leave for
work, she would always find her gas gauge registering empty. Jeffrey never
thought to fill the tank. He didn’t seem to care about anyone but himself.

When Jeffrey left on November 8 for navy training at San Diego, California,



only Alice was sorry to see him go. Their baby was due any day and she wanted
Jeffrey at the hospital with her. Three weeks after he left, Alice gave birth to
Damon Paul Lundgren. She called Jeffrey and told him they had a son. The
arrival of a baby at the Keehler household caused new friction between Alice
and her two sisters. “Alice always claimed that she was too tired to get up at
night, so Sue and I got out of bed and took care of Damon, got him a bottle or
whatever,” Terri remembered later. “My mom was working nights so she wasn’t
home and didn’t know we were doing all the work at night. We were gone to
school by the time she got home. We all found out later that Alice was telling
our mother that she had been the one who was up all night. She’d say she was
exhausted, and our mother would end up taking care of Damon all day long.
That was typical of Alice. She liked to get other people to do her work.”

Jeffrey wasn’t permitted to come home over the Christmas holidays. When he
finally got back to Odessa on February 13, 1971, he told Alice that he had two
big surprises for her. Alice had bought Jeffrey a mushy Valentine card and she
immediately suspected that he had bought her something special to celebrate
their first Valentine’s Day as a married couple.

“Okay!” she said, excitedly. “Tell me, tell me!”

“I’ve been studying the scriptures,” he announced. “Go ahead, say a verse; I
bet I can tell you where it’s located.”

Alice didn’t know what to say.
“C’mon, Alice,” he pushed. “Test me. Just name one.”

All Alice could think of was a well-known verse from the Book of Mormon.
Jeffrey beamed when he named its location.

“I wanted to impress her,” Jeffrey remembered years later. “The scriptures
were very precious to Alice and I wanted to show her how much I had learned.
At that time, she knew the scriptures much better than I did and she was always
harping about them, so I had decided to study them for her.”

Still expecting a Valentine present, Alice urged Jeffrey to tell her his second
surprise.

“My father has agreed to bless Damon. It’s all arranged.”

While in San Diego, Jeffrey had written to Don and Lois and asked his father
if he would perform a blessing, a major event in the Mormon Church. Jeffrey



hadn’t bothered to consult Alice or her parents. Instead, he and his parents had
chosen a time, date, and place for the ceremony.

“Is there anything else?” she asked. Jeffrey didn’t know what she meant.
Without uttering another word, she handed Jeffrey the Valentine card. He
opened it and blushed.

“Alice,” he stammered. “I was so busy, I didn’t have a chance to buy you
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one.

The next weekend, Jeffrey and Alice took Damon to Independence to meet
his grandparents. Don scooped up Damon in his arms. Lois wasn’t as friendly.
Neither of them acknowledged Alice. The afternoon went well as far as Jeffrey
was concerned, and Don and Lois asked them to stay for dinner. By the time it
was over, Jeffrey was telling his father all about the navy while Lois rocked
Damon.

“I was a non-person,” Alice complained on the ride back to Odessa. “I was
invisible, like I wasn’t even there. I never want to go back to their house again.”

Damon’s blessing was scheduled for the following Sunday at the Slover Park
congregation. The Keehlers drove to Independence with Jeffrey, Alice, and
Damon. It was a beautiful ceremony. Damon was carried to the front of the
sanctuary during the regular church service. Don held him and said a blessing.
He had spent hours preparing it and after he finished, some in the congregation
were wiping tears from their eyes.

Don and Lois invited friends to their house after church. Ralph and Donna
were noticeably absent. Alice reluctantly tagged along. When she arrived, her
mother-in-law was waiting. Lois threw her arms around Alice and gave her a
hug. All of the anger and hatred she had felt toward Alice had “melted away”
during Don’s blessing of Damon, she explained. Alice was no longer a ghost,
she was family. Lois began introducing Alice to her friends as her new
“daughter.” Jeffrey had to return to San Diego a few days later. Alice and
Damon moved to California with him.

Jeffrey was assigned to work as an electrical repairman on the USS Sperry, a
supply delivery and repair ship that serviced submarines. But it wasn’t scheduled
to leave San Diego harbor for several months so he was temporarily assigned to
work as a lifeguard at a base swimming pool. Nearly every day, Alice and
Damon would go to the pool with him. He and Alice would play badminton,



sunbathe, and gossip about how the wives of other sailors flirted with men at the
pool. “We both felt out of place in San Diego,” Jeffrey later said. “It was just too
wild for us. We weren’t ready for the California lifestyle.” A fellow
crewmember invited them to a party one night, but when they got there,
everyone was smoking marijuana. Jeffrey was afraid the police would arrive at
any second so he and Alice quickly excused themselves and hurried home.

Alice would later describe that summer as one of the happiest periods in her
marriage. Yet there were problems. Jeffrey earned less than $200 per month and
the monthly rent for their off-base apartment was $105. They could have lived in
military housing for less, but Jeffrey didn’t like having his co-workers as
neighbors. Even if they had spent their money frugally, they would have had a
tough time. But neither tried to budget or save. Jeffrey continued to snack on
Pepsi and cookie dough. Alice hated to cook, preferring to eat out. They both
called their parents at various times and asked for cash. Nearly every month,
they ran out of food. When that happened, Jeffrey would go over to the ship and
raid its galley. He’d smuggle some bread and sandwich fixings out to Alice, who
waited in the car.

Besides money, sex was becoming a problem. “Alice wasn’t warm sexually
after we got married,” Jeffrey later complained. “She felt guilty because she had
gotten pregnant before we were married. She started getting these migraine
headaches. I was very frustrated and I told her that she simply wasn’t satisfying
me.” Alice later blamed Jeffrey for their sexual problems. “Jeffrey was fixated
on sex. Sex, sex, sex. That was all he thought about, all he wanted to do. He’d do
it several times a day if I let him, and when we did it, he just wanted to satisfy
himself. He didn’t care about me and my feelings.”

In the spring of 1972, Jeffrey was transferred to the USS Shelton, a battle-
tested Korean War destroyer with a crew of 275 men and two twin five-inch
guns. On May 30, Jeffrey was told that the ship was going to Vietnam. He wrote
his parents and asked if Alice and Damon could live in Independence with them
while he was gone. They agreed. On June 13, Jeffrey kissed Alice and Damon
goodbye. Twenty-seven days later, the USS Shelton arrived off the coast of
Vietnam.

On board the ship, Jeffrey spent all of his free time reading the Book of
Mormon. Like the Bible, it was divided into books, rather than chapters, and he
studied all fifteen. He still wanted to know the scriptures better than Alice. One



verse that Jeffrey read while studying bothered him. Verse 65 in the Second
Book of Nephi said: “For the Spirit is the same, yesterday, today, and forever.”
Jeffrey was confident that he knew what it meant. God hadn’t changed since the
time of Moses. God was God. But if that was true and God hadn’t changed, then
why didn’t He still do all of the wonderful things that He had done in biblical
days? Specifically, why hadn’t He intervened in Jeffrey’s life? Alice had told
him about her experiences at the summer camp and how an evil presence had
tried to crush her in her bedroom. Jeffrey had never experienced any
supernatural event. He had prayed for some sort of sign, but there was none.

While Jeffrey wrestled with the spiritual, back in Independence, Alice was
learning about the secular. Lois was keeping her promise of accepting Alice as a
member of the Lundgren family. Like Professor Henry Higgins, she was
supervising a transformation. She taught Alice how to style her hair. She got
Alice to stop biting her fingernails, and when she did, Lois rewarded her with a
manicure. They went shopping together and Lois taught Alice how to select
outfits that complimented her figure, how to mix and match blouses and skirts so
they didn’t clash. Lois taught Alice about antiques and showed her how to
refinish furniture. She instructed her on etiquette, simple things really, such as
how to correctly set a table and host a party. In the kitchen, Lois showed Alice
how to cook meals that were more exotic than the meat and potatoes that she had
grown up eating.

While Lois kept busy with Alice, Don focused on Damon. They became
buddies. Each morning, the twenty-two-month-old would fuss unless he got to
eat his rice crispy cereal with his “paw-paw.” Jeffrey had told Alice that his
father was a cold and harsh taskmaster. But she saw none of that in the way Don
treated his grandson. If anything, he spoiled him.

On the clear and sunny Sunday morning of October 15, 1972, Jeffrey’s
scripture studies were interrupted by a loud boom. The USS Shelton was under
attack. Naval Intelligence had assured the destroyer’s captain that the island of
Hon Co, called Tiger Island by U.S. troops, was free of enemy artillery, but the
reports had been wrong. The first round fired by enemy artillery dropped short.
The second overshot the ship. Obviously, the North Vietnamese were sighting in
their weapon for the kill. But when the third round was fired, it dropped short
too. And then the firing ended. The ship’s captain described the brief attack in
the ship’s log as an “extremely close call.”



Four days later the destroyer was in the Gulf of Tonkin when enemy artillery
again began shooting. This time, the battle was much more fierce. For thirty
minutes, enemy guns exchanged fire with the USS Shelton and a nearby cruiser,
the USS Providence. The two U.S. ships fired more than 120 rounds at the
enemy. The North Vietnamese fired just as many back. Yet neither U.S. ship
was hit. While the destroyer’s crew joked about the enemy’s poor
marksmanship, Jeffrey began developing a different theory.

In mid-December, the destroyer again came under attack. The captain of the
USS Shelton would later report that more than 190 shots were fired at his ship.
None hit. Two days later, the destroyer was engaged in the biggest battle of its
history. More than seven hundred shots were fired at the USS Shelton by a
battery of shore guns. As Lundgren and other crewmembers manned their battle
stations, rounds peppered the water causing geyser-like eruptions. Despite the
repeated firing, not a single round hit the destroyer. “Many splashes within fifty
yards were observed,” the captain wrote in the ship’s log, “with one missing the
port bow by only twenty feet.” It was, the captain noted, a “miracle” that the
USS Shelton escaped the onslaught of enemy rounds.

That was exactly how Jeffrey felt. “The enemy had us. They fired shells over
us. They fired shells short. They had us locked on with radar. There was no way
they could miss. But they fired and fired and fired and they couldn’t hit us.
There was no reason for them to miss except for one reason. God made it
impossible for them to hit the ship.”

As the USS Shelton sailed out of the Gulf of Tonkin on December 22 and
made its way home, the crew celebrated its good luck. Jeffrey watched with a
knowing grin. None of his shipmates realized that the only reason they were
alive was because of him, he explained later. He had been the only saint aboard
the ship. A scripture popped into his mind. “For the Spirit is the same, yesterday,
today, and forever.”

“God had showed me a sign,” Jeffrey said. “He had protected the ship
because he didn’t want me to die in Vietnam.”

For the first time in his life, Jeffrey looked upon religion as something useful.
He also remembered what Alice had told him about the patriarch’s prediction.
Alice’s husband was going to do great things for the church. All the way home,
Jeffrey studied his scriptures.



Chapter 5

WHEN the USS Shelton returned to San Diego on January 13, 1973, Jeffrey
and the other crewmembers were awarded a slew of military decorations. Jeffrey
received three from the navy: the National Defense Service Medal, Vietnam
Service Medal with one Bronze Star, and the Combat Action Ribbon. The South
Vietnamese government issued him its Republic of Vietham Campaign Medal
and he received a special letter of commendation for the outstanding job that he
had done keeping electronic equipment aboard the ship in good working order.
His evaluations by his superiors showed Jeffrey was an above-average sailor,
skilled at his job and eager to please.

“I had an excellent time aboard that ship and if it weren’t for Alice, I would
have made the navy my career,” Jeffrey complained later. “I liked the lifestyle,
but the first thing that Alice said when I stepped off the ship and met her was
‘Promise me that you’ll never leave me again.” Those were her exact first words.
She was so insecure.”

Alice hadn’t had time to find an apartment in San Diego before Jeffrey
returned from Vietnam. They needed a place to stay while they looked. A friend
mentioned that Louise Stone lived in San Diego with her husband, Muril, whom
everyone called Sonny. He was a chief petty officer assigned to the United States
Marine Corps Recruit Depot just up the bay from the naval station where Jeffrey
was stationed. Louise had grown up attending the Slover Park congregation. Her
father, Damon Binger, had been the pastor. Because Louise was two years older
than Jeffrey, she had been friends with a different crowd at church, but she
recognized his voice when he called her.

“I was wondering if we could stay with you for a while?” Jeffrey asked. Even
though Louise hadn’t seen him in nine years, she agreed. It was common for
saints to open up their homes to other church members in need. Sonny didn’t
care either. “Sailors help out sailors,” he remarked.

During the week that Jeffrey, Alice, and Damon spent with Louise and
Sonny, the two women became lifelong friends. “There was a chemistry between
us,” Louise said later. “I think I know her better than any other person on earth.”

Sonny and Jeffrey got along too, but they were not close. There was
something about Jeffrey that Sonny didn’t like, although he couldn’t pinpoint



what it was that made him uneasy. After the Lundgrens found an apartment, they
still got together nearly every weekend with the Stones. Once or twice a week,
Alice and Louise would chat on the telephone, sometimes for hours.

Two months after the USS Shelton returned to port, the navy decommissioned
it and the destroyer was sold to the Taiwan government. Jeffrey was put in
charge of planning the farewell party for the crew. He asked Alice to help and
she got to show off everything that she had learned from Lois. Jeffrey and Alice
didn’t drink alcohol, but there was plenty of liquor at the party and several
crewmembers got drunk. At one point, an officer stopped at the table where
Jeffrey and Alice were sitting with several couples. Throwing one arm around
Alice’s shoulders, the officer broadcast in a slightly slurred, booming voice:
“Little lady, I want you to know that your husband was the only man who was
faithful to his wife during our cruise.” Alice’s face blushed as she whispered a
quick “Thank you.” The other women sitting at the table were not as bashful.
“What?” one shrieked. The officer repeated himself: “That’s what I said. Good
old Jeffrey was the only man who kept his pants zipped.” Tempers flared as
wives demanded explanations and husbands denied their accusations. Jeffrey and
Alice slipped out of the room.

“Weren’t you even tempted?” asked Alice.
“You are the only woman in the world that I will ever want,” he replied.

Alice couldn’t wait to tell Louise. Most of the time, Jeffrey was always
criticizing Alice, calling her stupid, but sometimes he could say just what she
wanted to hear.

“Sonny and I both thought that Jeffrey was tremendously rude to Alice,”
Louise said later. “Jeff would make decisions without consulting her or even
telling her about them. He had complete control in all decision making, and he
just expected Alice to accept that.”

One night Louise got a telephone call from Alice after Jeffrey had gone to
sleep. Alice had crept out of the bedroom to call her. She told Louise that Jeffrey
had gotten angry because she had asked him how much money was in their
checking account.

“I am not allowed to even touch the checkbook or to even know how much is
in it,” explained Alice. She was worried because Jeffrey hadn’t been paying all
the bills.



“Well, why don’t you just ask him about it?” Louise asked.
“I can’t,” said Alice. “He’ll explode.”
“That’s ridiculous,” Louise replied.

That weekend when the two couples got together, Jeffrey was cold toward
Louise. She learned later that he was irritated because he had heard about her
conversation with Alice. “He thought I had too much influence over Alice.”

Louise knew that many conservative RLDS members believed that God had
created a strict hierarchy in every marriage. Much of this attitude was based on
the New Testament writings of Paul in his first letter to Timothy, chapter 2,
verses 11 through 15:

Let the women learn in silence with all subjection. For I suffer not a
woman to teach, nor to usurp authority over the man, but to be in
silence. For Adam was first formed, then Eve. And Adam was not
deceived, but the woman being deceived was in the transgression.
Notwithstanding they shall be saved in childbearing, if they continue
in faith and charity and holiness with sobriety.

What surprised Louise was how readily Alice accepted Jeffrey’s dominance.
“Jeffrey says it’s a man’s job to love and obey and to serve his God,” Alice
explained to Louise one afternoon. “God is the man’s master. That means the
man must submit his will to God. The woman’s job is to love and obey and serve
her husband. He is her master.”

Such talk exasperated Louise. “I felt Jeffrey was in the process of making
Alice into exactly what he wanted her to be. He wanted to control every part of
her life and she gave him that control in return for his love. She tried to be
exactly what he wanted—the perfect little housewife. She cleaned, she cooked,
she canned, she changed diapers, washed clothes, and took care of Jeffrey, and
she did it without complaining because she had total faith that he would take
care of her and he would love her.”

Jeffrey’s next assignment was aboard the USS Schofield, a guided-missile
frigate, which had a well-deserved reputation for being a lemon. He abhorred the
ship and was unhappy. Alice had tired of navy life too and she hated the idea of
Jeffrey’s going away on another eight-month cruise. During 1973, Alice began
complaining about migraine headaches that were so painful she was hospitalized
for treatment. When Jeffrey learned that his ship was scheduled to leave on an



extended cruise that fall, Alice became depressed. She was so distraught that
Jeffrey suggested that she see a psychiatrist. If Alice could get a doctor to say
that her mental anguish was caused by Jeffrey’s going away on cruises, maybe
the navy would grant him an early discharge. Alice underwent a psychiatric
exam and blamed her problems on Jeffrey’s career, but the navy didn’t buy it.
“My commanding officer told me, ‘Lundgren, if we had wanted you to have a
wife, we’d have packed one in your seabag.” There was no way the navy was
going to let me go early.”

Sonny Stone was a “lifer,” and when he heard how Jeffrey had tried to use
Alice’s migraines as an excuse to get a discharge, he got angry. Other rifts began
developing between the Lundgrens and Stones. Louise had decided that Jeffrey
was fixated with sex. She and Sonny had bought a house with a swimming pool,
and on warm nights, they would often skinny-dip together. “It became a joke.
People would say, ‘Hey, wonder if Sonny and Louise are in the pool tonight,””
Louise said. One morning, Alice and Jeffrey dropped in unannounced and
spotted some of Sonny’s clothing tossed beside the pool. Obviously, he and
Louise had gone for a romantic swim the night before.

“We all joked about it at first,” Louise recalled, “but Jeffrey just wouldn’t let
go of it. Every time we got together after that, he would bug us about having sex
in the pool. ‘Hey, did you use the pool last night?’ he’d say. Or ‘Hey, when are
you and Sonny going to let us use your pool?’ He put a lot of pressure on Alice
to ask us to invite them to babysit our kids when we went out so that he and
Alice could have sex in our pool. He just went on and on and on about it until it
wasn’t funny at all.”

By the time that October arrived, the couples weren’t meeting regularly
although Alice and Louise remained close friends.

On November 23, Jeffrey’s ship left San Diego for Pearl Harbor, the first stop
on an eight-month trip that would take it to the Indian Ocean. Alice and Damon
returned to Missouri, only this time they moved in with Alice’s parents. She had
just learned that she was pregnant again. Jeffrey promised to write every day.
Alice said that she would too. She also told Louise that she would call her
whenever she could afford it.

As he had done when he went to Vietnam, Jeffrey carried his copy of the
Book of Mormon with him on the ship. Kevin Currie worked for Jeffrey in the
electronics repair shop and was assigned to a bunk next to his. But Kevin didn’t



have much in common with his supervisor. Jeffrey was somber, humorless, a by-
the-regulation boss. Although Kevin was only one year younger, the thin New
York native didn’t take life seriously. He had a tattoo on his leg that said “Just
Passing Through,” and that expressed his philosophy. Whenever his ship
dropped anchor, Kevin was one of the first to race to the waterfront whorehouses
and bars. Religion meant nothing to him. He had been raised in the Episcopalian
Church, but had stopped going as a youngster.

Kevin didn’t like Jeffrey at first. “Jeffrey always gave people the impression
that he was looking down on them, that he was somehow better,” Kevin said.
But after they had spent a few months at sea, Kevin’s opinion changed and he
became intrigued. Jeffrey was always studying his scriptures. He didn’t cuss,
shunned coffee, wouldn’t smoke, and he wrote letters to his wife every day,
sometimes two or three times each day. Yet Jeffrey didn’t browbeat anyone
about the Bible or try to evangelize. If anything, he seemed to like keeping
whatever he was reading a secret. It was as if he had made some important
discovery that he wasn’t that eager to share.

It turned out that Jeffrey was just as interested in Kevin. “Jeffrey was curious
about my carefree attitude,” Kevin said. “I did whatever I wanted and I think, to
a certain degree, Jeffrey was envious.”

Still neither made any effort to get to know the other until the USS Schofield
stopped to refuel at the Anzuk Naval Base in Singapore. The crew received eight
days of liberty and, by chance, Kevin and Jeffrey found themselves crammed
into the same taxicab one morning with four other sailors going into the city.
Jeffrey asked if any of the men wanted to go sightseeing with him. They
laughed. They were headed to a whorehouse. But Jeffrey made the cultural sites
on the island that he was going to see sound so interesting that the men finally
agreed to join him. They hired pedal-carts, two-seat carriages powered by a man
on a bicycle, to take them on their tour. Kevin and Jeffrey sat together. By
nightfall, all of the men except Jeffrey had had enough culture. They stopped at a
nightclub. Jeffrey waited outside while the others paid to see two women engage
in lesbian sex acts. After the show, all the men but Kevin came outside. When he
eventually appeared, he was carrying a cucumber.

“Why do you have that?” Jeffrey asked.
Kevin smirked.

“It’s ah, uh, souvenir,” he announced, as the other sailors guffawed.



Jeffrey later learned that the two women had used the cucumber to have
sexual intercourse with each other. Kevin had paid one of the women after the
show to have sex with him and then had stolen the cucumber. When they got
back to the ship that night, Jeffrey wrote a long letter to Alice describing that
day’s events. He mentioned Kevin and talked about how the women had used
the cucumber on each other. Jeffrey went into such detail that Alice incorrectly
suspected that he too had seen the act.

The frigate left Singapore on March 13, 1974, and eventually returned to San
Diego on June 5. Alice was waiting with Damon. They had flown to California a
few weeks earlier and found an apartment. She was nine months pregnant. A few
days later, Kevin asked Jeffrey at work one day about the Book of Mormon.
Jeffrey invited Kevin to come to his apartment for dinner. Alice was appalled.
All she could think of was the cucumber story. But Jeffrey insisted. When Kevin
arrived, Alice began to relax. He was nicely dressed, polite, rail thin, and spoke
with a quiet voice. He was nothing like she had imagined. As Kevin walked into
the Lundgren apartment that night, he suddenly felt a “warmth” and he decided
to tell Jeffrey and Alice about his past. As a child, he had been shuffled between
relatives. “I attended fourteen different schools before I graduated.” At age five,
he had also been sexually molested. He had joined the navy to start a new life,
but had begun using drugs. Nothing in life seemed to matter, he explained.
Jeffrey began telling Kevin about Mormonism. He explained that the Book of
Mormon was the history of a group of ancient Hebrews who had crossed the
Atlantic Ocean before Christ was born and had settled in the New World where
they split into two groups, called the Lamanites and Nephites. The Lamanites
were wicked and they eventually waged war and destroyed the good Nephites
during a great battle at the Hill Cumorah. Mormon was a prophet and historian
and he recorded the history of the two tribes on golden plates. His son, Moroni,
finished the last portion of the record and hid the plates on the Hill Cumorah
before he was killed. Centuries later Moroni returned to earth as an angel and
directed Joseph Smith, Jr., to where the plates were hidden. The saints were
different from other religions, Jeffrey said, because they believed that God
intervened in their lives and still sent them prophets. God had also given the
saints a purpose in their lives. They were to build Zion and prepare for the
second coming of Christ.

Kevin was impressed. He began stopping by the Lundgrens’ apartment every
night. Some weekends, he would sleep on the couch after he and Jeffrey ended



their marathon late-night debates about various scriptures.

One night Jeffrey told Kevin about an event that had happened aboard the
USS Schofield when the frigate was in the Indian Ocean. Jeffrey had gone up
onto the deck to lift weights and exercise. He was all by himself. “The sea was
like glass and a brilliant full moon made it possible for me to see in the
darkness,” he said. “It was clear except for one peculiar cloud. Rather than being
white, this cloud was inky black, darker even than the rest of the sky.

“As I began working out, I noticed this cloud seemed to be following the
ship,” Jeffrey explained. “We were moving along, probably at twenty knots,
cruising speed, and the cloud seemed to be trailing us, following behind us as we
moved across the water.

“I decided to investigate. So I walked over to the rail that ran along the deck.
As I looked at the cloud, it suddenly zoomed down. It took the shape of a human
hand and it came directly toward me and attacked me. It began pushing me back
against the guide wire and railing. I grabbed onto it because the cloud was
literally pushing me off the deck, but I couldn’t hold on very long because the
cloud kept pushing and it was stronger than me. It was pushing against my chest
and I suddenly realized that I was going to be pushed overboard, that I was going
to be pushed into the ocean and drowned by this cloud. So I cried out, ‘My God,
save me! Deliver me!’ and as soon as those words left my lips, I was released
and within seconds the cloud had disappeared, completely vanished, and I was
safe.”

Why had the cloud attacked him? Kevin asked. What did it mean?

“I believe the cloud was Satan and the forces of evil, and he was trying to kill
me to keep me from doing something that God has chosen me to do.”

What? Kevin asked.

“I don’t know,” Jeffrey replied. “But there is no other interpretation. There
has to be a reason why God is saving me and why Satan wants me dead.”

On June 24, Alice gave birth to another boy, whom she and Jeffrey named
Jason. When she came home from the hospital, she jokingly said that the family
had really gained two “new” children. Kevin was spending so much time with
them that he was their other son.

Jeffrey asked a group of elders at a local RLDS congregation to conduct



“cottage meetings” for Kevin. During the sessions, the elders explained the
official history of the church and its doctrines. Since Jeffrey wasn’t a member of
the RLDS priesthood, he couldn’t officially conduct a “cottage meeting”
although he knew his scriptures better than the elders who spoke to Kevin. In
October, Kevin was baptized into the RLDS. On November 4, 1974, Jeffrey was
discharged. He had decided to return to Missouri. Jeffrey wasn’t the sort of man
who hugged another man, but when he and Kevin shook hands and said
goodbye, he thought that he saw tears in Kevin’s eyes.

Although the elders had officially prepared Kevin for membership, Jeffrey
knew that he was really responsible for bringing him into the church. Jeffrey felt
good about that. He had never thought of himself as being terribly persuasive,
but he was learning.



Chapter 6

ONCE Jeffrey was discharged, he and his family returned to Missouri and
moved in with Ralph and Donna. Jeffrey didn’t know what he wanted to do, so
he decided to enroll in classes at Central Missouri State University. The GI Bill
would pay his tuition and give him a bit more for living expenses. James
Postlethwait, the assistant dean for admissions and records, agreed to give
Jeffrey another chance at college despite his terrible academic record. As soon as
Jeffrey was accepted, he went to the RLDS student union. His old pal Keith
Johnson was playing Ping-Pong in the recreation room. It was as if time had
stopped while Jeffrey had been gone. Keith explained that he had graduated,
married, divorced, and returned to school to earn an advanced degree. While the
two men were talking, a younger student interrupted.

“We need some help, Keith,” he said, nodding toward the next room. “It’s the
liberals.”

“C’mon, Jeff,” Keith said. “You’ll enjoy this.”

A crowd of students were arguing about scriptures. Without waiting to be
asked, Jeffrey jumped into the fray. Keith was surprised. The Jeffrey he’d known
hadn’t been much of a Bible student. “I’ve been doing quit a bit of studying,”
Jeffrey beamed afterward.

Jeffrey and Alice found an apartment not far from the campus, and when the
first semester ended in late spring of 1975, Jeffrey had earned straight A’s—
much to the delight of Assistant Dean Postlethwait. One of Jeffrey’s professors,
Hal Sappington, offered him a lab-technician job. It paid only $120 per month,
but he took it. “I really liked working in the lab. I liked the interaction with
students and I enjoyed the way the professors treated me. I decided that I wanted
to be part of that world.” That summer, Jeffrey told Alice that he planned to
become a college professor. Dr. Jeffrey Lundgren. He liked how it sounded.

Besides doing well academically, Jeffrey quickly became a spokesman for
“fundamentalists” at the RLDS student union. They were conservative RLDS
students who were unhappy with changes taking place in the church. The
students who favored the changes were the “liberals.” The daily arguments that
took place between the two factions mirrored a bitter debate that was going on
within the RLDS church. During the late 1950s, the church had started to



modernize under the leadership of the church’s new “prophet,” W. Wallace
Smith, a grandson of Joseph Smith, Jr. By 1975, most RLDS churches were split
between members who favored the old ways and those pushing for change.

Jeffrey loved arguing about religion. He spent all of his free moments at the
student union. The most heated arguments were about the role of women in the
church. The liberals favored letting them become priests. Jeffrey and the other
conservatives claimed that only men could be ordained. During one bitter
argument, tempers flared, and someone said the student union wasn’t big enough
for the liberals and Jeffrey Lundgren. Jeffrey reacted by inviting all of the
conservatives at the union to walk out and come to his apartment.

Assistant Dean Postlethwait, who was an RLDS Church member and helped
run the student union, eventually soothed the hurt feelings. But not before
Jeffrey held a few meetings of his own at his apartment. Dennis Patrick and
Tonya McLaughlin were two fundamentalists who attended.

Dennis and Jeffrey had first become allies during debates at the student
union. Jeffrey had a photographic memory and was excellent at spouting
scripture. No one could match him when it came to reciting verses. But Jeffrey
had a high-pitched, almost whiny voice, and he was a bully. Dennis, on the other
hand, had a booming, well-trained voice, and a salesman’s knack for swaying
people.

Slim, athletic, and personable, Dennis was the son of a career air force officer
who had moved his family from base to base when Dennis was growing up.
Whenever anyone asked Dennis where he was from, he would say Oregon
because that was where he had gone to high school, but his real home had
always been the church. The RLDS had been the common thread that had given
Dennis continuity and stability. “My father was a district RLDS president and a
high priest in the church,” Dennis told Jeffrey shortly after they first met. “I used
to go with my dad on his calls and I fully intend to carry on as I have been raised
and taught. The church to me is not just a way of life, it is my life.”

Tonya McLaughlin’s parents had not been as active as Dennis’s family. But
like many other saints, when Tonya was growing up all of her friends had been
church members. As a teenager, Tonya had lived only a few blocks from Don
and Lois Lundgren, but she hadn’t known Jeffrey, although she knew his
brother, Corry. Shy and chunky, Tonya had beautiful bright red hair and ivory
skin. She had met Dennis at a summer party at the student union. He had fallen



in love immediately. Tonya hadn’t. But she liked his company. Three weeks
after they met, Dennis proposed and Tonya agreed. She figured she’d learn to
love him. They had just gotten engaged when they met Jeffrey and Alice.

After Jeffrey led his fundamentalist revolt, he and Dennis began spending
more and more time together studying the scriptures. Tonya and Alice also
became friends. Alice was older, married, the mother of two boys, now ages five
and one, and eager to give Tonya advice. One night Dennis asked Jeffrey if he
would like to take a break from studying scriptures to play tennis. Jeffrey agreed
and Dennis thrashed him on the court. Jeffrey was furious and swore that he’d
practice round the clock if necessary, until he finally could beat Dennis.

Dennis, who was just as competitive, gladly accepted the challenge. They
began meeting at the tennis court every day. The games quickly became an
obsession. Try as he might, Jeffrey couldn’t defeat Dennis. And then, after more
than one hundred matches, Jeffrey finally won.

Afterward, Dennis noticed that Jeffrey made it a point to bring up his victory
whenever he was talking to other students. “Jeffrey would tell everyone about
how he had worked and worked and worked and had finally defeated me,”
Dennis later recalled. “But what he never mentioned was that after we played
that set, we played again and I won. In fact, I don’t think he beat me after that
one time. But he made it sound like he had absolutely defeated me and that I was
so crushed that I was never able to beat him again. I remember thinking, “This is
really odd.” But it was important to Jeff to be seen as a champion. He wanted
people to believe that he could do anything he wanted once he put his mind to it.
He really wanted to be somebody important.”

In the fall of 1975, Jeffrey set his mind to something else besides tennis.
Dennis was in line to become a priesthood member and Keith Johnson already
had been ordained. Jeffrey could recite scripture better than either of them. It
was time, he decided, for him to join the priesthood and get on with God’s work.

In the RLDS, priesthood members ran local congregations. Unlike most
denominations, the RLDS didn’t have salaried, professionally trained ministers.
Sunday services were conducted by men from each congregation who had been
“called” by God to serve as priests. These men, who worked during the week at
non-church jobs, divvied up the chores each Sunday. They either took turns
preaching or chose one of their own to serve as the regular pastor.

The first step to joining the priesthood was to “receive the call.” At least two



priests had to feel “moved by the spirit” to recommend a saint as a priesthood
candidate. Once two priests recommended a candidate, the district or “stake”
office conducted a discreet background check to make certain the candidate was
worthy. After that was completed, the candidate was asked if he wanted to
become a priest, and if he agreed, his name was put before all of the priests in
his local congregation for a vote. When he was approved, he served an
apprenticeship under other priests and was finally ordained.

On paper, the process looked tough. In reality, it wasn’t. In most
congregations any man who came to church regularly and expressed an interest
could become a priest. Jeffrey began dropping hints at the local RLDS
congregation that he attended and he soon found two priesthood members
willing to submit his name. By late 1975, Jeffrey felt certain that he was on his
way.



Chapter 7

JEFFREY’S life seemed grand. His college professor, Hal Sappington, had
decided to take a sabbatical at the start of 1976 and the university had asked
Jeffrey to help fill in by teaching a basic electricity course to freshmen even
though he was still an undergraduate. The Farmers Home Administration had
loaned $22,500 to Jeffrey and Alice so that they could buy a new three-bedroom,
ranch style house in Knob Knoster, a town of 2,040 people about ten miles east
of Warrensburg. The months rolled by quickly and, on the surface, happily.

So Louise Stone was surprised when she received a telephone call from a
tearful Alice.

“I need to see you,” Alice anxiously explained. “I got to get away from here.”

“Well, come on out,” Louise said, reassuringly. “Stay as long as you need

»

to.

Louise no longer lived in San Diego. She and Sonny had moved to Norfolk,
Virginia, home of the Atlantic naval fleet. Sonny had just left on a nine-month
cruise, leaving Louise home with their three children.

Alice brought Damon and Jason with her to Norfolk. After the two women
got all of the children settled into bed, they went down to the living room to talk
and Alice burst into tears.

“It’s Jeffrey,” she sobbed. “He’s lying to me. Hiding things from me. My life
is a total wreck.”

Jeffrey had unhooked the bell on the telephone, Alice said. He had gotten a
post-office box and had stopped having mail delivered to the house. At first
Alice couldn’t figure out what he was trying to hide. But then a bill collector had
come by the house while Jeffrey was in school. “We are thousands and
thousands of dollars in debt,” she said. “He hasn’t paid anything. I had to get
away from it all. It’s so embarrassing.”

All that week, Louise and Alice talked about Jeffrey. Sometimes they would
stay up until dawn. Each night, Alice seemed to grow more irritated at him.
“Alice was just miserable,” Louise said later.

And then Jeffrey arrived.



He had driven to Norfolk in a brand-new Chevrolet Monte Carlo that he had
just bought. When Alice saw him pull into the driveway, she rushed outside and
clapped her hands in excitement as Jeffrey proudly showed off their new car,
opening the doors, trunk, and hood as if he were a salesman hustling a buyer.

“I couldn’t believe what I saw happen,” said Louise. “Alice was completely
thrilled over this brand-new car.”

While Jeffrey was outside loading Alice’s luggage, Louise pulled Alice aside
in the house.

“What about all the things that he hid from you? What about the bills? How’d
he afford a new car?” she asked.

Alice brushed off her questions with a shrug.
“He’s here,” she gushed. “That’s all that matters.”

“I remember watching them drive away,” Louise recalled later, “and thinking
that the bottom line was that Alice had terrible self-esteem. The fact that
someone loved her enough to buy her a car and come and get her simply
overshadowed everything else.”

Jeffrey had financed the car through a credit union that was largely owned by
RLDS church members. His father was on the board, which is why he got the
loan despite his terrible credit rating. Within a few months, Jeffrey’s name
appeared on the list of delinquent borrowers. Don, who knew nothing about the
car loan, was so embarrassed that he resigned from the board.

In later years, Jeffrey blamed Alice for their financial woes. “Alice became
just like my mother. Getting possessions, accumulating things, became
extremely important to her. My mistake was in not putting my foot down and
just telling her no. But I had trouble doing that because Alice and I were having
a difficult time in our personal relationship and she wanted physical
manifestations from me that showed that I loved her.”

Alice’s continuing guilt over being pregnant before they were married had
turned her into a frigid spouse, Jeffrey claimed. “Alice would say that if we
made love once every three months that was a compromise on her part. And I
would tell her, ‘Alice, what you don’t realize is that the eighty-nine days that we
didn’t make love was a compromise on my part.’”

Not surprisingly, Alice would tell psychologists later that Jeffrey was to



blame for their financial and sexual problems. “The first five years of our
marriage, I never had an orgasm. I didn’t even know what one was until I read
about them in a magazine. All he cared about was getting off. He didn’t care
about my feelings.”

There were problems outside the bedroom as well, Jeffrey said. “Alice was
angry because she wasn’t getting all the attention that she wanted. I wasn’t
spending enough time with her, she’d say. She’d complain about how much I
was studying and working. Those were more important than she was. I'd tell her,
‘“Well, I have to support you and the family,” but she wouldn’t accept that. The
truth was that she wanted to be the focal point of the world and so she started
demanding things.

“She’d say, ‘Oh, if we just could afford to move into our own house, I’d be
happy.’ So I went down and got a loan from the Farmers Home Administration
and we bought a house and she would be happy for a while and then she would
say, ‘Oh, Jeffrey, if you would just buy me . . .” It never ended. She wanted me
to prove that I loved her, over and over and over again.

“And then she started feeling the need to compete with my mother,” he
continued. “My mother had told Alice that we would never have as much as they
did and this superiority complex of my parents, which was entirely my mother’s
doing, really got to Alice. When my mother got a one-point-one-karat diamond
ring for her wedding anniversary, Alice fussed until I bought her a one-point
two-karat diamond ring. It had to be bigger than my mother’s.”

Exactly who was to blame for the couple’s runaway expenses is impossible to
tell. But relatives and friends later suggested that Jeffrey and Alice were both
irresponsible with money. Much of their cash went for frivolous expenses—
eating meals in restaurants, Jeffrey’s constant snacking. Both loved to go to
movies, as many as three or four per weekend. By January 1977, Jeffrey and
Alice had accumulated $22,000 in unpaid bills and that didn’t include their
$22,500 house mortgage.

One morning, they were served with an eviction notice. Alice telephoned her
mother. Unless they came up with $300, they were going to be kicked out of
their house. Donna wrote them a check and Alice and Jeffrey drove over to get
it. Alice said they were going to take the check directly to the Farmers Home
Administration office, but on the way home, Jeffrey and Alice stopped to get
something to eat. They cashed the check and used some of it to pay for the meal.



The money never made it to the FmHA. The mortgage went unpaid.

Without explanation, Jeffrey quit school even though he was only a few
credits short of graduation. Hal Sappington, who had returned to campus, was
dumbfounded. “It was like Jeffrey vanished. He was here one day and gone the
next.” Assistant Dean Postlethwait was just as shocked. “Something was wrong,
but no one knew what.”

Jeffrey would later tell his followers that he had been forced to quit because
of Alice. “She told me that her father could get me a good-paying job in the
ironworkers union. We needed the income so I quit school and went to the union
hail,” he explained. “But I only got one job before there was a strike and I was
out of work.”

Alice would later tell investigators that Jeffrey had been forced out. “Jeffrey
got caught stealing money. He had collected some sort of student fee in the
electrical lab and instead of turning the money in, he spent it.”

The records office at CMSU does not keep disciplinary files from 1977.
Those records were shredded years ago. But a school official recalled that
Jeffrey had been involved in some sort of disciplinary dispute. “He didn’t just
leave,” this official recalled. “There was a reason.”

Although he was now out of work, broke, and still deeply in debt, Jeffrey
remained optimistic about becoming a priesthood member. It was the one area of
his life where he was still successful. In the Knob Knoster RLDS congregation,
he was earning a reputation as a spokesman for the fundamentalists, just as he
had done at the student union. One evening after dinner, however, the priest who
had recommended Jeffrey stopped by to tell him that the district RLDS office
had decided against recommending Jeffrey for ordination. The president of the
RLDS stake didn’t know Jeffrey that well, the priest explained, so he had
telephoned Keith Johnson, who had grown up the area, and asked him about
Jeffrey. “Keith told him that I wasn’t mature enough spiritually to be ordained,”
Jeffrey recalled. He didn’t take the news well. “I felt betrayed, totally betrayed.”

Jeffrey was so angry that he decided to drop out of the RLDS. Joseph Smith,
Jr., hadn’t needed a church to teach him about God and neither did Jeffrey.
“They’re going to regret doing this to me,” he told Alice.

A few days before he was supposed to be evicted, Jeffrey telephoned his
parents and they, in turn, talked to Jeffrey’s grandfather, Alva Gadberry. He



knew a contractor who needed someone to help do some electrical wiring at the
Andrew Drumm Institute, commonly called Drumm Farm, in Independence.
Some strings were pulled and Jeffrey was hired at five dollars per hour. It wasn’t
enough to keep the government from foreclosing on his house, but it was enough
to buy groceries. Jeffrey worked hard and made a good impression on the
institute’s director. He offered Jeffrey a full-time job as the farm manager and
Jeffrey agreed. The job included use of a rent-free cottage. Jeffrey and Alice
moved to the farm. A short time later their house in Knob Knoster was sold on
the courthouse steps.

Jeffrey’s job at Drumm Farm was to repair equipment and oversee the
livestock. Founded in 1930 by cattleman Andrew Drumm as a home for “orphan
and indigent” boys, the institute was designed to be a working farm. Between
fifty and sixty boys, ages six through seventeen, milked cows, tended livestock,
and raised crops on some 360 acres. Jeffrey liked the work, and when he learned
that the institute needed a couple to work as houseparents and oversee ten boys,
he telephoned Dennis and Tonya. They had just finished college, were married,
and were looking for work.

Dennis and Tonya took the houseparents job and moved to Drumm Farm,
where they quickly resumed their friendship with Jeffrey and Alice. Most nights,
the Patricks would drop by the Lundgrens’ cottage. Alice and Tonya would chat
while Jeffrey and Dennis studied their scriptures or played chess. Occasionally,
Dennis and Jeffrey would go hunting at night. “The place was overrun with
skunks and Jeff was afraid that one of them might bite one of the boys,” Dennis
recalled. The two men would ride across the farm at night on a tractor searching
for the animals, who would stop and stare when hit by the beams from the
headlights. Dennis wore glasses and was a lousy shot. Jeffrey had perfect vision
and rarely missed. “I think I can see almost as good as an eagle,” he told Dennis.

The Patricks were not the only friends who spent time with the Lundgrens at
Drumm Farm. Sonny and Louise Stone stopped by once while passing through
town. Alice was thrilled, but Jeffrey was aloof. He spent most of the night
ignoring them. Near the end of the visit, however, someone asked Jeffrey about
the farm manager’s job and he began telling the Stones about his plans to
artificially breed cattle. For the next hour, Jeffrey described in unnecessary detail
how cattle reproduced and were artificially inseminated. “It was the most bizarre
conversation I have ever heard,” Louise later remembered, “because it became
clear during it that Jeffrey was absolutely and totally fascinated with the sex life



of cows. It was weird.”

Less than a year after he had started work at Drumm Farm, Jeffrey abruptly
resigned. When the Patricks asked why, Jeffrey told them that he had quit
because he was worried about his children. Andrew Drumm had stated in his
will that the farm was only supposed to be used to help good boys who didn’t
have a home. But Jeffrey claimed that the school was starting to admit juvenile
delinquents and he told the Patricks that he didn’t want Damon, who was now
nearly eight, and Jason, age four, to be influenced by them. Once again, Alice
would later tell authorities a much different story. “Jeffrey got caught stealing
hay from the farm. He was selling it and keeping the cash.”

Jeffrey and Alice were broke and didn’t have anywhere to go. What’s more,
Alice was pregnant again. She turned to her relatives for help. Her father had a
sister who worked at Drumm Farm as a cook and she agreed to loan them
enough cash to rent an apartment. Within a week, Jeffrey announced that he had
found a job at Trans World Airlines. He was part of a “preflight inspection
crew” that checked airplanes when they were on the ground at night to make
certain they were safe to fly. Jeffrey would leave for work just before 7:00 P.M.,
but he never came home at the same time. He told Alice that his hours varied
because he could never be certain how much work any individual aircraft might
take. If the airplane was in good shape, he’d come home early. Otherwise, he’d
have to work late. It made sense to Alice, but she began to get suspicious after a
few weeks when she noticed that things were disappearing from the house. A
pair of candlesticks vanished. Jeffrey had also sold a rifle that he owned. Alice
suspected that Jeffrey was either selling or pawning their valuables to get cash
for groceries. She decided to ask him when TWA was going to give him a
paycheck.

“I won’t get a check until the end of the month,” he replied.

Alice thought it was odd that TWA would make a new employee wait a full
month before paying him, but she believed Jeffrey. When six weeks went by and
there was still no sign of a paycheck, she once again confronted him. This time,
Jeffrey told her that someone in the accounting department had made a mistake
and had given his check to the wrong person. It was going to take several days to
fix the error. Alice was angry, but not at Jeffrey. She blamed TWA.

“Well how do they expect you to feed your family?” she asked.
Jeffrey promised to press TWA for the money.



The next morning, Alice used her neighbor’s telephone to call Donna. She
explained that TWA still hadn’t paid Jeffrey and she asked Donna to loan her
$300. Donna sent Alice a check. When another week passed and Jeffrey still
hadn’t gotten paid, Alice decided to take matters into her own hands. After
Jeffrey left for work, she jimmied the drawer to his desk. She was looking for
some sort of employment papers from TWA that would tell her when Jeffrey
was supposed to be paid. She suspected that he was hiding his paychecks from
her. What Alice found instead was a stack of hard-core pornographic magazines
and an angry letter from their landlord telling them that they were going to be
evicted because their rent was overdue.

The next day when Jeffrey left the apartment to run an errand, Alice raced
next door to use her neighbor’s telephone. She called TWA’s personnel office
and demanded to know why her husband hadn’t been paid for nearly two
months.

“I’m sorry, lady,” the TWA clerk replied, “but we have no record of a Jeffrey
Lundgren working at TWA.”

“That’s impossible,” Alice said. “He goes to work at the airport every night.”

During the long pause that followed, Alice realized that Jeffrey had lied to
her. She called Donna. “He’s doing it again—Ilying to me,” she sobbed. That
night, she confronted Jeffrey.

“What have you been doing at night?” she demanded.
“Working at TWA,” he said.

“You’re a liar!” she screamed. Alice told him that she had called TWA’s
personnel office.

Jeffrey began to cry. “I’ve been out looking for jobs,” he said.
“At midnight?” Alice demanded.

He changed his story. “I knew you’d worry if I told you I couldn’t find
work,” he said. He had been depressed. Most nights he went to a movie.
Sometimes he sat in a nearby diner and ate a piece of pie. Alice didn’t know
whether or not to believe him.

The police arrived a few days later. In front of Alice and their two sons,
Jeffrey was handcuffed and taken outside to a waiting squad car. “He had written



a check for some gun that he wanted to buy and the check had bounced, but by
then he had sold the gun for three hundred dollars and spent the money.”

Alice was pregnant again. She had no money. No way to post bond. No
telephone and no car. Jeffrey had wrecked the Monte Carlo a few weeks earlier.
She put her two boys to bed and walked into the living room. She turned out all
of the lights, sat down on the floor, and began to sob.

“I remember sitting in the corner crying and I kept saying to myself, “What
am I going to do? What am I going to do?,” and then Jeffrey came home and he
picked me up and held me and he told me everything was going to be all right. I
don’t know how he got released and I never found out how he had gotten home.
All T knew was that he had come home. I said, ‘Jeffrey, what’s happening to
us?,” and he said, ‘Don’t worry, Alice, it is going to be okay. I will work it out.’
And I believed him. I believed he would take care of me.”

Jeffrey decided to ask his parents for money. “They can afford to help us,” he
said. Don and Lois had helped them out before, but this time, they refused. Don
lectured Jeffrey. “I’'m getting old. Who’s going to take care of me if I spend all
my savings on you?” he asked. Lois marched into the kitchen and returned with
half a loaf of bread and a jar of peanut butter, which she handed to Alice. It was
time, Don and Lois said, for Jeffrey to support his own family.

Alice decided to telephone Donna. “Mom, I don’t have any money,” she said.
“The kids don’t have any food to eat.”

Donna was irritated. She and Ralph were just barely making it themselves.
She was in her sixties but retirement was out of the question because of Ralph’s
medical bills. Still, Donna couldn’t turn her back on Alice. She told Alice that
she and Jeffrey could move in with them.

By this time, the Keehlers had moved from Odessa to Macks Creek, a town
of fewer than one hundred residents in the rolling hills of southwestern Missouri.
They lived in a modest prefabricated modular home on a gravel road. Jeffrey and
Alice arrived late on a Friday, June 15, 1979. The next morning, Donna handed
Jeffrey the local want ads. Incredibly, he found a job that seemed promising. A
new ninety-bed hospital had just opened in Ozark Beach, a resort community
about thirty miles east. It needed a biomedical technician, a fancy title for
someone who repaired medical equipment. With his navy experience in
electronics, Jeffrey felt he was qualified. On Monday morning, Jeffrey borrowed
Donna’s car and drove up state highway 54, to Ozark Beach. Bernie Wilson, the



head of the hospital’s maintenance department, spent less than thirty minutes
talking with him before offering Jeffrey the job. Jeffrey rushed back to Macks
Creek to tell Alice, but when he got there, she had news of her own. She was in
labor. Jeffrey hustled Alice back to the Lake of the Ozarks Hospital where he
had just been hired. Alice gave birth to a daughter, Kristen. Jeffrey was in the
delivery room, and when he stepped outside, Bernie Wilson was waiting to
congratulate him and hand him a stack of employment forms to sign. Eager to
impress his new boss, Jeffrey volunteered to begin work that same day. Later in
the afternoon, he stopped in Alice’s room to see how she felt. Jeffrey had always
wanted a daughter and he began to cry as he rocked “Krissy” in his arms. Alice
began to cry too. “Everything’s going to be okay, Jeffrey,” she said. Surely, the
WOrst was over.



Chapter 8

BERNIE Wilson considered himself a good judge of character. He’d spent
twenty-three years in the navy, rising to the rank of chief petty officer, and
during that time he’d come across all kinds. He could tell Jeffrey was smart
when he first interviewed him and he seemed enthusiastic. The hospital job paid
six dollars per hour. It wasn’t a big salary in 1979, but it was enough for a family
to live comfortably on in rural Missouri if they stayed within a budget. One thing
Wilson liked was that Jeffrey told him straight out that he was in bad financial
shape and would be staying with his in-laws until he could save enough to pay
rent.

Jeffrey did a good job at first. The hospital had just opened and there were
plenty of maintenance chores. Jeffrey even volunteered to help Wilson with his
paperwork. Because the hospital was new, the administrator wanted every
department head to write out all the policies and regulations that they followed
in their areas. Jeffrey ended up drafting most of Wilson’s papers. “He did a dam
fine job at writing,” Wilson said later.

There was only one hitch during Jeffrey’s first month. One morning when
Wilson walked through a section of the hospital that still hadn’t been opened, he
found a room full of household furniture. Jeffrey said it was his. He needed a
place to store some personal things that he’d moved down from Independence
and he didn’t think anyone would mind.

“You got to ask permission before you do something like that,” Wilson said.
Jeffrey turned red and apologized. He still didn’t have enough money to rent a
house and there was no room for his furniture at his in-laws.

“Look, I got a two-car garage,” Wilson replied. “Why don’t you store it
there.”

“Great!” said Jeffrey. But a week later, the furniture was still in the hospital.
This time the problem was transportation. Jeffrey had been using his mother-in-
law’s car but now she needed it. Wilson again offered to help. He had just
bought a new 1979 pickup truck, so he said Jeffrey could buy his older 1972
Chevrolet truck for $1,200. Jeffrey could pay him whenever he got the cash. It
was a good deal. Wilson’s “old” truck was dazzling. Its blue and white paint
gleamed under thick coats of heavily applied wax, the eight-cylinder engine was



tuned perfectly, the truck’s cargo area looked unused. Jeffrey drove it home that
night and moved his furniture into Wilson’s garage that weekend.

Three months later, Wilson began to get irritated. Jeffrey’s stuff was still in
the garage. Wilson told him to come get it. When Jeffrey pulled up, Wilson was
shocked. The 1972 truck that he had babied was a wreck. Its paint was scratched,
the body was covered with mud, and the pinging noise coming from the engine
reminded Wilson of the sound that after-dinner speakers at the hospital made
when they tapped their spoons against their water glasses to get everyone’s
attention.

Jeffrey didn’t seem to care that Wilson was upset. He’d found a place to rent,
he announced. Wilson felt odd. Jeffrey hadn’t paid him a cent for the truck. He
clearly wasn’t taking care of it. He had stored furniture in Wilson’s garage all
summer without ever bothering to say thank you. And yet when Wilson had
started to complain, Jeffrey had a way of making him feel guilty.

Jeffrey moved the furniture into a house owned by Jacob Wilcox on eighty
acres east of Macks Creek in a heavily wooded area. Wilcox and his family had
restored much of the 1940s farmhouse by themselves. It had two bedrooms and a
bath on the top floor, another bedroom and bath on the main level and an
unfinished basement. The only reason Wilcox had decided to rent the place was
because he and his family were going to be leaving town for about a year. He
didn’t want to sell it, but he couldn’t afford to leave it sitting empty. A friend
had told Donna that Wilcox might be willing to rent his home cheap to a family
if they took good care of it. Donna had passed the message on to Jeffrey who
had immediately telephoned Wilcox. The novice landlord had put Jeffrey off at
first. “I wanted to check Jeff out,” Wilcox later said. “This wasn’t a rental
property. It was my home. I planned to come back and live here.” Wilcox called
a friend who knew the Keebler family.

“Don’t do it,” the man warned. “That guy has been nothing but trouble.”

Despite such advice, Wilcox decided to let Jeffrey move in. “The guy seemed
so sincere,” Wilcox recalled, “and to tell you the truth, I felt sorry for him.” The
rent was $100 per month, a figure well below the house’s rental value. There
was only one stipulation. Wilcox had moved all of his personal belongings into
the garage and had put a padlock on the door. He told Jeffrey to stay out of there.
Jeffrey agreed and wrote Wilcox a check for the first month’s rent. That same
day, Wilcox left Macks Creek. A few weeks later, Wilcox got a letter from his



bank telling him that Jeffrey’s check had bounced. Wilcox called Jeffrey, who
quickly apologized and mailed him another check. It bounced too. Wilcox made
another call and this time Jeffrey promised to mail him a check that was good.
When it cleared, Wilcox figured the first two had been harmless errors. He
would soon discover that he was wrong.

From the start, Alice didn’t like the farm. It was too isolated. Every day when
Jeffrey left for work, she was stuck alone with a new baby and two boys with no
neighbors. The only adult she ever got to speak with was Jeffrey and their
relationship was once again in trouble. Jeffrey claimed that Alice was a nag. She
was always complaining and demanding attention, he said. Alice claimed that
Jeffrey was cold and harsh. He didn’t care about anyone’s feelings but his own,
she complained. Both agreed that sex was a problem.

Said Jeffrey: “Being happy sexually with Alice wasn’t possible. She couldn’t
give me what I wanted. I would not be out of line to say that if we had sexual
intercourse six times a year that was a great year. I used to say that you could tell
how many times Alice and I had made love by counting our kids—it was
supposed to be a joke, but it wasn’t funny anymore.”

Said Alice: “Jeffrey was impossible to satisfy when it came to sex. If Jeffrey
didn’t have seven or eight orgasms a day, he felt deprived.”

One night, Jeffrey confronted Alice.

“Let’s stop playing games,” he said. “Let’s deal with the issue. This is a
marital relationship and I have certain sexual expectations and I expect you to
meet those expectations.”

Jeffrey later insisted that Alice got angry and refused to have sex with him.
“She simply refused to meet my needs,” he said, “and made it clear that she
wasn’t going to.” Her refusal, he claimed, made him so frustrated that he began
flirting at work with other women.

Alice later told a much different story about why she and Jeffrey were having
sexual problems.

“Just before Thanksgiving, Jeffrey took me out to the farm we had rented. He
left the kids at my mom’s and he told me we were going out there to be alone
and to make love. I went along with him because I wanted to make him happy
but I wasn’t prepared for what happened.”



After they went into the farmhouse, Jeffrey told Alice to go upstairs and take
a bath. While she was still in the tub, Jeffrey walked in naked. He told her to
open the drain and let the water out, but he ordered her to stay in the tub. He then
stepped into the tub so that he was facing her feet. According to Alice, Jeffrey
bent down over her and defecated onto her breasts.

“I discovered that Jeffrey was fascinated with his own feces,” Alice later told
investigators and her psychologist. “He told me that he had been using it since
he was thirteen. He would smear it on himself and masturbate with it.”

After Jeffrey rubbed feces on Alice’s breasts, they had intercourse and then
bathed together, she said. “It wasn’t that I was cold and uncaring,” Alice
explained. “I just didn’t want to do all the things that he wanted me to do. I knew
that my role as his wife was to satisfy him and I wanted to do that and make him
happy, but after we moved to the farm, he not only wanted to smear his feces on
me, he got so he liked holding me down and putting it on my face.... It was just
too much ... so I began telling him no and that is what made him angry and that
is what caused all of the fights.”

Jeffrey refused during interviews to discuss his sexual practices with Alice.
He considered their sexual life to be private. All he would say was that he had
never done anything with Alice that “she didn’t want to do too.” Later, when he
was specifically asked if he had smeared his feces on Alice, Jeffrey became
upset. “That’s an outright lie!” he said. “That is not part of my lifestyle.” He
accused Alice of making up stories about their sex life in order to win sympathy
for herself. He had never abused her or engaged in any unusual sexual acts with
her, he said.

Shortly after Thanksgiving, Jeffrey began coming home late from work at
night. He told Alice that he was taking a night class at the hospital so that he
could become an emergency medical technician. Alice didn’t seem to mind until
one Wednesday in December. Alice didn’t have a washing machine or clothes
dryer at the rental house, so once a week, usually on Wednesday nights, Jeffrey
drove her into Macks Creek to a Laundromat. He’d drop her off and go to his
night class at the hospital and then return to take her home. On this particular
night, Alice finished the laundry and waited for Jeffrey but he didn’t show up on
time. She waited another hour and then called the hospital.

“Is the class still in session?” she asked.

The nurse, whom Alice knew, was confused. There were no night classes



being taught at the hospital, she replied.

Alice tried to hide her embarrassment. “Oh, I must have been mistaken,” she
said. Alice didn’t know what to do so she waited another hour and then finally
called Donna. They drove to the rental house together. Jeffrey wasn’t there.
Donna took everyone home with her.

The next day, Alice borrowed her mother’s car and she and Kristen drove to
the farm. Jeffrey answered the door.

“What’s going on?” Alice demanded. “Why didn’t you pick me up at the...”

Before she could finish, Jeffrey slammed the door. She beat on it with one
hand for several minutes until Kristen began to cry and then she drove back to
her parents’ house. “I didn’t know what was going on,” she later said. “I knew
he was mad at me because of our sex life, but he wouldn’t tell me what was the
matter.”

Alice and the kids spent Thursday at the Keehlers’. On Friday morning,
Jeffrey called. He wanted to take Alice and the kids to McDonald’s for
hamburgers that night after work, he said. He wanted to talk to Alice about their
marriage and whether she was willing to become a “good, subservient wife.”
Alice dressed the boys in their best outfits and put ribbons in Kristen’s hair. All
of them waited in the living room. Five o’clock. Six o’clock. Around nine
o’clock, Alice put the children to bed and she and her sister Terri went out to
find Jeffrey. His truck was parked at the hospital, but he was gone. The
following morning, Alice again drove to the farm in her mother’s car looking for
Jeffrey but he hadn’t been there. It looked as if he had spent the night
somewhere else. She sat down in the kitchen and wrote him a long letter. In it,
she apologized for being, in her own words, “such a bad wife.” She was sorry
that she had made his life so miserable, that she couldn’t satisfy him sexually or
be obedient as the scriptures demanded. She begged him for forgiveness and
finished the letter by asking him not to hate—or leave—her. “I felt that I had
caused this entire mess,” she recalled. “Not only had I displeased Jeffrey, but I’d
also disobeyed God because I had not been subservient to my husband.”

On Monday morning, Jeffrey pulled into the Keehlers’ driveway. He hadn’t
talked to Alice for three days. He’d simply disappeared. He told Alice that he
needed to speak with her in private. They went for a walk.

“Where have you been?” she asked.



Jeffrey said he had spent the weekend in Springfield, about fifty miles south
of Macks Creek, at a motel with a woman who also worked at the hospital. He
said the woman wanted to marry him.

“You’re having an affair?” Alice later remembered asking.

“No,” Jeffrey said, “I was going to, but I didn’t.” Jeffrey explained that he
and the woman had ended up staying in separate rooms. She had wanted to make
love with him, but he had been physically incapable of having sex because “I’m
still in love with you, Alice, and I couldn’t break our marriage vows.”

Alice was stunned. “I knew he was angry with me, but I didn’t know he was
seeing another woman. He told me that he had gone with her because he was so
unhappy with me and because I wouldn’t do what he wanted. He said she told
him that he was masculine and macho and everything that a woman wanted in a
man, and she had offered herself to him and that he felt good about that, because
that is how a woman was supposed to act, but that he didn’t love her. He loved
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me.

Years later, Jeffrey repeated much the same story in an interview. “I got
involved with this woman at work because I was sexually frustrated. It wasn’t
love. She had her problems, I had mine. It was nothing but animal heat. But I felt
so guilty that I just couldn’t do anything and then I confessed everything to
Alice.”

Jeffrey told Alice that he wasn’t going to answer any questions about the
Springfield trip. He just wanted her to know what she had driven him to do. “He
blamed me totally and considered himself a hero because he had turned down
this woman,” Alice said. Incredibly, Alice thanked Jeffrey for not committing
adultery and for not leaving her and the children. Jeffrey then drove all of them
back to the rental house. When it was time for bed that night, Jeffrey told her
that he wanted to make love. He pointed toward the bathroom.

“I’ll draw your bath,” Jeffrey told her.

Alice said later that she understood what he wanted. She followed him into
the bathroom and disrobed without complaint.

The next day after Jeffrey went to work, Alice telephoned her parents and
told them where Jeffrey had spent the weekend. Ralph Keehler was angry. Was
Alice really so naive that she believed Jeffrey had spent a weekend in a motel
with another woman and never touched her sexually?



“Drop that son of a bitch,” he told his daughter. “Divorce him.”

Donna was more conciliatory. “You decided to marry him, not me, and I’'m
not going to make the decision on whether you should break up your marriage,”
she said. “That’s up to you.” Then she asked her daughter if she still loved
Jeffrey.

“Yes,” said Alice. Besides, she added, “Who else would take me? I have a
baby, two boys, and I’'m twenty-eight years old.”

All that week, Alice and Jeffrey avoided talking about his tryst. But on Friday
afternoon while Jeffrey was at work, his girlfriend called and boldly asked Alice
to give Jeffrey a message.

“Tell him I can’t go away with him this weekend,” she said.

Alice slammed down the receiver. When Jeffrey got home, she screamed at
him. Jeffrey got angry.

“I can’t believe you believe her!” he snapped. “She is making all this stuff up
because I wouldn’t have sex with her. It’s all a lie! She’s trying to get even with
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me.
Alice was caught off guard.

“Do you think she would call you if she wasn’t angry and jealous?” he
continued.

Jeffrey’s explanation seemed to make sense, at least to Alice. “I believed him.
I honestly believed that they hadn’t gone to bed together.” On Monday, Alice
decided it was time for her to turn the tables. As soon as Jeffrey left for work,
she telephoned the hospital and asked to speak to the woman.

“Why are you bothering my husband?” she yelled. “Why are you making this
stuff up? Is it because Jeffrey ditched you? Because he didn’t want to have sex
with you?”

“Is that what he told you?” the woman replied, mockingly. With a steady
voice, she then recited the names of the motels and the times and dates that she
and Jeffrey had been together. And then she added something else.

“She told me that Jeffrey had taught her how to have oral sex,” Alice
recalled, “and the way she described it and the words that she used—she was
using Jeff’s vocabulary—I knew she was telling me the truth because they were



the words that he had used to teach me about oral sex. She wasn’t lying. I knew
that he had been the one telling lies.”

Alice hung up and grabbed a telephone book. She called each of the motels
and asked the clerks if a “Jeffrey Lundgren” had been a guest on the dates that
had been quoted to her. “Every one of them told me that he had checked in. He
even had used his real name. He didn’t even try to hide it. Everything she had
told me was true.”

Alice dialed the long-distance number of her friend Louise Stone and told her
about Jeffrey’s affair. “I drove him to it,” she said between sobs. “I am not as
sexually active as he wants me to be. If I’d only done what he had wanted and
accepted it, then Jeffrey wouldn’t have looked elsewhere.”

At this point, Alice didn’t mention Jeffrey’s fascination with feces. She was
too embarrassed. She simply told Louise that Jeffrey wasn’t happy with her
attitude toward sex.

“Alice told me that she had decided that to make Jeffrey happy she was going
to become a very sexual partner,” Louise Stone said later. “She said she didn’t
know whether she could do it or not, but she said that she was going to convince
Jeffrey that whatever he wanted was okay even if she couldn’t enjoy it. I felt that
she was trying her best to become what Jeff wanted her to become sexually.”

When Jeffrey got home, Alice told him that she thought it was best if they
never mentioned his affair again. “She said that she forgave me and for two
weeks, she reclaimed me and I reclaimed her, and we had a good sexual
relationship,” Jeffrey said. “She did what wives are supposed to do and
submitted her will to her Lord—me.”

But the second honeymoon didn’t last long. One night in February, Jeffrey
told Alice to put the children to bed early and come to bed. There was something
new that he wanted to teach her, he said.

“Jeffrey came up with two glasses and a bottle of cherry vodka and I was
shocked because we didn’t drink, but he told me that he wanted me to drink
some Coke and cherry vodka and we began drinking.”

While they sat on the bed, Jeffrey asked Alice what it was like to be a woman
during sex. He was curious about how it felt. What was it like for a woman to
have an orgasm? How did it feel to have a penis thrust inside her?



“I was getting pretty drunk and he told me that he wanted to do something
different. He told me that he wanted me to give him a bath and wash his hair,
which I did, and then he had me comb it and set it in rollers. He had me clean
and file his fingernails and toenails and then polish them. Then he asked me for
one of my nightgowns and he put it on. He asked me to shave his legs and I did
and he put on a pair of my panty hose and I was pretty drunk by this time and he
decided to model for me so I put makeup, women’s makeup, on his face and
took out the hair rollers.

“All this time, he was telling me to drink this vodka and Coke and I was
really getting drunk. I was sloppy drunk and then he pulled this package out
from under the bed and he said that he wanted to show it to me and he opened it
up and took out a dildo and a leather harness and I thought, ‘My God, what is he
going to do to me?’ But he told me that the harness was for me to wear. He
wanted me to put on the dildo and he wanted me to have sex with him! He
wanted me to have anal intercourse with him and it was supposed to be a rape. I
said, ‘No.’ I said, ‘Jeffrey, this is too weird. I may be drunk, but I’'m not going to
do that.” He said, ‘Oh yes you are,” and we started arguing and that is when I
decided just to get out of the bedroom so I went into the hallway and he came
after me and he said, “You are going to do what I tell you to do,’ and I said, ‘Oh
no I’m not,” and he said, ‘Well then, I’ll get someone who will.” I was drunk and
furious and I yelled at him. I said, ‘Oh, you going to get your hospital whore?,’
and he said, ‘Yeah, she’ll do it for me.’ I yelled, “You son of a bitch,” and I went
for his throat. I dug my fingernails into his neck. I wanted to hurt him, hurt him
so bad, hurt him like he had hurt me. I was so angry. I mean, I had tried and tried
and tried to get him to tell me that he was sorry about having an affair, but he
always refused. He always said, ‘I'm not going to grovel in the dirt for you,
Alice. It’s your fault that it happened.’ I was so furious about everything—the
lies, the affair, everything—so I grabbed him around the throat and tried to hurt
him and he grabbed me and pulled me off and when he did, he threw me against
the wall and my back hit the door, the doorknob, right in the middle of the back
and I remember just going limp with the pain and sliding down the wall. I
remember the pain was excruciating. I crawled into the bathroom and I locked
the door and I passed out. He was trying to take the hinges off and was yelling at
me to unlock the door, but I wouldn’t and I passed out.”

Jeffrey later recalled the confrontation in the hallway differently. He did not
mention anything about a sexual encounter or dildo. “One night I went



downstairs to get something to eat and when I came back upstairs, she was
waiting for me at the door of our bedroom with a baseball bat. She was enraged
about the affair, almost catatonic, and she went on an angry tirade. She swung at
me with the baseball bat and missed. I caught her with my arms and picked her
up. I didn’t have any feelings of anger. She claims that I threw her against the
doorknob, but that isn’t true. She didn’t hit anything when I tossed her back. A
few days later, she slipped while she was walking down the stairs and fell and hit
her back. That’s how she got hurt.”

No one except Alice and Jeffrey actually knows what happened, but the result
is documented in medical records at the Lake of the Ozarks Hospital. Regardless
of the cause, Alice’s spleen was ruptured and began leaking blood. The injury
went unnoticed for two weeks until Alice collapsed and lost consciousness one
morning while visiting Jeffrey at the hospital. He carried her into the emergency
room, where doctors discovered massive internal bleeding and operated to
remove her spleen. Twice during surgery, Alice almost died.

Jeffrey’s parents came down from Independence to the farm to take care of
the children while Alice was in the hospital. By the end of March, Alice was
released, but her medical problems were far from over. She developed a series of
painful complications and remained bedfast. One night when she was lying in
bed half asleep and under heavy medication for pain, Jeffrey had sexual
intercourse with her. She was so groggy that she thought it was a dream at first.
A few weeks later, she discovered that she was pregnant again. Alice, who was
still taking large doses of painkillers, was terrified. She was afraid that the drugs
that she was taking might harm her baby.

Jeffrey, meanwhile, was facing his own worries. He had written bad checks to
several area merchants. Some of the checks had been written on accounts that
had been closed months earlier; other checks were from accounts that contained
no money. A merchant tipped off Donna. A local businessman was so angry that
he was going to ask the county attorney to prosecute Jeffrey. “I went over and
paid the checks,” Donna recalled later. “I collected quite a few of them. We do
quite a bit of business with people and we live here. Credit was extended to
Jeffrey and Alice because of us and I felt morally responsible to not leave them
hanging.” Once merchants heard that Donna was paying Jeffrey’s bad checks,
they began calling her at home. The calls came every night. None of the checks
that Jeffrey was writing was for more than thirty dollars. Most were for gasoline
or milk or other groceries. But as quickly as Donna paid them, he wrote more.



Within a month, she had depleted what little savings she and Ralph had. She
decided to confront her son-in-law.

“Jeff, you got to stop doing this,” she said. “This is the third time that I’ve
gone around and gotten these checks for you and we can’t afford to do it
anymore.”

He didn’t respond.

“If you got many more floating around, you better make them good because
the prosecutor comes down real hard on bad checks around here.”

Jeffrey nodded, but didn’t follow her advice. He wrote another bad check to
his landlord. The Lundgrens had lived at the Wilcox farmhouse for nearly one
year, yet had paid only two months’ rent. Wilcox started eviction procedures.
Once again, Jeffrey and Alice and their children were forced to move in with
Ralph and Donna.

Wilcox had felt bad when he decided to evict the Lundgrens, but when he
visited the farmhouse after they were gone, whatever sympathy he had for the
family vanished. The first thing that he noticed was that Jeffrey had broken into
the garage where Wilcox had stored his personal belongings. Jeffrey had taken
several items and had been using them inside the house. As soon as Wilcox
stepped through the back door of his house, Wilcox’s heart sank. “The place was
a wreck. It looked like a tornado had sucked up everything and thrown it
around.” He suddenly smelled a pungent odor coming from the basement.
Wilcox walked downstairs and nearly gagged. For some reason, Jeffrey had used
a saw to cut through the pipe that drained the toilet. “There was toilet paper,
feces, urine, everything—dropped directly down onto the basement floor just
like in an outhouse,” Wilcox recalled. “There was a pile of human waste at least
one foot deep and six feet in diameter.” Covering his mouth, Wilcox hurried
back up to the kitchen. How could someone live with such filth in the basement?
he wondered. And why would Jeffrey have done such a thing? Why would
someone want a pile of feces in the basement?

Wilcox went through the entire house looking for damage. There was plenty.
Holes had been knocked in the walls, carpets were stained and filthy. When he
reached the master bedroom upstairs, Wilcox found something else that he
thought was curious. Inside one of the closets were stacks of pornographic
magazines that Wilcox later described as sadomasochism and bondage
publications. Something tossed in the corner of the closet also caught his eye.



Wilcox reached down and picked it up, but as soon as he realized what it was, he
dropped it.

“It was a plastic dildo that was still caked with feces,” Wilcox said. “I mean it
was caked with it. They hadn’t washed it. They’d just tossed it in there.”

As he left the house, Wilcox couldn’t help but wonder at the contradiction
Jeffrey posed. “He was radical in his religious beliefs. He was intensely
conservative and in one room of the house he had left about every book you
could think of about the RLDS religion. He had rows and rows of them.” Yet
upstairs Wilcox had found the opposite sort of literature. It was almost as if there
were two different Jeffrey Lundgrens, both extremes. One holy, one evil. “He
just wasn’t operating from the same perspective that most people operate from. I
have never met a person who wanted to be liked more than Jeffrey. He wanted to
be liked, he wanted to be admired, yet he didn’t want to do anything to earn you
liking him. At the same time, I also never knew anyone who thought so much of
himself. It wasn’t arrogance; it was intense self-importance. He simply looked
upon himself as someone who was unique, you know, special, and he felt people
needed to treat him special.”

On August 6, Jeffrey came home from work and announced that he had quit
his job at the hospital. He had not said anything that morning about quitting. He
didn’t have another job lined up. Alice was dumbfounded. She was six months
pregnant, they hadn’t found another house to rent, Jeffrey still owed local
merchants for bad checks.

“Why did you do it?” she asked. “What’s wrong?”

“I can make more money in Independence,” Jeffrey replied. “Besides, they
don’t appreciate me at the hospital.”

Jeffrey would not say anything more.

Years later, Bernie Wilson would recall why Jeffrey had resigned. That
morning, a hospital employee had walked into an office and caught Jeffrey and
his girlfriend embracing. “Jeffrey denied that he was having an affair, but he had
been caught fondling this woman’s breasts and there was little doubt in my mind
what they were up to,” Wilson said. “I didn’t give him much choice but to quit.”

Jeffrey left for Independence the morning after he resigned. He moved into an
apartment with his brother, Corry, and told Alice that he would send money
whenever he could. During the four-month period that Jeffrey was gone, he



mailed her a total of five dollars, Alice later said. In December, Alice went into
labor and was taken to Lake of the Ozarks Hospital. Jeffrey drove down from
Independence but was clearly uncomfortable at the hospital. Alice still didn’t
know the truth about why he had resigned. Jeffrey spent the night sleeping in the
car in the parking lot rather than in the lobby. The next morning, Alice gave
birth to a boy.

“I was so terrified that the drugs I’d taken after my spleen was removed had
harmed my baby, but the doctor said, ‘Alice, he’s got all of his fingers and toes.’
And I was so happy that I started crying. You see, I had wondered why God had
spared my life when my spleen ruptured. I should have died. My life was so
miserable but He spared me so that I could give birth. I looked over at Jeffrey
because I wanted to tell him and share it with him and I reached for his hand and
he knocked it away. He was crying and I said, “What’s wrong? The baby’s okay!
He’s okay!,” and Jeffrey glared at me and he said, ‘HE!,” and I said, “Yes, honey,
it’s a boy,” and Jeffrey said, ‘Alice, I wanted a girl! Can’t you do anything
right?,” and he turned around and he walked out. He left me there with my son
and just walked out.”

Alice named the boy Caleb, after Caleb the son of Jephunneh, mentioned in
the Old Testament book of Numbers. “I named him by myself. I chose the name
Caleb because Caleb in the Bible hadn’t been scared off by adversity and run
away from things. He had also told the truth when everyone else lied.”

The day after Caleb was born, Alice mentioned to the doctor that she wanted
to have a tubal ligation. She didn’t want any more children.

“I don’t think we can do that,’’ the doctor replied.
Alice asked why. She was certain that her insurance would cover the cost.
“What insurance?” the doctor asked.

“I thought that our insurance had covered all of my medical bills,” Alice later
explained, “because Jeffrey had been covered by the hospital’s employee policy
and he had told me that we were still covered by it even though he had quit.
What I found out was that Jeffrey had taken me and the kids off the policy
months earlier and had been pocketing the extra cash that he saved. We owed the
hospital thousands and thousands of dollars from my spleen surgery and they
weren’t going to do anything else for us until they were paid.”

When Donna came to visit her daughter and new grandson later that day, she



found Alice in tears.

“Mama,” Alice blurted out. “I married Jeffrey for better or worse, but it just
keeps getting worse and worse and worse.”



Chapter 9

EVEN though Jeffrey was spending his weekdays in Independence searching
for work, he would come to the Keehlers’ on weekends, and late at night, he and
Alice would explore what Jeffrey liked to describe as their “secret world.”

“My mother had a sunken bathtub in the bathroom that we used and that is
where most of this stuff with feces and urine took place,” Alice later said.

During one visit, Alice mentioned that her parents were going to be gone
during the upcoming weekend. She and Jeffrey, along with their children, would
have the Keehler house to themselves. Jeffrey arrived home earlier than usual
the next Friday and was impatient with the kids. As soon as Alice got them to
bed, he hurried her into the bedroom. “Jeffrey told me to strip and I did, and then
he told me to lie down on the bed. He had bought some rope and he had already
cut it into four pieces that he used to tie me onto the bed. He told me that he
wanted to see what it was like, you know, bondage. I went along with it because
it didn’t seem like such a big thing.”

They had sex, and when it was over, Alice asked Jeffrey to untie her. He
refused. “I began to panic and I said, ‘Jeffrey, untie me,” and he said, ‘Then it
wouldn’t be any fun.”” Alice would later claim that during the night, Jeffrey had
sexual intercourse with her numerous times. The entire time, she was tied in
various positions on the bed. In the morning, she told him that she needed to use
the bathroom. He untied her legs but tied her hands together after freeing them
from the bed. He led her into the bathroom and then he climbed into the sunken
bathtub. “He ordered me to urinate on him and I did,” she said. “Then we went
back into the bedroom and he tied me back up.” Alice later told a friend that
Jeffrey had kept her tied to the bed all day Saturday and most of Sunday. He
only released her a few hours before her parents came home. “He told the kids
that I was sick and couldn’t be disturbed so they stayed out of the room.”

Although she later said that she did not enjoy the experience, she candidly
acknowledged that she had not complained to Jeffrey at the time. “I wanted to
please him. I wanted to make him happy. I kept thinking, ‘Well, at least we are
spending time together. At least he is not with some other woman.’”

Jeffrey found work at a hospital in Kansas City and he moved Alice and the
kids up to live with him. But he only kept the job for a few weeks before quitting



without explanation. He and Alice were broke as usual. When their landlord
knocked on the door in late February 1981 demanding rent, Alice begged for
more time. With tears running down her cheeks, she showed him her baby and
her three other children and explained how Jeffrey was doing odd jobs to earn
enough to feed them. He felt sorry for her and agreed to wait. Jeffrey,
meanwhile, began writing bad checks.

One afternoon Alice received a telephone call. It was Jeffrey. He had been
arrested by police for passing bad checks. Alice telephoned Donna for help.
Jeffrey needed $300 in cash for bail.

“Honey, we just don’t got it,” Donna replied. Ralph suggested that they leave
Jeffrey in jail, but Donna disagreed. She offered to put up their house as
collateral.

Alice paused. “No, Mama, I can’t let you do it. I’m afraid Jeffrey won’t pay it
back.”

Donna sent her son, Charles, in her car to Independence to pick up Alice. She
also telephoned Ralph’s sister—the same woman who had worked at Drumm
Farm as a cook and had helped them before when they needed cash. The aunt
gave Alice a $300 check.

“Don’t make it out to Jeffrey,” Alice warned. “If I take it to our bank to cash
it, they’ll simply confiscate the money to pay for other bad checks.”

The woman made the check out to Ralph. Alice and Charles drove to Macks
Creek to get Ralph’s signature and cash it. En route, Alice began to pray. “I
reached the bottom, the absolute bottom. I had been married to this man for
eleven years and we had nothing to show for it, absolutely nothing. I had always
dreamed about having a house with a white picket fence and a nice family. But
now I was thrilled just to have enough money to buy milk for the children. What
had gone wrong? I remember Charles had fallen asleep in the front seat while I
was driving and it was raining and I just started talking to God. “What am 1
supposed to do?’ I said. ‘I’'m married to this man for life. He lies to me. He can’t
keep a job. He cheats on me. Why, God, are You doing this to me?””’

As she drove toward Macks Creek, Alice remembered the summer of 1969
when the patriarch had said that she would marry a companion who would do
great things for the church. “I began to think that maybe God had a purpose for
doing this, but I just didn’t see it.”



A few days after Jeffrey was bailed out of jail, he got a job at one of
Independence’s oldest hospitals, St. Mary’s, a 365-bed institution operated by
the Roman Catholic Church. He worked as a biomedical technician and was paid
$32,000 per year, the most money he had ever earned. Under pressure from
Donna, Jeffrey used most of his first paychecks to clear up the bad checks that
he had written in Macks Creek. In return, the charges against him were
suspended and later expunged from his record.

For the first time in their lives as a couple, Jeffrey and Alice had enough cash
to pay the rent, buy groceries, and still have a few dollars left over. Jeffrey began
buying rifles. “I want to have a better gun collection than my father,” he told
Alice. She began buying antiques. “I want to have a better collection than your
mother’s,” she told Jeffrey.

In the fall of 1981, Alice found a beautiful two-story stone house to rent
located directly across from the Independence Medical Center on East Twenty-
third Street. The rent was $400 per month.

Now that they had the money, Jeffrey and Alice began entertaining. Alice
telephoned Dennis and Tonya Patrick, whom they hadn’t seen since all of them
worked at Drumm Farm. Dennis was now a manager at Bendix Corporation and
Tonya had given birth to a daughter, Molly. They had just bought a new house in
Independence and were attending the Slover Park congregation. Dennis had
risen to the rank of elder in the church, which meant that several nights each
week he called on other saints. The Patricks and Lundgrens had a good time
when they got together. But Tonya told Dennis later that she felt Jeffrey and
Alice had changed. Jeffrey’s sexual jokes had made her feel uncomfortable.

“Oh, that’s just Jeff,” Dennis replied. “He’s always been that way, saying
things.”

“No, Dennis,” Tonya said. “This time it was different.” In the past, she
explained, Jeffrey had always tried to be funny. But this time she felt his
innuendos were serious. “I think if I would have shown an interest, he would
have jumped at the chance.”

One day in autumn of 1982, Alice was outside the rental house raking leaves
when an elder from the Slover Park congregation pulled his car to the curb and
stepped out to speak with her. He told Alice that an adult Sunday school class at
the church was going to begin a new series about the Book of Mormon on
Sunday and he invited her to attend. When Alice mentioned the invitation later



that night to Jeffrey, he became irritated.

“Why’d you even talk to him?” he asked. “You’re my wife. Men shouldn’t be
walking up and talking to you in the front yard like that.”

Jeffrey told Alice to forget about going to church, but Sunday morning, he
awoke early. “I sat upright in bed for no reason,” he recalled, “and I woke Alice
up and told her to get the kids ready for church. She was shocked and so was I,
but for some reason I had decided to go—no—it was more than that, I felt
compelled to go.”

The Book of Mormon class was being taught by Raymond C. Treat, a tall,
lean man in his early forties, who had dedicated his life to proving that the Book
of Mormon was an accurate historical account of early life in the New World.
Treat had grown up in Wisconsin, where his parents owned a profitable
cranberry marsh. They were not Mormons and neither was he, but in 1959, an
employee at the marsh gave Treat a copy of the Book of Mormon and he was
mesmerized. He converted to the RLDS and in 1961 married Mary Lee, whom
he had met at church. She was fascinated by anthropology and together they
decided to pinpoint where the ancient Nephites and Lamanites mentioned in the
book had actually lived. Their studies took them to Mexico, and after months of
work and study, they decided that the early Hebrews had settled in Mesoamerica,
an area extending from central Mexico to Honduras and Nicaragua in which
diverse pre-Columbian civilizations once flourished. Treat eventually inherited
his family’s lucrative cranberry marsh, but he felt moved by God in 1975 to sell
it. He used the proceeds to establish the Zarahemla Research Foundation, a
nonprofit operation dedicated to investigating the archaeological aspects of the
Book of Mormon. The Treats chose the name Zarahemla because that was what
the Nephites and Lamanites called their homeland. The foundation operated out
of a nondescript brick building in downtown Independence and had two
employees—Ray and Mary Lee. They lived on a shoestring budget, made trips
to archaeological sites in Mesoamerica, and published their findings in their own
newsletter called The Zarahemla Record.

Jeffrey and Alice had found Treat’s slide presentation about Maya ruins
fascinating but it was a comment that Treat made about how the Book of
Mormon had been written that made Jeffrey snap to attention. “Everything in
this book,” Treat said, lifting up his well-worn copy, “every word is there for a
reason. God had some reason for including it.”



“It was like Ray Treat had put a key into my heart and turned it on full
speed,” Lundgren recalled. “I began to ask myself, “Why is this story here? Why
is this word used here? Why did God use this particular phrase? What is He
really trying to tell us?’ I began to look at the scriptures in an entirely different
way. Each one was a clue left by God. Memorizing a scripture wasn’t enough.
You needed to examine each individual word and discover its meaning. When
you did that you could actually see God’s thought process. From that point on,
no one could keep me away from church. I had to know more.”

Jeffrey decided to make another try at joining the priesthood. Only this time
around, he decided to lay the necessary groundwork so he wouldn’t be rejected.
“I volunteered to play the piano on Wednesday nights before the evening
service. Every Sunday, I made certain that my family was in Sunday School and
church. Churches are always looking for someone to volunteer and I was that
person. I did all the jobs nobody wanted.” Jeffrey also clued in Alice and
together they used Dennis and Tonya to make contacts at Slover Park.

“Jeff and Alice were anxious to get prestige,” Tonya later recalled. “They
didn’t have it, they wanted it.... They were constantly pushing us to introduce
them to important people and then they would either latch onto them or try to.”

Jeffrey’s plan worked. Two elders told him privately that they were going to
recommend that he be “called” into the priesthood. “I was actually amazed at
how easy it was really,” said Jeffrey. “I discovered that it really doesn’t take
much effort to take charge in a church and what really was shocking was how
easily people were led. Most people didn’t even read the scriptures. They had no
idea what was in them.” Alice agreed. Jeffrey could have hidden a Reader’s
Digest in his Book of Mormon and read from it and most people at Slover Park
wouldn’t have known the difference, she said.

While things were going well at church, Jeffrey was in trouble again at work.
He had been given access to a company car because he was frequently required
to drive between the main hospital and a satellite hospital in an adjoining
community. One weekend in December 1982, Jeffrey was seen driving the
company car when he clearly wasn’t at work. Jeffrey’s boss, Henry Thomas,
asked him if he had been using the car for personal trips. Jeffrey said that he
hadn’t, but a few days later Thomas found out otherwise. “I called Jeffrey into
my office again and I told him straight to his face that he had lied to me,”
Thomas later said. “He got all red and huffy. I wrote a disciplinary report about



the incident and I told him that the next time he took that car and used it on his
personal business and then lied about it, I was going to fire him. I came down
hard and I figured that threatening him with termination would make him
straighten out.” It didn’t.

Two days later, Thomas caught Jeffrey using the car to run personal errands.
He fired him. It was three weeks before Christmas and Jeffrey was out of work.
Alice called Dennis and Tonya. What was she going to do? she asked. She and
Jeffrey didn’t have any money to buy their children presents. Dennis and Tonya
offered to help. Tonya took Alice shopping and spent $400, which was charged
to the Patricks’ credit cards.

“l didn’t mind helping at first,” Dennis remembered, “but Jeffrey started
stopping by all the time and he’d be broke and he’d need gas money and he’d
just sort of sit there until I gave him ten or twenty dollars. It was like he just
expected it.”

Three months after Jeffrey was fired from St. Mary’s Hospital, his former
boss received a telephone call from the personnel director of a company in
Independence that sold equipment to hospitals.

“I’m thinking about hiring Jeffrey Lundgren,” he explained.

“Oh, my God!” Thomas recalled saying. “I sure as hell wouldn’t do that if I
were you.”

The director asked why, but Thomas was prohibited by hospital privacy
regulations from telling him.

“Well,” the director said, “I’ve interviewed him and I think he could help us
and I’d like to help him. He’s got a wife and kids and he is really active in his
church.”

“Let me give you some advice if you do,” Thomas replied. “Hide the
company credit cards, don’t let him have a company car, and watch his expense
accounts or it will come back to haunt you.”

Despite the warning, the director hired Jeffrey as a salesman in April 1983
and issued him a company credit card and automobile. Both were to be used
only for business purposes. Within a few weeks, Jeffrey was asked to resign
because of questions over the charge card and car expenses. It was the last
paying job that Jeffrey ever held.



Chapter 10

WITHIN the RLDS Church, Dr. James H. Robbins was held in reverent
esteem. A gentle, soft-spoken man in his early forties, Jim Robbins had
converted to Mormonism in 1965 and had moved to Independence a short time
later to help build Zion. By 1978, he had developed a lucrative medical practice
and was regarded as one of the city’s most successful podiatrists. But just as he
reached the peak of his profession, Jim began to feel guilty. “I felt that God was
advising me to give it up,” he later told his fellow saints. “Money and status
should not be the most important goals in life.” For six months, Jim prayed, and
then one evening he was visited by two church elders. Jim asked them to anoint
his head with oil and pray for him by a “laying on of hands”—touching him on
the head with their hands. While they were praying, one of the men said that he
felt led by the spirit to tell Jim that God was “opening a door” for him and that
he should not be afraid to go through it. After they finished praying, one of the
men turned to Jim. “Are you thinking about selling your practice?” the elder
asked.

“I was taken back by that question,” Jim recalled, “and I said, “Why yes.’
And he said, ‘I thought so, that came to me while I was praying for you.””

Jim considered that incident a divine revelation. He felt God was instructing
him to sell his medical practice. So he did just that. He stopped performing
lucrative foot surgery, opened an office in his house, and began providing
medical care to the elderly and poor, frequently without charge.

In the spring of 1982, at about the same time that Jeffrey was starting to work
at his short-lived job as a biomedical equipment salesman, Jim was about to join
two other devout Mormon families in what the church calls a “living in common
endeavor.” It was a concept that dated back in the Mormon Church to Sidney
Rigdon’s early teachings at Kirtland. Rigdon believed that the first Christians
mentioned in the New Testament had lived communally and he encouraged his
followers to do the same. One group established a commune outside Kirtland in
1830, but within a year they began quarreling over possessions. “What belonged
to one brother, belonged to any of the brethren; therefore we would take each
other’s clothes and property and use it without leave,” a member wrote in his
diary. When Joseph Smith, Jr., moved to Kirtland, he disbanded the commune.



Over time, numerous other devout Mormons had organized similar communes
but few lasted.

“I was interested in a ‘sharing all things in common’ living arrangement,” Jim
later explained, “because I felt that God wants every man, woman, and child to
live for one another, not simply to accumulate as much as they can for
themselves.” In October 1982, Jim and his wife, Laura, and their children were
about to move into a commune when Jim suddenly became ill. Doctors found
that he had stomach cancer. He was forced to back out of the commune but the
other two families went ahead and combined their assets. Jim, meanwhile, was
readied for surgery. As he prayed one night, Jim felt a “calmness” come over
him.

“The peace of God settled upon me to a degree that I had never experienced
before in my life. If you try to use logic, it will not make sense, but it was real
and I found myself carrying on a two-way conversation with the Lord. I didn’t
hear voices or anything like that. What happened was that whenever I thought of
a question in my mind, the answer would suddenly come to me. What he told me
was that He was prepared to heal me when I first got cancer but that the unbelief
of the saints was so monumental that if I had stood up and announced in church
that the Lord had cured me of cancer, no one would have believed me. So what
He said was that He had decided to go ahead and let me be stricken with cancer.
That way, everyone would know that I had it. He then told me that I could go
ahead and have surgery, but not anything else. ‘I will take care of you,” He said.
God didn’t tell me how long I would live and He didn’t tell me that He was
curing me. He simply said that He would take care of me.”

Jim underwent surgery and had a large section of his stomach removed, but
his doctors were not able to remove all of the cancer before it spread into his
lymphatic system. His surgeon told Jim that he would have to undergo
immediate chemotherapy. Jim refused and, despite the doctor’s protests, returned
home without undergoing any additional treatment.

Two months after his surgery, Jim and Laura Robbins were randomly paired
with Jeffrey and Alice at a weekend church retreat for married couples. The two
couples were supposed to spend most of the weekend together as part of the
program. Jeffrey recognized Jim. By that time, Jim had already shared his
“personal testimony” about his cancer operation with several congregations and
his moving story was becoming well known in Independence. Some saints



suspected Jim would soon die from cancer, but others believed that God was
using Jim and his faith to inspire other saints. Regardless, Jim Robbins was a
genuine celebrity and Jeffrey and Alice were eager to get to know him and
Laura.

At first, Jim didn’t like Jeffrey. He thought he was arrogant and pushy. But he
was impressed by Jeffrey’s ability to recall scriptures. After the weekend retreat,
the two couples began socializing. They would get together in each other’s
homes for what Jeffrey and Jim called “scripture shootouts.” Jim would cite a
scripture and Jeffrey would counter with a scripture that seemed to either say the
same thing or contradict it. Then the two men would continue citing verses until
one of them ran dry.

“Jeffrey didn’t enjoy light conversation, but he was captivated by the Book of
Mormon and digging for hidden or deeper meanings in the scriptures,” Jim said.
“I was in the priesthood and he wasn’t yet ordained but it soon became apparent
that he was far more brilliant than I when it came to knowing verses.”

In February 1983, two months after meeting the Lundgrens, Jim and Laura
told Jeffrey and Alice that they wanted to help support them. “We knew Jeffrey
was out of work and they were hard up so we decided to give them two hundred
dollars a week,” Jim said. In a moment that he would later have difficulty
explaining, Jim also announced that if the Lundgrens were interested, he and
Laura would like to combine their two families into an “all things in common
relationship.” Jeffrey and Alice quickly agreed.

“As soon as I brought up the subject, I knew in my heart that I was making a
mistake,” Jim recalled years later. “In looking back on it, my only explanation is
that I think I felt guilty. You see, we had originally planned to join with these
two other couples before I was diagnosed as having cancer. They had gone
ahead and had disbanded after about a year. I think asking the Lundgrens to form
an ‘all things in common relationship’ was sort of like marrying on the rebound
after a divorce.”

The day after he first mentioned communal living to Jeffrey and Alice, Jim
returned to their house and added a caveat. He and Laura would participate only
if they didn’t have to go into debt.

What Jim and Laura didn’t know was that Jeffrey and Alice were being
supported by other church members as well. Along with the $200 that the
Robbinses were giving them each week, the Lundgrens were receiving periodic



donations from two other families, and the church was paying their rent and
utilities from a special fund set aside for poor Mormons. Jeffrey and Alice were
also calling on Donna and Ralph when they needed cash and were still
borrowing small sums from Dennis and Tonya.

Sonny and Louise Stone, the Lundgrens’ friends from their navy days, moved
to Independence at about this time and Louise was shocked when she saw how
Alice and Jeffrey were living. “I met Alice one afternoon and we went shopping.
She told me that Jeffrey was unable to find a job and that she didn’t know how
they were going to feed the kids that night. She literally didn’t have any food in
the house. All the time that we were gone, she was fussing about how they were
broke. When we got back to her house, we walked up the steps and their front
porch was covered with groceries. I mean, bags and bags of food.”

“Help me carry these inside,” Alice told Louise.
“Alice, where did all this come from? Who left it here?” Louise asked.

“Oh, I don’t know. Jeffrey told me that he was going to pray about getting us
enough to eat and he prayed last night about it.”

“What?” Louise asked incredulously.

Alice became irritated. “Louise,” she lectured, “I don’t question God and
neither should you.”

“I told Alice that it wasn’t right for her and Jeffrey to live off other people,”
Louise remembered. “I asked her why Jeffrey didn’t go get a job like everyone
else. She told me that Jeff had things to do for God and therefore he wasn’t
required to work like everyone else. Other people were supposed to take care of
him. That was their job. His was to serve God.”

Once the Lundgrens became friends with the Robbinses, they no longer had
as much time for Dennis and Tonya or Sonny and Louise. Jeffrey, in particular,
didn’t want to bother studying scriptures with Dennis. “He can’t keep up with
me,” Jeffrey complained to Alice. “He’s just not as sharp as Jim.”

There was one passage of scriptures in particular that Jeffrey and Jim were
trying to decipher. It was recorded in the Doctrine and Covenants, a Mormon
book that contained all of Joseph Smith, Jr. ‘s revelations from God, as well as
those given by God to Smith’s successors. This particular revelation was
identified as “Section 76.” [The book listed revelations in numerical order but



used the word “section” rather than “number” to identify them.] According to it,
Joseph Smith, Jr., and Sidney Rigdon had been meditating on February 16, 1832,
when they were shown a revelation and a vision. What the two men saw was
eternity and it was quite different from the simple heaven and hell concept that
most other religions described. There were actually three different levels in
heaven, Smith later explained. These included the Celestial [highest], the
Terrestrial [middle], and Telestial [lowest]. Only the most devout saints could
make it to the Celestial where God himself dwelt. Section 76 described in detail
what kind of person would be assigned to each level. In the final sentences of the
passage, the revelation also said that God had permitted Smith and Rigdon to see
other “great and marvelous...works.” But He told them that they couldn’t reveal
what they had seen.

“For they are only to be seen and understood by the power of the
Holy Spirit, which God bestows on those who love him and purify
themselves before him; to whom he grants this privilege of seeing
and knowing for themselves.”

Jeffrey and Jim wanted to know what “great and marvelous” mysteries the
two men had seen but had been forbidden to describe? So they came up with a
plan. If God had appeared to Smith and Rigdon in Kirtland, Ohio, then Jeffrey
and Jim would drive to Kirtland and ask God to show them what He had shown
Smith and Rigdon.

They made plans to leave with their wives in March. Jeffrey had never seen
the Kirtland temple but he had read about its history. He knew that after Joseph
Smith, Jr., and Rigdon had fled Kirtland because of the Mormon bank failure,
the temple had been abandoned and had fallen into disrepair. At one point, a
Gentile farmer had used it as a sheep shed. After Smith was murdered in 1844,
the Mormons in Utah and those in Independence both claimed ownership of the
church. But in February 1880, a county judge ruled that it belonged to the
RLDS. Since then, the RLDS had restored the temple and opened it for tours.

The Robbinses and Lundgrens drove to Kirtland in an old station wagon that
the Lundgrens had been given. They stayed in the home of a local church official
who knew the Robbinses. Jeffrey and Jim had gotten permission to pray inside
the temple after it was closed to tourists. About an hour before it was time for
them to go inside, Jeffrey became fidgety.

“What’s bothering you, Jeffrey?” Alice asked, but he didn’t reply. Jim and



Laura Robbins noticed that Jeffrey was acting strangely. The two men had been
told that they would have thirty minutes to pray in the temple before they would
have to leave. They quickly hurried inside and sat on one of the wooden pews in
the front. All of a sudden, Jim realized that he didn’t have any idea what to do
next.

“I guess we should pray,” he finally said. Jeffrey nodded, so Jim knelt down
and asked God if He would show them the hidden mysteries described in Section
76.

Nothing happened.

Jim returned to his seat, feeling rather foolish. “It was obvious to me that we
were in no condition spiritually to have such a marvelous experience as Smith
and Rigdon had had.”

Jeffrey stood up and began to pray out loud, but rather than asking God to
show him a vision, Jeffrey asked God to heal Jim of his stomach cancer. As Jim
listened, Jeffrey became so emotional that he could hardly speak. He began to
weep.

“I was touched by what he said, that he would ask God to cure me, and I was
touched by his show of emotion because I had never seen that before in Jeffrey,”
Jim later recalled, “but I told Jeffrey as we were leaving the church that I didn’t
expect God to heal me. God had promised before my operation to take care of
me and I trusted Him to do that. He never said that He’d cure me of cancer.”

When Jeffrey later told his followers about his prayer and experience with
Jim Robbins at the Kirtland temple in March 1983, he would claim that Jim
collapsed as soon as he stepped outside the building. Jim would remember what
happened a bit differently. According to Jim and Laura, the two couples rode to
a nearby restaurant for dinner and while they were eating, Jim began to shake
and became faint. He had recently had a bad viral infection and he thought that
he was suffering a relapse. By the time Laura had paid the restaurant bill, Jim
was shaking uncontrollably with chills. Jeffrey helped him crawl into the back of
the station wagon and they left immediately for Independence.

“I think we should get him to a hospital,” Alice said after they had ridden on
the highway for about an hour. Jim entire body was shaking. Laura didn’t know
what to do, but Jeffrey was calm.

“He is going to be fine,” he said. “He didn’t get sick in a day and he’s not



going to be cured in a day.”

Alice glanced over at Laura. Neither one of them knew what Jeffrey was
talking about. They stopped for the night at a motel in Richmond, Indiana. The
next morning, Jim still felt ill. When they reached Independence, Jeffrey helped
Laura put Jim in bed. The next morning, Jim said he felt fine when Jeffrey came
to see him. Jim was certain he had been suffering from a virus. Jeffrey wasn’t.

“Jim, I want you to know what happened,” Jeffrey said. “The reason that I
was so nervous before we went into the temple was because God had spoken to
me. He said that I had a choice. I could see the vision—the same one that Joseph
Smith and Sidney Rigdon had seen—or I could choose to have you healed of
your cancer.” Jeffrey paused. “The reason why I was so upset was because I
actually had to think about it before I told God to heal you. I felt terrible. That’s
when I realized that I had come to the temple for the wrong reasons. I had come
because I was selfish. That’s why I prayed in the temple for God to cure you.”

Jim didn’t know what to say.

“You see,” Jeffrey continued, “that’s why you were sick after we left the
temple. God was healing you. He was healing you of cancer because I had made
the right choice. I’ve come over here today to tell you that you are completely
healed. The cancer is gone.”

After a few moments, Jim spoke. He had chosen his words carefully.
“Jeffrey, I appreciate what you are saying, but I don’t have that same testimony.
All T know is that God promised to take care of me. I don’t know that I’'m
healed.”

“Well, I'm telling you that you are healed,” Jeffrey replied.

“You are healed because I chose that rather than to see the vision.” On
Sunday when the Robbinses went to church, a woman hurried up to them. “Isn’t
it wonderful!” she exclaimed. Jim looked confused. “I’m talking about how
Jeffrey Lundgren prayed for God to heal you and He did! Jeffrey told us all
about it this morning. It’s a miracle.”

Jim Robbins wasn’t so sure.



Chapter 11

THE friendship between the Robbinses and Lundgrens became strained after
their trip to Kirtland for reasons besides Jeffrey’s claims that his prayers had
healed Jim. Jeffrey and Alice had found a piece of land in Independence that
they felt would be ideal for a “communal” duplex. They could live on one side
and the Robbinses could live on the other. Jeffrey estimated that it would cost
about $60,000 to buy the land and build a duplex. That sounded reasonable to
Jeff and Alice, but Jim and Laura balked. Jeffrey was still unemployed and, Jim
suspected, wasn’t really looking for a job. If the Robbinses sold their home, they
still would have to borrow at least $10,000 to cover all the construction costs.
“I’m wondering if the hand of God isn’t protecting us,” Jim told Laura one
afternoon. “Maybe He doesn’t want us to move in with Jeffrey and Alice.” Later
that day, Jim reminded Jeffrey of the caveat in their deal. “I’m not going to do
this if we have to go into debt,” he said. Jeffrey scrapped the duplex plans.

It was income-tax time, and when Laura began going over her records, she
discovered that she and Jim had given the Lundgrens more than $2,000. She also
realized that they weren’t going to be able to continue supporting the Lundgrens
and keep up their financial pledge to the church.

“We can’t keep doing both,” she told Jim. “One of us has to tell Jeff and
Alice, and soon.”

That night when the Lundgrens came over to visit, Laura kept waiting for Jim
to tell them, but the closest he came was asking Jeffrey if he’d had any luck
finding work. He hadn’t. The next Sunday, Laura cornered Alice at church.

“Is Jeff really looking for a job?” she asked.
“Why?” Alice replied, coldly.

“Because we just don’t have the money to keep supporting you,” Laura
blurted out.

Badly embarrassed, Alice hurried to find Jeffrey. Laura thought she had
better warn Jim, who had stayed home that morning. She got there too late.
Jeffrey had beat her home. He had pounded on the Robbinses’ door and had
come right to the point when Jim answered.



“Your wife told my wife that you don’t want to continue your relationship
with us,” Jeffrey huffed.

“What are you talking about, Jeffrey?” Jim asked.
“Your wife informed my wife that you can’t help us any longer financially. *’

“That’s right, Jeff,” Jim said solemnly. “We just can’t afford it. It’s too much
of a burden right now.”

“What kind of an excuse is that?” Jeffrey demanded. “I expect you to keep
your commitments to me.”

Jim got mad. “Jeff, you are the most ungrateful person I’ve ever known. How
can you stand there and carry on like this because now I'm telling you we can’t
afford it anymore? You act like we owe you this money.”

Jeffrey spun around and walked away.
The next Sunday at church, the Lundgrens and Robbinses avoided each other.

In early October 1983, Jeffrey was ordained at Slover Park into the RLDS
priesthood. He had been out of work for more than one year, but the elders in the
church didn’t hold that against him. Jeffrey asked his father to perform the
ordination ceremony. Dennis Patrick, whom he had befriended again, assisted.
Now that Jeffrey was in the priesthood, he could preach on Sundays. Years later,
regular members would still recall his first sermon. He didn’t speak from a
prepared text. Instead, he read a series of scriptures. Every one of the verses was
about God’s wrath and how he would destroy the wicked.

Jim and Laura were in the congregation. Neither had ever heard such a
scathing denunciation, but Jim wasn’t surprised. “During our scriptural studies,
Jeffrey always focused on scriptures that would enable him to mentally put
people he didn’t like into the lake of fire and brimstone. He would say, ‘See this
scripture? Why, God could be talking about so-and-so. He could be calling that
person a Son of Perdition [evil].” And I’d say, “Why, Jeff, you don’t know what
you are talking about. That person is not a Son of Perdition. It’s like you are
finding pleasure in condemning people. The Lord wants to save lives, not
destroy them by casting them into the pit.” But he always argued with me. ‘So-
and-so fits all the criteria of that scripture,” he’d say. ‘They should be
destroyed.”’

So many members complained about Jeffrey’s discourse that the church sent



an elder to talk to Jeffrey. “Our God is a God of love, not damnation,” he told
Jeffrey.

“I reminded the pastor that all I had done was read scriptures,” Jeffrey later
recalled, “and I asked him if he was telling me that a member of the priesthood
shouldn’t be allowed to read scripture in church.”

The pastor didn’t argue. Jeffrey was not asked to preach again.

A few days later, on Halloween night, Damon Lundgren tripped while
running across a parking lot after a youth group meeting at the church. By the
time an adult reached the thirteen-year-old, he was holding his rib cage in
obvious pain. They hurried him home.

“I think you should get Damon to the hospital,” the church’s youth group
sponsor told Jeffrey.

“We don’t have any insurance,” Jeffrey replied. “He’ll be okay.” He yelled at
Damon to get out of the car, but the sponsor interrupted.

“The church will pay for it. This kid is in pain.”

“Well, I can’t take him because I’m here alone with the other kids,” Jeffrey
replied. The sponsor offered to stay with them so that Jeffrey could take Damon
across the street to the emergency room at the Independence Medical Center.

“I don’t like leaving my children with strangers,” Jeffrey replied.

Exasperated, the sponsor decided to admit Damon into the emergency room
by himself. Jeffrey went along to sign the necessary hospital paperwork and then
hurried back home and telephoned Alice, who was visiting Tonya. Alice asked
Dennis if he would come to the hospital and pray for Damon. He anointed
Damon’s head with oil and asked God to comfort him. A short while later,
doctors told Alice that Damon had broken a rib, which, in turn, had punctured
his liver. They were going to operate to stop the internal bleeding. Dennis went
across the street to fetch Jeffrey. Jeff had telephoned Don and Lois and once
they arrived, he and Don went to the hospital, leaving Lois with the children. As
soon as Damon saw his grandpa, he smiled. Damon had always been Don’s
favorite. When Damon was little, Don used to squeeze his leg and count. Damon
would see how long he could take the pain before he yelled. They called it the
“pain game.”

“I think I made a ten on the pain scale, Grandpa,” Damon said.



“I think you did too, honey,” Don replied. Jeffrey noticed that there were
tears in his father’s eyes. He was surprised and jealous.

The surgery went well, and after it was completed, Jeffrey went home and
Don and Lois left. Alice slept on a cot next to her son in the hospital. She had
Jeffrey bring her clean clothes in the morning. She showered and ate there too. “I
don’t want to leave him,” Alice told Jeffrey. “I know what it’s like to be alone in
a hospital after surgery.” Alice’s comment was a reference to when her spleen
was removed following her confrontation with Jeffrey. He hadn’t been there
when she woke up after the operation.

Five days after Damon’s surgery, Jeffrey told Alice that he wanted her to
come home, if not to see him, then to spend some time with the other three
children. She agreed, but when she walked across the street, she found that
Jeffrey had already put the children to bed. He had grilled two steaks over
charcoal and set the table for a romantic candlelight dinner. When they finished
their vanilla ice cream dessert, Alice stood up to leave.

“I think I’1l dash over to check on Damon,” she said.

Jeffrey exploded. He grabbed her arm and pushed her against the dining-
room wall.

“By God, woman, you belong in this house and this is where you are going to
stay!” he yelled. “Now get in the bedroom.”

Now it was Alice’s turn to get angry.

“What’s wrong, Jeff?” she asked mockingly. “Are you feeling neglected
because you had to go five whole days without any sex?” He threw her onto the
floor. “He tore open my blouse and he raped me. He raped me on the floor and
when he got done, he got up and took my bathrobe and threw it at me. I went
into the bathroom and I sat on the floor and cried and cried and then I got into
the tub and after about a half hour, he came in with a red rose that he had put
into a vase and he put it next to me and he sat down next to the tub and he
stroked my face and he told me that he loved me and he was glad that we were
married. It was like we were two normal persons, like nothing had happened.”

(When asked later about Alice’s account, Jeffrey said that it was impossible
for a husband to rape his wife since her purpose in life was to please him
sexually.)



The next day, Alice telephoned Louise Stone. “Jeffrey raped me,” she said.
Alice decided to tell Louise everything, including how Jeffrey liked to smear his
feces on her. “What am I going to do?” she asked.

Louise suggested a divorce and offered to help her find a lawyer. “I’ll stand
by you no matter what you want to do,” she offered. Alice promised to think
about it.

When Jeffrey got home later that day, he told Alice that he had to tell her
something important. He began by reminding her of the summer in 1969 when
the patriarch made his prophecy about Alice and her husband.

“Alice, on the night that Damon was taken to the hospital, I had a vision,” he
announced. Years later, he would repeat during an interview what he told Alice
that night in October 1983. As he spoke, he became emotional and began to cry.
It was, he explained, the most heartrending experience in his life.

“I had gone out onto the front porch of our house because I could see the
emergency room from there and I was trying to see what was happening with
Damon across the street. I began to pray but I didn’t know what words to use.
Suddenly words started coming into my mind and I began to pray for the son,
but it wasn’t Damon that these words were about, it was the son of God, Jesus
Christ, and just as I started to say them, the hospital dissolved away and I was no
longer in Independence. I was at Calvary and I was facing the cross. I was
standing to the right of it. This was not like a movie. I was actually there. I was
physically, totally, completely there, and I looked up at Christ and He was in
total agony and I realized that there were plenty of people who could pray for
my son, but no one had prayed for the son—Jesus Christ. All of the disciples had
been upset about losing Him, but no one had prayed for Him. And I heard Him
call out with a loud voice. He was calling for Elias and it was horrible. I could
hear Him struggle and see His breath. He would struggle to raise Himself up to
get a gasp of air and then His entire body would sag, and I wanted to take Him
down and He looked at me and I could tell that He wanted me to take Him down,
but I couldn’t take Him down because I needed Him to die just as every other
creature needed Him to die. We all helped crucify Him because we needed Him
to die for our sins so I didn’t help Him. I rejected Him. I had to say ‘Crucify
Him’ just like everyone else because I needed that atonement. It was like I had
put a nail in His hand. I looked at Him and I knew and He knew that I was
rejecting Him. You see, I understand rejection. I understand what it is like to be



rejected and He knew too. So I just walked up to the base of the cross and I
began to weep and, I don’t know how to explain this, but all of a sudden, all I
can say is, I was looking out of Christ’s eyes. I saw everything and I was aware
that I was in His head and in His consciousness and I could see all things, all
eternity, from the beginning of time to the present into the future. It was like a
giant panorama, and then I felt His pure and total love and I understood that
there was no anger in Him at all. Then I saw my own life and I realized that love
was a foreign object to me, that I didn’t understand love, especially love like
Christ’s. And then it was over. The scene dissolved back and I found myself
staring at the hospital. I began to weep and the next thing that I knew, Dennis
Patrick was walking up the steps to see if I was okay. He thought I was crying
about Damon, but I was crying because I had been with Christ and felt His love
and then been brought back to reality.”

Alice told Jeffrey that she thought his vision was the most beautiful religious
experience that she had ever heard anyone describe. “But what does it mean?’’
she asked.

“I’m not sure yet,” he replied, “but God is preparing me for something. He is
directing both of our lives.”

Later that day, Louise telephoned Alice to learn whether or not she was going
to divorce Jeffrey.

“I can’t leave Jeffrey,” Alice told her. “He told me about a vision that he had.
He told me that he has work to do for God. He told me that if I left him, he
wouldn’t be able to do what God wanted.”

“What are you talking about, Alice?” Louise asked.

“Louise, haven’t you been listening to me? God told Jeff that He is preparing
him for an important mission in the church. I can’t leave him now. It’s
impossible.”



Chapter 12

THE pastor at Slover Park asked Dennis Patrick to teach an adult Sunday
school class in the fall of 1983. Dennis asked Jeffrey to help. They were
supposed to teach a course about Zion. Twenty adults attended the first session
and Dennis was pleased. But the next Sunday he told Jeffrey that there was a
problem. Dennis had been asked to coordinate a new training program for young
church leaders. “I’m not going to have time to teach the class anymore,” he told
Jeffrey. “Would you mind taking over?”

Jeffrey was delighted. He saw God’s hand at work. The next Sunday, he
strolled into the classroom. “We are going to change this class into a study of the
Book of Mormon,” he announced. “I am going to be the teacher, you will be the
students. I will teach, you will learn. If there is time for questions at the end, I
will answer them. Otherwise, don’t interrupt. I’'m not here to debate.” With that,
Jeffrey opened his books and began his lecture.

His classes were immediately controversial. Nearly everything Jeffrey taught
was based on fundamentalist RLDS doctrine, but those conservative beliefs were
no longer in vogue. The fight between the liberals and the fundamentalists,
which Jeffrey had first gotten involved in back in 1975 at the student union at
CMSU was still going on, but the liberals were clearly winning. The reforms
started in the late 1950s by RLDS president-prophet W. Wallace Smith had
made it possible for his son and successor, Wallace B. Smith, to steer the RLDS
even closer toward mainstream Protestantism. The idea that the RLDS was
God’s “only true church” was being deemphasized. Some liberals had even
suggested that the Book of Mormon was a fictional “morality play,” not holy
scripture. Such talk infuriated fundamentalists, and in 1978, when Wallace B.
Smith took charge, a group of conservative church members in Vancouver,
Washington, voted to secede. They announced that their congregation was going
to become a “restoration” RLDS church, which meant that its members were
going to “restore” their church to the RLDS’s original traditions. The new
president-prophet responded by “silencing” the elders at Vancouver and by
going to court to seize their church, a recreational building, and the
congregation’s $3,000 bank account. By the time Jeffrey began teaching the
adult class at Slover Park, Wallace B. Smith had gone to court five times in
Texas and Missouri to prevent fundamentalists from breaking away. Despite



such efforts, the RLDS Church was clearly headed toward a split and most
members expected the final break to occur when the church held its worldwide
conference in April 1984 in Independence. That was when Wallace B. Smith
was going to recommend that the church permit women to become priests.

Jeffrey’s class soon became a refuge for fundamentalists, particularly those
opposed to ordaining women. As far as Jeffrey was concerned, Wallace B. Smith
was misguided and history was repeating itself. God had picked Joseph Smith,
Jr., to restore the “only true church” on earth because the other denominations
had been corrupted over time by men. Now Smith’s church was heading down
that same path. Such talk did not endear Jeffrey to the elders at Slover Park. But
even though his views were in the minority, his class still drew about twenty
loyal members so he was allowed to continue teaching. Georgia Milliren was an
avid Jeffrey supporter. Like Jeffrey, Milliren had been raised in the Slover Park
congregation, but she was six years older than he and didn’t really know Jeffrey
until she began attending his class. “Jeffrey was a dynamic teacher, a real
challenger,” she recalled. “He and Alice used to tell us that they wanted to
stretch our thinking, and he really did.”

Jeffrey peppered his lectures with dire predictions of God’s coming wrath and
destruction. He was so convincing that Milliren began tucking extra clothing into
her children’s backpacks just in case Christ returned to earth while they were in
school. The fact that Jeffrey was unemployed bothered Milliren. “But,” she said,
“you had to admire the fact that he spent so much time studying. No one knew
scriptures like Jeffrey did. He knew them and he could interpret them and even if
you didn’t agree with him, you couldn’t disprove him because everything he
said, he backed up with scriptures.”

Another fervent backer of Jeffrey’s was Cheryl Avery. She and her husband,
Dennis, were appalled with the liberalization of the church and privately
suspected that Wallace B. Smith was being led astray by Satan. Cheryl thought
Jeffrey was an extraordinary teacher, so much so that others in the class began to
joke that Jeffrey had become Cheryl’s “personal guru.”

In April, the delegates at the RLDS worldwide conference did exactly what
the fundamentalists feared and supported a “revelation” by Smith that allowed
women to be ordained. Cheryl was devastated and Jeffrey became even more
belligerent in his class toward Wallace B. Smith and the church hierarchy. That
June, Jeffrey taught a lesson that simply pushed the Slover Park elders too far.



“God and Christ are the same entity,” Jeffrey announced. “They are not
separate and distinct personages as you have been taught by the church. If they
were, then we have a very selfish God because that means He sent someone else
to do His dirty work on earth and to die on the cross. It means that He let His
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own son die, rather than giving up His own life and saving His son’s.

As several class members listened in horror, Jeffrey read scriptures from the
Book of Mormon and Joseph Smith, Jr.’s inspired version of the Bible that
suggested that God and Jesus Christ were the exact same being.

“God wasn'’t selfish,” Jeffrey continued. “He didn’t send His son to die on a
cross. He came down Himself. He was on the cross. He was so loving that He
created mankind knowing in advance that mankind would reject Him and later
crucify Him.”

Jeffrey’s comments not only contradicted RLDS doctrine, they also raised
questions about Joseph Smith, Jr.’s first vision. The saints had been taught that
God and Jesus Christ had appeared as two separate individuals in front of Smith.

A woman in the class jumped to her feet. “Are you saying Joseph Smith was
a liar? That he made up the story of his vision?” she asked.

Jeffrey tried to explain that he had discovered at least four different accounts
in church archives of Smith’s first vision and each was substantially different
from the others. But the woman refused to listen.

“You’re not preaching God’s word,” she yelled. “You’re preaching the
devil’s.”

Georgia Milliren would later recall the trouble that Jeffrey’s lesson sparked.
“I remember when he said that God and Jesus were one—it simply blew me
away . . .. It was very troubling to me and others in the class.” The elders in the
church told Jeffrey that he was through teaching. His class was discontinued.

As he had done when in college, Jeffrey reacted by inviting Georgia, Dennis
and Tonya Patrick, Dennis and Cheryl Avery, and about six other couples to his
house on Sunday afternoons for scripture classes of his own. He was not going
to let anyone tell him what to preach. About fifteen people showed up. Like the
Averys, most were unhappy with the RLDS.

Shortly after Jeffrey’s class was disbanded at the church, he had another
vision. “I was in a room and there was a table in it that was filled with great



riches and I was told to make a choice. I could take the riches and live a normal
life or I could choose to go down a path and worship God. I told the Lord that I
wanted to walk down that path and serve him. I rejected the world’s riches.

“The wealth suddenly disappeared and I found myself walking on a path.
Dennis Patrick was there and two other personages [angels]. The path led me
beside a tiny stream and there was a highway nearby and a rowdy bar where
sinners were drinking and there was evil all around, but the path was light and if
you stepped off it, people could grab you, but you were safe as long as you
remained on it.

“While we were walking, we came to a place where there was heavy fog and
I was told to reach into the fog, and I did, and I was given a set of gold plates.
These were not the golden plates that Joseph had been given and had already
transcribed. These were other plates that God had not yet revealed to mankind.

“God told me that He wanted the plates translated so I began searching for
someone who could transcribe the plates and I went to the world church
headquarters in Independence because I was going to give the plates to Wallace
B. Smith to translate, but when I went into the building, God asked me why I
had brought the plates there and when I told him, He told me that Smith couldn’t
translate them. He told me that the church had been given the greatest truth that
mankind had received but it had done the least with it and because of this, it had
lost the truth.

“I continued my search but there was no one who could translate the plates.
There was no one to give them to so I returned to the path and when I got there
Dennis Patrick tried to wrestle the plates from me and we struggled and finally I
got them loose from him.”

Neither Alice nor Jeffrey spoke for several minutes after he finished
describing his vision, and then Alice asked him: “What do you think this
means?”

“I’m not certain,” he replied, “but I think that it means that God wants me to
bring forth some new revelation. I think it means that Wallace B. Smith is a
fallen prophet and is leading the church to destruction. I think it means that
Dennis Patrick will try to stop me from accomplishing my task because he will
be more worried about winning the glory of the world than about winning the
glory of God.”



“Jeffrey, are you telling me the truth?” Alice asked, immediately realizing
that her question had insulted him. Before he could answer, she said: “Oh, I
know it’s true. I'm sorry I doubted. I know it’s true because it’s exactly what I
was told when I was growing up. Remember, I was told by the patriarch that I
was going to marry a man whom God was going to ‘prepare to bring forth a
marvelous work and wonder.”’

The next day, Jeffrey told the Patricks about his vision, but he skipped over
the part about how Dennis would try to wrestle the gold plates from him.

Jeffrey seemed sincere, they later recalled. “In our tradition, visions are not
uncommon and the vision that Jeffrey described was not something that either
Dennis or I would have questioned or thought odd,” Tonya explained. “If you
had gone to any Wednesday night prayer service that week, you probably would
have seen someone stand up and talk about how God had inspired them to say
something or shown them a vision. It just wasn’t that unusual.”

While the Patricks did not see Jeffrey’s account as anything spectacular, he
considered it momentous. “When I had that vision, I became convinced that I
would walk on an actual path someday like the one that I had seen and would
actually be given or shown some sort of mysterious records. I was going to be
instrumental in bringing them forth. I did not see myself as a prophet at that
point, but after I had that vision, I began studying what kind of man I needed to
become to be acceptable to God so that I could do what He wanted. My entire
attention was focused on the prophets and how I could be like one of them.”’

One afternoon in July, Jeffrey was mowing the grass and thinking about God.
“I began asking God questions in my mind. I was trying to figure all of this out
and I asked, “What would you have me do?,” and God put a thought in my mind.
“The answer is already written,” He said.”

Jeffrey shut off the lawn mower and ran inside where he grabbed his copy of
the Doctrine and Covenants and began flipping pages. He stopped at Section 38.

“I got it!” he suddenly hollered. “I know what I am supposed to do!”

Jeffrey showed Alice paragraph 7b of Section 38, one of Joseph Smith, Jr.’s
earliest revelations from God. In it God orders Smith to leave New York and go
to Kirtland to be with Sidney Rigdon.

For this cause I gave unto you the commandment, that you should go to the
Ohio and there, I will give unto you my law and there you shall be endowed with



power from on high, and from thence, whosoever I will, shall go forth among all
nations, and it shall be told them what they shall do.

“We are moving to Ohio,” Jeffrey proclaimed. “We must go to the Kirtland
temple because that is where the scriptures are telling me to go if I want to be
endowed with the power.”

He shut the book, walked outside, and finished mowing the lawn, leaving
Alice in the house dazzled. Later that night, Alice asked Jeffrey how he planned
to finance the move. “God will show us,” he told her.

A few days later, Alice noticed an advertisement in a church newsletter. The
RLDS was seeking volunteers to work as tour guides at the Kirtland temple.
Applicants had to be financially self-sufficient because they would not receive a
regular salary, but the church would provide a house and pay for the utilities.

“God is showing us the path,” Jeffrey explained. He answered the ad that
same day. When asked about his finances, Jeffrey lied. He said that his parents
had decided to give him his inheritance and that it was enough for his family to
live on for one year without his earning a salary.

A short time later, the church offered him the job. That same day, Jeffrey
received a job offer from an Independence company. He would later tell his
followers that the company had offered to pay him $65,000 per year. “It was just
like in my vision,” he said. “I was being given a choice. I could have the riches
of the world or I could choose to go down the path that God was showing me. I
chose God.”

Alice was just as certain as Jeffrey that God was leading them to Kirtland. “I
told Jeffrey, ‘Don’t take that company job because if you do, it will be the only
reward you will have in life.” The Lord wanted us in Kirtland.”

Jeffrey decided they needed $1,500 to move. He began selling his gun
collection and ordered Alice to sell her antiques. He borrowed $600 from
various church members and asked his parents for a donation as well. “I wrote
my parents a fifteen-page letter describing why I was going to Kirtland, citing all
the scriptural references.” Don and Jeffrey’s grandfather, Alva Gadberry,
responded by coming to Jeffrey’s house. “Grandfather Gadberry told me that
God was not calling me to Kirtland, Satan was. He warned me against going and
told me that I would be following the devil if I did.”

When Jeffrey broke the news to the group who met at his house each Sunday



afternoon for class, Cheryl Avery and Georgia Milliren immediately suggested
that they have a going-away picnic at a nearby park for Jeffrey and Alice. About
ten couples came to say goodbye. They gave $120 to Jeffrey and Alice as a
going-away present. Georgia wanted the group to get up early the next morning
and surprise the Lundgrens by waiting at the outskirts of town and waving to
them when they drove past. But she decided that the class might not spot them
on the busy highway so she dropped the idea.

Dennis Avery told Jeffrey that he admired his dedication. “This is so
exciting,” Cheryl said. “You’ve got to tell us what you find there.” Alice was
crying by the time the picnic ended. Dennis and Tonya followed them back to
their house for a final goodbye.

Jeffrey told Dennis that he was still $50 short of the $1,500 that he needed to
raise. As they were talking, someone knocked on the door. “We had an old
washer and dryer sitting on the porch and this couple had seen them and our
garage-sale sign and had come up to buy them,” Jeffrey recalled. “They gave us
fifty dollars.”’

Once again, Jeffrey saw God at work.

The next morning, Jeffrey, Alice, and their children climbed into their old
station wagon. All of their possessions were in a U-Haul trailer that they were
going to tow. Jeffrey would later recall how he felt that morning. “Everyone
considered me a failure. My father, my mother, even Alice, because I had not
accumulated a bunch of possessions or stayed at one job. But it suddenly dawned
on me why. God had been trying to get my attention. He didn’t want me to
succeed at all those other jobs. He wanted me to fail so that I would eventually
come to Him and do what He wanted me to do. In fact, I believe that He caused
me to fail.

“I had been created for one purpose and it wasn’t working in a hospital. I
loved the scriptures and everyone told me that I knew them better that anyone.
Why? Because it was all part of His plan.”’

As they left Independence, Jeffrey knew that he was not going to fail this
time. He would prove to Don, to Lois, to his grandparents, and to Alice and
everyone else who had ever doubted him that he was not a loser. He was special
and important.

“The Lord had chosen me—me—for a great mission. He hadn’t chosen them.



He hadn’t given my father this vision. He hadn’t given it to Wallace B. Smith.
He had chosen me. I truly believed that and I saw this as a new adventure, a new
start. We were going down God’s path and I wasn’t going to let Him down.

“I was going to do whatever God commanded.”



PART TWO
Prophet

Thou shalt not hearken unto the words of that prophet,
or that dreamer of dreams . . .

Deuteronomy 13:3



Chapter 13

THE first white settler in Kirtland arrived in May 1811 from Berkshire
County, Massachusetts, aboard an ox-drawn covered wagon. Legend has it that
he built his log cabin along the Indian trail that he had followed through the
dense woods and rocky inclines of northern Ohio. Those who came later also
built their cabins next to this Indian trail and over time, a town emerged. It was
not a carefully platted community with neat square blocks. Rather, it grew
haphazard much like wild flowers sprouting next to a meandering stream.
Wherever the ground was level enough for a house, one was built. Today, most
homes and shops face this same trail that once Erie Indians walked. It is
officially designated on maps as State Highway 306. But the five-mile section
that runs through Kirtland is called Chillicothe Road by the locals. It’s the
town’s de facto main street. Beginning in the north, the narrow two-way
blacktop guides motorists past a dilapidated red brick combination city hall and
police department, a smattering of shops, Kirtland’s public schools, a well-
tended football field, and a failed Dog & Suds restaurant now painted dark
brown with boarded up windows. Farther south it passes the entrance of Chapin
Forest, a large park and nature reserve, before it finally intersects with State
Highway 6 near the end of the city limits. The Kirtland cemetery is located
adjacent to this one-stoplight interchange; so is a feed store and Lupica’s
Country Corner, which promises customers genuine Amish-made cheese and
hand-packed fruit baskets.

There is no McDonald’s in Kirtland, no local movie theater, no bowling alley,
no Wal-Mart with discount prices. But the town does have churches—ten of
them at last count, including six that broke off from either the Baptist or
Mormon denominations. About halfway through town, a sign proclaims JESUS
SAVES. It was not erected by any religious group. It was made by a Kirtland
man who stuck it in his front yard much as a realtor puts up a For Sale sign. On
the outskirts of Kirtland, the city council has erected welcome signs that describe
Kirtland as a community of “faith and beauty.”

On August 19, 1984, Jeffrey Lundgren and his family turned onto State
Highway 306, the last leg of their move from Independence to Kirtland. They
had been traveling on Interstate 90, a restless major east-west thoroughfare that
runs parallel to the southern shoreline of Lake Erie and connects Cleveland with



the myriad of bedroom communities to its east. Had Jeffrey turned left when he
exited the bustling interstate, he would have driven into Mentor, a sister-city to
Kirtland, and a much larger and more prosperous mecca of strip zoning. Mentor
is everything that Kirtland has avoided: neon-lighted fast-food eateries, budget
hotels, and sprawling shopping malls. But Jeffrey had turned right and bypassed
Mentor. The Lundgrens’ car had swooped down a steep hill and crossed the
bridge that spans the eastern branch of the Chagrin River where Sidney Rigdon
first baptized Mormon converts. As their station wagon sputtered up the incline
on the southern bank, Jeffrey gazed through the windshield at a sight that
brought tears to his eyes and caused Alice to whisper a quick “Praise God!”

The “House of the Lord” towered before them, its white walls glistening in
the afternoon sun as light reflected off the slivers of broken china mixed in the
exterior stucco. Joseph Smith, Jr., had chosen this location on the northern tip
and highest hill in Kirtland because he wanted the Gentiles in Mentor, which
even in the early 1830s was considered a much more worldly place than
Kirtland, to see the kerosene lamps burning inside the temple at night. Like a
lighthouse beacon, the church would pierce the darkness and silently witness to
the world that God’s “only true church” was standing watch and eagerly
awaiting Jesus Christ’s imminent return.

A one-story clapboard building identified as the VISITORS’ CENTER was
located a few hundred feet from the temple’s front doors. Directly across
Chillicothe Road from the temple was the red-brick Kirtland RLDS Church and
next to that building was a large house where Sidney Rigdon had once lived.

Eleanor Lord was the first to welcome the Lundgrens when Jeffrey stepped
into the visitors’ center, causing a bell dangling from the door to jingle. She and
her husband, Bill, were in charge of the temple staff, although there really wasn’t
much of one to oversee. Besides the Lords, there was another retired couple who
gave tours, and during summer months, three or four college students were paid
by the church to help out.

An attractive, gracious woman in her mid-sixties, Eleanor explained with a
bit of embarrassment that Bill was running an errand and she didn’t know where
he had left the keys for the church-provided house where the Lundgrens would
live. It was a two-story house, circa 1950, built right next to the visitors’ center.
Like all of the other temple property, it was painted white. Jeffrey didn’t want to
wait for Bill, so he jimmied open a window and Damon crawled through and



unlocked the doors. Alice almost began to cry when she stepped inside. “We
discovered the church was a slumlord,” Jeffrey later recalled.

“Alice, you got to give me a couple of weeks,” said Jeffrey optimistically.
“We’ll get it into shape. I promise.”

By the time they had unloaded the trailer, Bill showed up and quickly invited
them to a backyard cookout that he and Eleanor were hosting the next day in
appreciation of the four college students who had spent their summer as temple
tour guides. Jeffrey accepted the invitation and then asked: “When can I start
work?”

The question surprised Bill, who had figured that the Lundgrens would need
at least a week to get settled. But Jeffrey didn’t want to waste time. “I’d like to
learn how to give tours as quickly as I can.” At Bill’s urging, he agreed to wait
for at least a day.

The next morning while Alice unpacked, Jeffrey took his children for a ride.
Less than an hour later, he returned home and burst inside.

“I want you to go with me now!” he exclaimed. “You’ve got to see what I’ve
found!”

They left Damon in charge of the others and drove to Chapin Forest. “Look at
that!” Jeffrey said excitedly after he parked the car. “Over there!”

Alice saw a pond shrouded by trees and a footpath.

“That’s it!” Jeffrey said. “The path in my dream. The path that I walk down
to get the plates. C’'mon.”

He hustled her to it and then suddenly stopped. “Do you feel something?” he
asked. Without waiting for a reply, Jeffrey told Alice that most of the rock used
in the foundation of the Kirtland temple had been cut here in Chapin Forest.

“This feels like hallowed ground,” said Jeffrey.
“I was thinking the exact same thing,” Alice replied.

“Remember how I said the path was by a little stream, and a highway, and
how there was a bar nearby? Look, look, look!”

The path in the park was next to a brook that ran parallel to Chillicothe Road.
Through the trees, Jeffrey could see a building, which he told Alice was a local
bar and restaurant called PJ’s Pub.



“Joseph left something for me here,” he said. “I’m sure of it.”
“Oh, Jeff, this is so exciting,” Alice replied. “Do you really sense that?”

The comment irritated him. Why did she always doubt him? They walked
down the path for several minutes, but they didn’t find anything so they returned
home for lunch.

Later that day, Jeffrey, Alice, and their children went to the cookout across
the street at the Sidney Rigdon house where Bill and Eleanor Lord lived.

“I remember watching them as they came up the driveway,” Eleanor later
said. “I remember thinking how happy I was that they had come. It was so
unusual for someone so young to be able to work as tour guides. I felt they
would bring a youthful vitality to the temple.”

Neither Jeffrey nor Alice mentioned their experience in Chapin Forest, nor
did they volunteer much information about themselves. Instead, they quietly ate
their hamburgers and potato salad and let Bill and Eleanor do the talking. They
were a devout and kindhearted couple. Bill had worked for U.S. Steel and later
as a maintenance supervisor at a college in Long Island, New York, before
retiring in 1981. At age sixty-five, he was a small, thin-framed man with close-
cropped hair, metal glasses, a quick laugh, and ready smile. His grandfather had
been a fervent Methodist minister, but his parents hadn’t seen much use in
religion and neither had Bill as a teenager. But when he was in his twenties, a
friend gave him a copy of the Book of Mormon and he converted.

Eleanor had grown up in the RLDS and it was one of two great passions in
her life. Her other love had been the stage. When she was twenty-two, Eleanor
was living in New York and trying to decide whether she should be a music
teacher or audition for roles on Broadway. During a prayer meeting, an elder
told her that God had a message for her. God wanted Eleanor to use her talents
in His service. Eleanor interpreted that to mean that she should forsake the stage
and teach music. “From that point on, I offered my talent to the Lord and within
six months all of that burning desire to be onstage was gone,” she recalled. “I
felt a wonderful peace with God.” She and Bill had met shortly after that and
married in 1953. The church had been the focal point of their lives, and after Bill
retired they decided to become temple tour guides to, as Bill put it, “give
something back to the Lord.” The Lords had studied their church’s history and
were familiar with the stories about Joseph Smith, Jr.’s treasure hunting and
alleged attempts to seduce Sidney Rigdon’s daughter. But such talk didn’t shake



their belief in the validity of the Book of Mormon. “There is just too much in it
to be the creation of a boy’s imagination,” Eleanor explained. Besides, she
asked, who were they to question why God had chosen Joseph Smith, Jr., as His
prophet? Hadn’t God blessed King David even after he committed adultery with
Bathsheba and arranged for her husband, Uriah, to be killed?

As the two couples became better acquainted that night, Bill asked Jeffrey
how he could afford to work as an unpaid tour guide at such a young age. Jeffrey
said that his grandparents were giving him $800 per month as part of his
inheritance, and then he quickly changed the subject by asking Bill questions
about the temple, visitors’ center, and tour-guide job. About 25,000 persons
toured the temple each year, Bill said. No one was ever permitted to go inside
unless a guide was with them. There was always a chance that some anti-
Mormon visitor might deface the temple. Before each tour, visitors were shown
a fifteen-minute slide show in the visitors’ center that explained the highlights of
Joseph Smith, Jr.’s life and how the temple was built. After that, a tour guide led
the visitors into the temple.

The tours always began in the temple vestibule, a narrow room in the front of
the building. It was there that guides would explain that the temple contained
three floors. The bottom floor, called the lower court, was used as a sanctuary;
the second floor, which was nearly identical to the lower court, had been built as
a school for priests; the attic story with its dormer windows made up the third
floor. It was divided into a series of rooms, which could be used either as offices
or for classes. There was also a steeple and belfry, complete with a weather vane
whose tip was one hundred twenty feet above ground. One of the first features of
the temple that the guides would mention was how the three floors were
connected. There were two winding staircases on each side of the vestibule and
there were exactly thirty-three steps between each floor—"One step for each
year of Christ’s life,” said Bill.

The temple was a jumble of architectural styles: Greek Revival, Georgian,
Colonial, Federalist, and Gothic. The most curious designs inside were the
intricate decorative carvings on the columns, doors, and moldings. Guides often
speculated about what these hand-carved designs represented.

The tours always ended exactly where they had started—in the church’s
entryway, where visitors, if they felt so inclined, could make a cash donation to
the temple.



When Jeffrey wasn’t giving a tour, he would sit inside the visitors’ center
where souvenirs and religious books and pamphlets were for sale. The most
expensive item was the Holy Scriptures, Joseph Smith Jr. ‘s rewritten version of
the Bible, which sold for twenty-six dollars.

After the Lundgrens had gone home that night, Bill told Eleanor that he felt
Jeffrey should be given some sort of responsibility besides being a tour guide
because he was younger and eager to prove himself. “I think I’'ll put him in
charge of the financial records,” Bill said. The temple generated at least $20,000
per year in souvenir sales and offerings.

“Yes,” Eleanor agreed. “That would be a good job for him.”

The next morning, Bill gave Jeffrey a copy of the standardized speech that
tour guides used, issued him a set of keys to the temple, and told him that
besides his regular duties, he would be in charge of collecting the offerings left
at the temple and keeping track of sales at the visitors’ center.

A few nights later, when Bill and Eleanor went for a walk after dinner, they
noticed that someone was inside the temple even though it was closed. Bill was
about to telephone the police, when he thought of Jeffrey. He decided to
investigate and found Jeffrey inside the temple.

“I didn’t mean to worry you,” Jeffrey said. “It’s just that I want to investigate
every nook and cranny in this place.” Bill didn’t complain. When he and Eleanor
resumed their walk, Bill remarked that he had never seen anyone so enthusiastic
when it came to learning about the House of the Lord. Eleanor agreed. “They are
an answer to our prayers,” she said.



Chapter 14

FOUR days after the Lundgrens arrived in Kirtland, Cheryl Avery knocked
on their front door. She and Dennis and their three daughters had come to visit.
Jeffrey was not happy to see them, but Alice invited them in. The Averys were
planning on staying the weekend. Cheryl was distressed. She and Dennis had
gone to a Wednesday night prayer meeting at Slover Park and hadn’t felt
comfortable. She still couldn’t get over the fact that the church had decided to
ordain women. She and Dennis had talked about leaving the RLDS. But where
could they go? No other denomination believed in the Book of Mormon except
for the Utah Mormons and they were considered worse heretics than other
Protestants.

Jeffrey took the Averys on a tour of the temple. Although he was only
beginning to investigate the building, he said he’d already made two important
discoveries. “God, Himself, was the architect of this temple,” he explained
solemnly. “It is the only temple in the world that we know was designed by
Him.” According to historical records, Joseph Smith, Jr., Sidney Rigdon, and
church member Frederick G. Williams saw a vision of the temple while they
were praying in the summer of 1833. The temple was constructed, under Smith’s
direction, based on that vision. The fact that God had shown Smith how to
construct the temple was extremely significant, Jeffrey said. “By studying it, we
can see how God thinks.” It was the same logic that Jeffrey had applied to his
studies of the Book of Mormon. Why had God decided to use a specific word in
a parable? Why had God designed a temple with two separate front doors? “The
entire building is a clue.”

Jeffrey’s second discovery was a carving in the temple. He had found it on a
pulpit used by a priest. “This is the symbol of man,” Jeffrey said. “Every book
about symbols says that this design means man. I have searched and searched
and there is no symbol on any of the pulpits for woman. None.” To Jeffrey, the
message was clear: “God never intended for women to be ordained as priests;
otherwise he would have put the symbol for woman on a pulpit.”

Dennis and Cheryl were astounded. It was just like the Old Testament story
in Daniel, Cheryl said, where King Belshazzar blasphemed God by using the
Hebrews’ sacred vessels from their temple as wine goblets at a feast. The fingers



of a man’s hand had suddenly appeared and the hand had written a strange
warning to the king on the palace wall. Only the prophet Daniel could interpret
the strange writings. In Cheryl’s mind the fact that God had once communicated
with men by writing a message on King Belshazzar’s wall was prima fade
evidence that He might have included a few messages on the walls and pulpits of
the Kirtland temple.

The Averys’ reaction was so enthusiastic that Jeffrey decided to tell them
about his dream and the path that he had found in Chapin Forest, but first he
swore them to secrecy. When he finished, Dennis asked Jeffrey what the dream
meant. “I’m not certain,” Jeffrey said, “but clearly the RLDS is without a
prophet and God is going to bring forth a new one to preach the truth.”

Dennis and Cheryl asked Jeffrey to show them the path in Chapin Forest, so
Jeffrey and Alice drove them to the park. But when they got there, Dennis began
complaining about how cold it was outside and Cheryl slipped on a wet stone
and fell, hurting her hip. Jeffrey grew impatient and the enthusiasm that the two
couples had felt at the temple waned. They returned to the Lundgrens’ for
dinner. After everyone had gone to bed that night, Jeffrey told Alice that he
didn’t think Dennis’s chill and Cheryl’s fall were accidents. “God was keeping
them from walking down the path,” he said. “The Lord doesn’t want them to
know the truth.”

The rest of that weekend, as far as Jeffrey was concerned, was unbearable.
“All the Averys did was complain about life,” said Jeffrey. “They were not
people we would have sought out as friends.”

The relationship between the Lundgrens and the Averys had always struck
people who knew them as odd. Behind their backs, Jeffrey and Alice constantly
belittled the Averys. And yet the Averys often described the Lundgrens as their
best friends.

To most, Dennis and Cheryl seemed strange. Dennis was mousy. Cheryl was
uncomfortable around strangers. Neither dressed fashionably or was good at
small talk. Cheryl had grown up in Centralia, Washington, a town of about
10,000 south of Tacoma. She had never really known her own father, Hiram
Clisby. He had been in the merchant marine during the 1940s when he met and
married Donna, Cheryl’s mother. At the time, Donna was working in Yakima, a
town in central Washington, and living with her aunt. She had gone to college
for one year, but was forced to drop out because she couldn’t afford tuition.



Donna met Hiram at an RLDS church meeting. They met, married, and then just
as quickly, Hiram left for sea, leaving his bride behind at her aunt’s house
pregnant with their firs.t child. Lance Clisby was born in 1945. Two years later,
when Cheryl was born, Donna was still living with her aunt waiting for Hiram to
finish another one of his Pacific voyages. In January 1948, Donna filed for
divorce and moved with her two children to Centralia to live with her parents.
Cheryl was seven months old. Two years later, Donna married Howard Bailey, a
carpenter and general handyman. They moved into a house just across the
railroad tracks from where her parents lived, only a block away from the RLDS
church. Donna gave birth to another son, Donald, in 1951. By that time, Cheryl
was four. “We never had much money,” Donna recalled. “We were almost on
welfare sometimes, particularly in the winter when my husband was off work.
But Cheryl never seemed to mind.”

As a youngster, Cheryl’s closest friends were her two brothers. “Cheryl was
very loyal to Lance, in particular,” her mother said. “They’d walk to school
together even when both of them were in high school. She helped out Donald
too, even though he was younger. She was almost like a mother to both of the
boys.”

Cheryl didn’t participate in many high school activities after school. She
didn’t date, didn’t give a hoot about being popular, and really had only one close
friend: Barbara Carter. “Cheryl wasn’t ever a goofy person—even as a
teenager,” Carter recalled. “She didn’t go crazy over the Beatles and didn’t care
a bit about boys, like most of us. She was uncomplicated, stubborn, modest, and
serious.” When Carter had a slumber party for her sixteenth birthday, she invited
Cheryl. It was the first sleepover that Cheryl had ever attended. No one had ever
invited her before.

Carter knew that Cheryl was deeply religious although she rarely mentioned
it. She didn’t drink alcohol, didn’t smoke, never used profanity, and considered
makeup, trips to the beauty parlor, and fancy clothes to be worldly vanities. “I
remember when all the girls began wearing nylon stockings and flats in high
school,” Carter recalled. Cheryl continued to wear white bobby socks and saddle
oxfords. “She simply wore what she wanted to wear, without being influenced
by others’ opinions,” said Carter.

When Cheryl graduated in 1965, a teacher called her by the last name of
Clisby, not Bailey. Carter was surprised. “Although I was her closest friend, she



had never told me that Mr. Bailey was not her father. Even after this revelation,
Cheryl supplied no details and was very angry that her real name had been
divulged. She was a very, very private person.”

After high school, Cheryl enrolled at a community college in Centralia, but
didn’t like it. She was even more out of sync in college than she had been in high
school. It was the dawning of the Age of Aquarius, the antiwar movement was
just getting started, feminists were burning their bras. By contrast, Cheryl’s
favorite movie star was John Wayne. Her favorite song was Tennessee Ernie
Ford’s “Sixteen Tons.” She had never been out on a date. Cheryl stayed in
school one semester and then transferred to Graceland, the RLDS’s conservative
college.

Located about four miles from the Iowa-Missouri state line in tiny Lamoni,
Graceland had an enrollment of eight hundred, nearly all white students from
middle-class homes. Cheryl arrived for the spring term in 1966 and was assigned
to a room in “Kimball Manor,” a fancy name for the third floor of the women’s
dormitory. At Graceland, each floor had its own name to give the dormitory a
more homelike atmosphere. Ann Sherman, a shy freshman from Independence,
lived down the hall, and the two women became friends. During spring break,
Ann invited Cheryl home with her. Cheryl had never been to Independence. She
loved it, and Ann’s parents, Robert and Velma, adored Cheryl. Ann was an only
child. “We liked to joke that we were the sister that neither of us ever had, but
both wanted,” Sherman later remembered. “We both felt the same way about
most things.”

The Shermans were not wealthy. Robert made his living by refinishing
furniture. Velma was a secretary. But they were devout RLDS members, and
when the spring semester ended and they learned that Cheryl might not be able
to return to Graceland in the fall because of money problems, Robert and Velma
decided to help. They invited Cheryl to spend the summer with them and Robert
found her a job as a clerk at a Montgomery Ward store. Cheryl faithfully saved
her earnings, but when it was time to enroll at Graceland, she still was short of
cash. The Shermans wanted to help her, but they couldn’t afford to pay for both
girls to attend Graceland. Ann unselfishly suggested that she and Cheryl transfer
to Central Missouri State University in Warrensburg, the same school that
Jeffrey and Alice would later attend. Cheryl agreed and the Shermans had
enough to pay for both women'’s tuition. Ann and Cheryl roomed together. “The
school cafeteria didn’t serve Sunday supper and neither of us had much money



so we would buy a can of spaghetti and heat it up and for dessert we would have
baby food—a little jar of pudding or peach cobbler,” Ann Sherman remembered.

Although Cheryl would sometimes tag along with Ann and her boyfriend to a
football game, Cheryl didn’t go out on dates. She wasn’t unattractive, but she
was plain and she did little to enhance her appearance. She had a round face and
black wavy hair that had first started showing streaks of gray in college. She
wore it cut short and most mornings simply brushed it. “I let it do what it wants
to do,” she often joked, “because it will do that anyway.” She was five feet three
inches tall, weighed one hundred and thirteen pounds, and had a nice figure, but
even when she was in her early twenties, Cheryl had a matron’s air to her.
Finding a husband wasn’t as important as earning a college degree in elementary
education. “Cheryl was a very determined person,” said Ann. “If she wanted
something done, she went out and did it and if you got in her way, tough luck.”

During Labor Day weekend in September 1969, Ann and Cheryl attended a
weekend church retreat for singles held at a campground in Excelsior Springs
north of Independence. The men and women were paired off on Saturday night
so that they could get to know each other. Cheryl was matched with Dennis
Avery. Despite Ann’s probing later that night, Cheryl didn’t say much about
Dennis. But that weekend, he called. They went to church together. She was
twenty-two. It was her first date and it was his first date too. He was twenty-
nine. Eight months later they were married. The wedding was held on May 29,
1970. They picked that date because Cheryl’s birthday was May 27 and Dennis’s
birthday was May 28. They figured it would be easy for them to remember their
May 29 wedding anniversary.

Donna Bailey came to Independence for her daughter’s wedding. “I was let
down when I first saw Dennis. I had been introduced to Ann Sherman’s
boyfriend and I remember thinking, “Why couldn’t Cheryl get someone like him
instead of someone like Dennis?,” but I changed my mind after I got to know
him and realized what a kind person he was.”

Dennis didn’t make a good first impression. A neighbor of the Averys would
later tell a reporter for the Cleveland Plain Dealer that Dennis was “the typical
nerd, with his pocket protector and everything.” He was a small-framed man,
standing only five feet seven inches, weighing less than one hundred twenty-five
pounds. Yet in photographs, he seemed to be overweight and to have a double
chin. He slumped, wore thick glasses with self-darkening lenses, had a receding



hairline, and seemed, according to several who knew him, to be rather slow-
witted except when it came to quoting scriptures.

Dennis pored over his Bible and the Book of Mormon. There wasn’t a time in
Dennis’s life when the RLDS wasn’t important to him.

The oldest of four children, Dennis grew up in Baldwin Park, a suburb of Los
Angeles, where his father worked at a company that manufactured electrical
medical equipment. His mother stayed at home until her children were grown.
Then she became a librarian. She had been raised in the RLDS. His father was a
convert. Their family life revolved around the church and Dennis never
questioned his faith.

Like Cheryl, Dennis was always serious. As a child, he was chosen to appear
on The Art Linkletter Show. Along with four other children, he was interviewed
by Art during a segment called “Kids Say the Darndest Things.” Dennis gave
short, somber replies that didn’t spark many laughs. Art quickly moved on.

At Baldwin Park High School, Dennis was later remembered as one of those
students who passed through unnoticed. “He was not someone who stuck in your
mind,” said a classmate who graduated with Dennis in 1958. After graduation,
Dennis worked as a clerk at a bank and then landed a job in the mailroom at
Edwards Air Force Base. “He never did go off, like some youth in the area, with
those who were protesting back in the sixties,” Lois Hartnet, an elder at the
Covina RLDS congregation, later told reporters. “He was a dependable
churchgoer who lived a good, puritanical lifestyle.” Dennis lived with his
parents for eleven years after high school. When he finally decided in 1969 to
move out, he decided to “gather” to Independence. He rented a room from a
family and a short time later met Cheryl.

Dennis couldn’t afford a honeymoon. He didn’t own a car. Money was a
problem. It always would be. Dennis worked nights at the Centerre Bank in
Kansas City, where he ran a machine that sorted canceled checks. He would
eventually work there for seventeen years, and during that time, he would never
be promoted to a better job nor earn more than $24,000 per year. “He was a
pleasant fellow,” said a fellow employee, “but he had absolutely no ambition.

I think he was scared to try new things. I always thought he was rather
simple-minded, but one day he began talking about religion and he really knew
his scriptures.”



Each year, Barbara Carter received a Christmas card from Cheryl. “She
would talk about how poor they were. She wasn’t complaining, it was just a fact.
No matter how hard they tried, they always were broke.”

Cheryl taught school after she got married. But she quit when their daughter,
Trina Denise, was born on March 7, 1974. They had another daughter, Rebecca
Lynn, on January 23, 1976. Shortly after that Dennis suffered from prostate and
urinary problems and didn’t think that he could father any more children. But on
August 3, 1982, Karen Diane was born. Dennis and Cheryl called her their
“miracle” baby.

No one was certain why Dennis and Cheryl decided to attend the Slover Park
congregation because they clearly didn’t fit in. Cheryl either made her family’s
clothing or bought it secondhand at a Salvation Army store. “I think one of the
reasons why the Averys latched onto Jeffrey and Alice was because they were
nicer to them than most people in the church,” recalled Georgia Milliren. “The
Averys were not particularly easy to like. They were wimpy, mousy people and
a lot of members just simply avoided them.”

When Cheryl first mentioned Jeffrey Lundgren in a letter to her mother,
Donna was pleasantly surprised. She knew his mother. Lois had lived in
Centralia with her parents, Alva and Maude Gadberry, for a short time. She and
Donna had been in the same Sunday school class as children. It was one of those
ironic twists of fate, Donna told Cheryl, that frequently happened in the close
world of the RLDS saints.

Even though Jeffrey and Alice complained about the Averys, they did
nothing to sever the friendship. When Cheryl had to go into the hospital for an
appendectomy, it was Alice who volunteered to prepare a meal for Dennis and
his girls. Later, she got Tonya Patrick to go with her to tidy up the Averys’ house
before Cheryl came home. The place was filthy and cluttered with junk. There
were holes in the walls, the toilet was leaking water, the yard needed to be
weeded and mowed. A storm had damaged the roof and the roofers had simply
tossed the old shingles down on the grass when they made the repairs. Dennis
hadn’t bothered to pick them up. Nor did he volunteer to help the women clean.
Instead, he sat in his easy chair as they worked around him. When it was
lunchtime, he told his daughters to make him a sandwich and bring it to him.
Tonya was exhausted and irritated when she got home later that night. She told
her husband that Dennis Avery was the laziest man that she’d ever met.



At Slover Park, there were lots of other stories about the Averys. One church
member recalled how he had stopped by the Averys’ house on a particularly cold
winter night and found their living room icy cold. “Dennis was sitting in his
chair complaining about how cold it was, so I looked around and noticed that
someone had closed the air vents in the room. There was no way for warm air to
blow inside. I said, “Well, Dennis, here’s your problem—someone closed your
vents. Just open them up.” What amazed me was that he knew the vents were
closed! He said, ‘Oh, I just haven’t had time to get around to opening them.’
That family spent the entire winter freezing in the living room because he was
too lazy to open the vents!”

Another church member recalled how she had gotten a panicky telephone call
from Cheryl one night. “What do you use to get orange juice off the floor?” she
asked. The church member suggested a well known cleaner. “Oh, that’s
wonderful,” Cheryl replied. She explained that one of the girls had spilled the
juice four days earlier. “Cheryl had been fretting the entire time about what to
use to get it up. She couldn’t make up her mind,” the woman recalled. “I often
wondered how either of them ever made it in this world.”

Ann Sherman would recall Cheryl and Dennis much less critically. “Cheryl
was definitely the strong one in the family, and sometimes she would complain
about Dennis because he didn’t help out much around the house. But he wasn’t
lazy. He went to work faithfully. The thing about Dennis was that he had an
easygoing nature about him. He didn’t get real concerned about most things and
he didn’t always follow through on things once he got started.” Years later, Ann
would also recall that Dennis seemed to withdraw even further after he
befriended Jeffrey and Alice. “He sort of adopted an attitude that the Lord will
provide. He felt the Lord was directing his life, almost to the point that he didn’t
have to do anything in terms of planning. It was like he was depending on God
to figure out a way to make things happen. That was kind of his philosophy. God
was in charge.”

Donna Bailey also saw a change in her daughter once she and Dennis became
friends with the Lundgrens. Cheryl and Dennis became “fanatical,” she said.
“Cheryl had always studied her scriptures, but she was reading them over and
over and over again.” When the RLDS held its controversial worldwide
conference in April 1984, Cheryl asked Donna if she would come to
Independence to babysit for her granddaughters. She and Dennis wanted to
attend the debate at the conference about ordaining women into the priesthood.



Neither Cheryl nor Dennis told Donna the entire reason why they wanted her
there. Both of them felt that a vote in favor of letting women become priests
would be a clear signal that Satan had successfully steered the RLDS away from
God’s truth. Dennis even speculated that God might respond by bringing the
earth to an end. If that happened, Dennis and Cheryl wanted Donna to be with
their daughters.

Donna agreed to make the trip, but before she left for Independence, she
received a letter from her daughter that troubled her. “Cheryl told me that she
and Dennis had decided that their girls couldn’t watch television anymore and
she said that they were against playing cards too.” Donna and her husband both
liked to watch television and play cards. Donna decided to telephone Cheryl.

“Won’t you make an exception for Dad’s sake?” Donna asked.

“No,” said Cheryl. No television. No card playing. Donna agreed to babysit
anyway. “Cheryl and Dennis were heartbroken when the church decided to
ordain women,” she recalled. “Cheryl told me that there was only one man at
Slover Park who was brave enough to tell the truth and oppose women being
ordained. That was Jeffrey, and she said that he had told her that he had gotten
death threats because of what he preached.”

Unlike the Lundgrens, Dennis and Cheryl enjoyed their weekend visit in
Kirtland during August 1984. They returned to Independence electrified about
what Jeffrey had showed them in the Kirtland temple. Cheryl was so excited that
she wrote her mother a long letter. Because Jeffrey had sworn her to secrecy, she
didn’t mention Jeffrey’s dream, the path in Chapin Forest, or how God was
going to choose a new prophet to replace Wallace B. Smith. But she did mention
that she had, at last, found someone who could give her the “answers” that she
had been seeking. There was something about Jeffrey Lundgren, she wrote, that
was special.



Chapter 15

JEFFREY’S discovery of a symbol for man, but not for woman, convinced
him that he was on the right track. But the temple was filled with other carvings
and no one knew what they meant. During his first two weeks on the job, Jeffrey
went through all the historical records in the temple archives. He’d even got
Eleanor Lord to check art books at the local libraries. But the meaning of most
designs remained a mystery. In October, Jeffrey learned that Raymond Treat was
lecturing for several nights at an RLDS church in Pittsburgh. As always, Ray
was talking about similarities that he had found between the Nephites and
Lamanites in the Book of Mormon and the Maya culture in Mesoamerica.
Jeffrey figured that Ray might be able to identify some of the symbols in the
temple because he was a trained archaeologist. So Jeffrey and Alice drove to
Pennsylvania to listen to Ray’s speech. It wasn’t too different from the one that
Jeffrey had first heard at the Slover Park congregation in 1982, but as Jeffrey
watched the color slides of Maya ruins, he noticed that a few of them contained
symbols that looked to him like those in the Kirtland temple. After Ray
completed his speech, Jeffrey introduced himself and explained how it was Ray
who had first gotten him excited about reading the Book of Mormon. Jeffrey
then mentioned that several of the designs in the Kirtland temple seemed similar
to those in Ray’s slides. Ray was intrigued.

Although there was some printed material available before 1830 about
archaeological discoveries in Mesoamerica, Ray was confident that Joseph
Smith, Jr., and other early Mormons in Kirtland would not have known about the
Maya. If Maya symbols were in the temple, then Ray would be able to add
another bit of proof to his theory that the Mormon religion and the Maya were
somehow linked. He told Jeffrey that he would gladly drive to Kirtland the next
morning to look at the symbols. Another man joined Ray and Jeffrey as they
talked. Tom Miller had accompanied Ray from Independence to Pittsburgh. Tom
was an elder in the church and was interested in seeing the temple too.

When the two men arrived in Kirtland the next day, Jeffrey hustled them into
the temple and Ray carefully examined all of the symbols. He agreed that some
seemed similar to those found in Mesoamerica, but he couldn’t be certain until
he had done more research. Tom was impressed by Jeffrey. “He clearly had a
special understanding about the temple,” he later recalled. “Jeffrey was seeing



things there that others had missed.” Both men found Jeffrey’s discovery of the
symbol for man interesting, especially Tom. He had been a delegate at the 1984
world conference and had personally felt that women shouldn’t be ordained. Yet,
when it came time for a vote, he had raised his hand in favor of permitting
women to be priests simply because all those around him had raised their hands.
Now he was certain that his decision had been a mistake.

After the tour, Jeffrey invited Ray and Tom to his house to meet Alice and
talk more about the temple. Within an hour, Jeffrey and Tom were, as Alice later
put it, “clicking like crazy.” Tom was well versed in the scriptures and there was
an authority to his voice when he spoke, partly because of his background. At
age thirty-eight, Tom had worked as a police officer and as a game warden. But
he had eventually quit both jobs, he explained, because of “politics.” Tom prided
himself on being a man who didn’t “kiss up” to anyone. If he thought that his
boss was doing something stupid, he told him so.

Tom and Ray had met at a church service in Independence and become
friends. Ray had invited Tom to come with him to Pittsburgh because Tom was
between jobs. His wife, Patti, worked at a medical lab in Independence.

Jeffrey decided to take Ray and Tom to Chapin Forest so they could see
where the stones used in the foundation of the temple had been cut. He told them
that he felt that the quarry area was hallowed ground, but he didn’t tell either of
them about his dream or the significance of the footpath. As they walked down
the path, Tom spotted several holes that had been drilled into stones in the creek
bed that ran adjacent to the path. Tom’s college degree was in agronomy and he
told Ray and Jeffrey that in the 1800s, stonemasons frequently cut stones in a
quarry by drilling a line of holes in them. The holes would be four or five inches
apart. The masons would then fill the holes with water and when it froze, the
water would expand and cause the stone to crack along the line of holes. “These
holes were probably made by the men who built the temple,” he said.

Jeffrey, Tom, and Ray climbed down a small embankment to get a closer
look at the holes in the creek bed. It was about a five-foot drop to the stream
from the path. After the men examined the holes, they turned around and started
to climb back up the embankment, but Tom suddenly stopped. “Hey! Look at
this!” he hollered. Part of the embankment was made of stone—the same gray
stone found in the creek bed and the temple foundation—and someone had
drilled nearly a dozen holes into it. These holes, however, were different from



the ones in the creek bed. They were nearly twice as large and they had been
drilled at angles and in a circular pattern. Each hole looked as if it eventually met
the others somewhere deep inside the rock.

“Why would someone drill there?” Jeffrey asked.

Tom put his mouth against one of the holes and blew into it. There was no
resistance. “There’s got to be a chamber in there,” he announced. Tom Miller
would later recall during an interview the excitement that he felt that afternoon
in October 1984. “We broke off a branch and stuck it in one of the holes and we
never hit the end,” he said. “Man-oh-man, we were really having fun. The more
we talked, the more convinced we all became that we had really found
something. We speculated that these were air holes that led to some secret
chamber. The next thing we knew, we were convincing ourselves that Joseph
Smith, Jr., had hidden something in this chamber—gold plates probably. We
were on a roll.” Tom decided to ask God if there was a hidden chamber behind
the stone. He left Jeffrey and Ray and walked down the path to pray alone. “I
can’t tell you now whether I wanted to see something so bad that I imagined it or
whether I truly had a vision that day,” Tom said later. “But I came back to Jeff
and Ray and I said, ‘My understanding is that there is a chamber hidden here and
there are gold plates hidden in it.””

Ray and Tom needed to get back to Pittsburgh for Ray’s lecture that night,
but they promised to return to Kirtland the next day. After they had gone, Jeffrey
told Alice about Tom’s statements in the park. It fit perfectly with his dream.
They began speculating about what might be hidden there. The Book of Mormon
contained plenty of stories about brass and gold plates that had never been
found. There was another mystical artifact mentioned in the book that had
vanished centuries ago. It was a magnificent gold-and-jeweled sword known as
the Sword of Laban, and it played a role in one of the most important and
controversial stories in the Book of Mormon. According to the Mormon
scriptures, God told a Hebrew prophet named Lehi that He wanted him to leave
Jerusalem and go to the New World. But Lehi didn’t want to make the journey
without several brass plates that contained the genealogy of his family. The
plates were being held by a man named Laban, so Lehi sent his son, Nephi, to
fetch them. Laban, however, refused to give up the plates and no matter what
Lehi offered him, he wouldn’t budge. One night Nephi decided to make a final
attempt at getting the plates. He went to talk to Laban and found him drunk.
Nephi also spotted Laban’s magnificent gold sword.



According to the Mormon scriptures, God told Nephi to kill Laban, but Nephi
hesitated because he knew that murder was wrong.

And it came to pass that the Spirit said unto me again, “Slay him,
for the Lord hath delivered him into thy hands. Behold the Lord
slayeth the wicked to bring forth his righteous purposes.”

Nephi grabbed Laban by his hair and cut off his head with the golden sword.
He then took the brass plates and the sword with him. Although the sword
appeared in other passages in the Book of Mormon, it wasn’t clear what finally
happened to it, and over time it developed into a symbol of mystical power. In
December 1836, for example, the sword was mentioned in a prophecy that
Joseph Smith, Sr., the father of the Mormon prophet, said in the Kirtland temple
on behalf of his grandson, Joseph Smith III. [It was Joseph Smith III who
eventually became the leader of the RLDS Church.] The senior Smith
prophesied that his grandson would someday “have power to wield the Sword of
Laban.” From that point on, the sword became synonymous with the leadership
of the church. As with the mythical Excalibur that young Arthur pulled from the
stone, proving that he was the rightful heir to the English throne, Jeffrey
believed God would permit only His chosen prophet to wield the Sword of
Laban. Obviously, if someone found the sword, he would automatically be
declared the church’s true prophet. At least that is what Jeffrey thought.

“Do you think it could really be hidden in the park?” Alice asked.

Jeffrey was sure of it. He showed Alice a map of New York and drew a line
from the spot where Joseph Smith, Jr., said he found the golden plates to the
Kirtland temple. The line went directly through Chapin Forest. “It’s entirely
possible that the angel Moroni hid the Sword of Laban and other golden plates in
a secret chamber in Chapin Forest while he was alive and on his way to New
York to hide the other golden plates,” Jeffrey said.

“Do you think you can find it?” Alice asked.
Jeffrey wasn’t sure, but he intended to try.

The next morning, Alice told Jeffrey that she had something important to
share with him.

“I had a dream last night,” she gushed. “You were standing in the temple and
a tall thin man was on your right and a shorter, more muscular man was on your
left. I was sitting in the temple in the back row and when I looked up, there was



this beam of pure white light coming down on the three of you and it was so
white and so intense that all I could see was the outline of you three and then a
pure white personage appeared and talked to you and exchanged something with
the three of you. I couldn’t quite make out who it was until I saw his hands.”

“Who was he?” Jeffrey asked.

“His hands had nail prints in them,” Alice said, her eyes filling with tears. “It
was Jesus, Jeffrey! Jesus appeared to you!”

She was certain, she added, that the two men in her dream with Jeffrey were
Ray Treat and Tom Miller.

“Oh, Jeffrey,” she continued. “This is just like the patriarch said it would be.
God wants you to bring forth a great message. He wants you to prepare the way
for Christ’s return.”

That night, Ray and Tom again drove to Kirtland from Pittsburgh. Alice
didn’t mention her dream and Jeffrey didn’t mention his theory about the Sword
of Laban. If it was there, he was going to find it by himself.

The three men ended up talking about the symbols in the temple just as they
had the day before, and then Jeffrey suggested that the three of them spend the
night at the temple praying. If they did, perhaps God would show them a sign.
Ray and Tom agreed to stay over. Jeffrey was excited. He had successfully set
the stage for Alice’s dream to come true.

“All of them expected something to happen that night,” said Alice. The three
men prayed and meditated until three in the morning, but despite their efforts,
nothing happened.

“So much for your dream,” Jeffrey told Alice the next morning.

Ray and Tom returned to Pittsburgh and Ray taught his last class that night.
The next afternoon, he and Tom left for Independence. They stopped in Kirtland
around dinnertime to say goodbye to Jeffrey and Alice. Jeffrey invited them in
and both men were shocked when they saw what the family was having for
dinner. All the Lundgrens had to eat was a basket of biscuits. It looked as if there
was only enough for one biscuit per person.

“We had asked Jeff earlier how he survived and he had told us that he
depended on the Lord to feed his family,” said Tom. “It was pretty clear that
they were broke and the kids were hungry.”



Even though Tom was unemployed and strapped for cash, he gave one
hundred dollars to Jeffrey. Ray added another hundred. Jeffrey thanked both of
them and they left. A few miles outside of Kirtland, Tom began to feel uneasy.
He and Ray had told Jeffrey that they would be stopping by their house around
dinnertime, and for a brief moment, he wondered if Jeffrey hadn’t staged the
dinner table scene. There was something about how he and Ray had gotten there
at exactly the same moment that Jeffrey and Alice were sitting down at the table.
It all seemed too perfect. But then Tom pushed his suspicions out of his mind. It
was his old police training, he decided.

Saints were supposed to trust each other.



Chapter 16

ALICE would claim later that she never knew that Ray and Tom had given
Jeffrey money. She never knew where any of Jeffrey’s money came from, she
said. She never asked. The $1,500 that she and Jeffrey had raised to finance their
move to Kirtland was quickly spent. The church didn’t pay Jeffrey. He didn’t
have any obvious financial support. Yet whenever Alice and Jeffrey went to the
grocery store or to buy clothing, he would pull a five, ten, or twenty-dollar bill
from his pocket. “I just assumed that the Lord was providing,” she later claimed.

Had she asked, Jeffrey was ready with a heart-tugging story. “We ran out of
money almost immediately,” he later recalled. “There wasn’t any food in the
house and everyone was hungry. It was just about dinnertime when two elderly
ladies knocked on the door and I explained to them that the temple was closed.
But they had driven a long distance, so I decided to break the rules and let them
in. They were inside the temple for only about fifteen minutes, but when they
came out, they were crying and one of them took my hand to shake it and when I
took her hand, I felt paper. ‘This is for you,’ she said. ‘God made me aware that
you need this.” I didn’t look at it until she had gone. It was a one-hundred-dollar
bill and that is what we lived on that week. The rules said we were supposed to
turn in all the money that we received. But she had told me that God wanted me
to have it and that’s how I operated. If people said it was for me, I kept it. God
had directed me here. He wanted me to do His business, so I expected Him to
take care of me and my family.”

In October, a group of priesthood members from upstate New York held a
weekend retreat at the temple. Most arrived Friday afternoon but it began to
snow and some were delayed. Bill Lord gave the men a tour of the temple.
Jeffrey stood inside the temple at the door waiting for stragglers. When he heard
the sound of footsteps, he opened the door. As soon as he saw who was coming,
he began to smile. Kevin Currie, his buddy from the navy, walked up the steps.
They hadn’t seen each other in ten years. Jeffrey quickly explained that he was a
tour guide and pointed next door to the white house where he lived.

“Be sure to stop by later,” he said. “There are some things that I’ve got to
share with you.”

Jeffrey hurried to tell Alice about Kevin. When he came over to their house,



Alice gave him a big hug. Kevin told them that something significant had
happened that night. Back in 1974 when Jeffrey first introduced him to the Book
of Mormon, Kevin had seen a vision. “Just for an instant in my mind’s eye, I
saw a door and it had a brilliant white light coming from behind it,” he said.
Kevin didn’t know what it meant so he hadn’t paid much attention to it. “But
tonight as I was walking up to the temple, I saw that very same door and it
opened and there was a bright light shooting out from behind it,” Kevin said. He
paused and then continued: “Jeffrey, the door that I saw in my mind ten years
ago was the door to the Kirtland temple. It was the door that you opened
tonight.”

Kevin didn’t think their reunion was a coincidence. There had to be a reason
why he had had his vision. “Why are you here?” he asked.

Jeffrey said that he had come to Ohio “to be endowed with the power-just
like it says in the scriptures.” He then told Kevin that he had recently made an
astounding discovery. After swearing Kevin to secrecy, Jeffrey opened his copy
of the Doctrine and Convenants and read out loud the first eight paragraphs of
Section 83, a revelation that Joseph Smith, Jr., said God gave him on September
22 and 23 of 1832. The first three paragraphs were about Independence, but it
was the fourth paragraph that Jeffrey wanted Kevin to hear:

Verily, this is the word of the Lord, that the city New Jerusalem
shall be built by the gathering of the Saints, beginning at this place,
even the place of the temple, which temple shall be reared in this
generation.

“Kevin,” Jeffrey said excitedly. “I’m going to prove to you that for all these
years everyone has been waiting at the wrong place for Christ to return.”

Kevin was intrigued.

“I’m going to prove to you,” Jeffrey continued, “that the real site of Zion is
Kirtland—not Independence.”

During the next hour, Jeffrey read Kevin more than a dozen scriptures from
the Bible and the Book of Mormon that were messages from God delivered by
prophets. In each case, the prophet began by saying “This is the word of the
Lord” or “Thus saith the Lord.”

“A prophet has got to make it clear right upfront that he is delivering a
message from God,” Jeffrey explained. He then told Kevin to read the first three



paragraphs of Section 83. Those paragraphs didn’t have any such declaration.
“The reason is because God never said those three paragraphs. Those were
words written by men,” Jeffrey said, his voice becoming a whisper now, as if he
were afraid someone might overhear. “Those words were added after Joseph fled
Kirtland to justify the saints moving to Independence.”

Jeffrey told Kevin to read the fourth paragraph of the revelation. It began
with the sentence: “Verily, this is the word of the Lord.”

“This is where God’s message really starts,” Jeffrey explained, “and it says
‘the city New Jerusalem shall be built’ at the same spot as the temple-right here
in Kirtland.”

That night in the Lundgrens’ kitchen, Kevin once again felt that God was
speaking to him through Jeffrey. What Jeffrey was saying seemed to make sense.
Other revelations in the Doctrine and Convenants began with a “Thus saith the
Lord” preface. Why didn’t Section 837

“It became clear to me that Jeffrey was correct. The only commandment that
God had ever given was that He wanted His people to go to the Ohio to be
endowed with the power.”

Kevin was hooked. Every weekend during the next two months, Kevin rode
the bus to Cleveland on Friday nights. Jeffrey picked him up and they studied
the scriptures together until Sunday afternoon when Kevin caught another bus
back to his hometown of Buffalo, New York. During their visits, Kevin confided
in Jeffrey and Alice. He had gotten married after he left the navy, he said, but it
didn’t last and he ended up divorced and depressed. He’d stopped going to
church, started drinking heavily, and had gotten involved in a homosexual
relationship. Nothing in life seemed important. Eventually, Kevin had returned
to Buffalo where his mother lived and gone to work at the Veterans
Administration hospital. He had started attending church again, but he still was
miserable—until he started studying again with Jeffrey.

“For the first time in years,” Kevin told them, “I feel a purpose to my life.”

This is how Jeffrey later recalled his feelings toward his navy pal. “Kevin
was a leech really and a leech needs to be attached to a host. I became that host.
You see, religion seemed to touch Kevin from time to time, and give him
stability and a purpose in his life. He also wanted to be part of a family. He’d
never had his own. In a way, Kevin wasn’t that much different from all the



others who eventually joined my group. They all were drawn to me because
there was something lacking in their own personalities and lives. They wanted
me to provide it for them. They were weak. I was strong. I was their host.”

In January 1985, Kevin requested a transfer to a VA hospital outside
Cleveland, and when it was approved, he moved in with Jeffrey and Alice. He
slept on a bed that Jeffrey put in the room where Damon and Jason slept. In the
beginning, Kevin gave Jeffrey money each week to help pay for groceries. But
Jeffrey and Alice took Kevin aside in early March and suggested that he give
them all of his paycheck each month. “They told me that in order for Jeffrey to
maintain respect in his children’s eyes as the breadwinner of the family, I needed
to turn over my entire paycheck to them,” Kevin said. “And that is basically
what I did.” Kevin earned about $1,600 per month. On paydays, Kevin would
find Jeffrey waiting on the porch for him when he got home. Jeffrey said that he
didn’t want to get the money inside because the children might see it.

Kevin was happy to turn over his pay. “I was having a good time. Jeffrey and
Alice were fun to be around and Jeffrey was revealing new things all the time in
the scriptures. I was glad I lived with them.”

Besides, Jeffrey was making more-and-more-dramatic discoveries and Kevin
was eager to hear about them. One night, Jeffrey shook Kevin awake and
motioned to him to follow. They walked into the kitchen where Alice was
waiting. Jeffrey quickly explained that he had been praying in the temple when
he saw a ghost.

“I saw a personage, totally white, moving up the stairs,” he explained, “and I
knew who it was—I immediately recognized him.”

Jeffrey paused to catch his breath.

“I asked God, “What do I need to do to repent before I meet this person?
What would you have me do?,” and after a period of time, I felt that God was
telling me that it was okay for me to go before this personage, to meet him, so I
followed him up the stairs.”

Alice and Kevin were clearly mesmerized.

“I could feel the power of his glory as I walked up the stairs. It was like when
you get near to an electric power generator, you can feel the power. I went up to
the third level and there he was and—"



Jeffrey stopped. He suddenly began crying. “When I came into his presence, I
suddenly saw myself as I truly am. For the first time in my life, I saw myself as a
dirty rag, the filthiest thing on the face of the earth. I didn’t have a right to be in
the same room with this figure. I was so unclean. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t
touch him. I couldn’t engage him in conversation because I was so unworthy. I
had to shrink away because I was so filthy.”

“Who was it?” Alice asked, excitedly.
“It was Joseph,” he said. “I saw Joseph Smith, Junior, in the temple.”

The next Sunday, Jeffrey stood up during the worship service at the RLDS
Kirtland congregation and recalled what had happened, only rather than telling
everyone that he had seen Joseph, he simply said that he had seen an “angel.” He
also added a moral.

“If I had been clean, who knows what I could have asked or what this angel
could have shared with me. But I lost out because I am a sinner and unclean.”

Afterward, some members of the church said it was the most dramatic
personal witness that they had ever heard. As far as Kevin was concerned, it was
completely believable.

“Among the more traditional RLDS church members, spiritual experiences
were something sought after because having a spiritual experience is a sign that
God is communicating with you. I figured that if God was going to talk to
anyone, it would probably be Jeffrey because he was the most pious person I
knew.”



Chapter 17

TOM Miller kept in touch with Jeffrey after he returned to Independence, and
by the spring of 1985, the two men chatted weekly on the telephone about their
scriptural studies. A robust, powerfully built man with short blond hair, chiseled
features, and a hearty laugh, Tom was having trouble with the liberal changes
taking place in the RLDS. “Things have to be logical for me to accept them, and
when they aren’t, it’s tough for me to believe in them,” he told Jeffrey during
one call. Lots of changes in the church, he added, weren’t logical in his view. “I
find nowhere in the scriptures where it says women should be priests.”

Tom had always had problems with the church, dating back to when he had
served a stint as pastor of a small RLDS congregation in Iowa. While he enjoyed
preaching on Sundays, he felt uncomfortable when it came to recommending
young men for the priesthood. What bothered Tom was the church’s policy
about having each candidate recommended by two priests who both felt that they
had received a “call” from God. Pastors were supposed to recommend young
men, but no matter how hard Tom prayed, he never felt that God was telling him
to “call” anyone. So Tom didn’t, and the men in his lowa church who wanted to
become priests began to complain. “I got to thinking, ‘Hey, is it me or are all
these other guys who are claiming to have revelations from God about who to
call just a bunch of liars?”” Tom decided to ask the pastor who had submitted his
name as a priesthood candidate. What sort of revelation had he received about
Tom? “I asked him: “Why did you recommend me for the priesthood? What did
God tell you about me?’ And this man sort of hemmed and hawed, and he finally
admitted that he really hadn’t had any special experience. He just felt that it was
the right thing to do, so he did it. I began to wonder if the whole process was all
a farce.”

Tom might have left the RLDS had it not been for the voice that he heard a
short while later. He was asleep in the bedroom of his house when it woke him
up. “I mean to tell you it was a voice! I thought it was my imagination at first,
but then I heard it again and then it repeated itself one more time. The voice
said: ‘Arise, cleanse thyself and clothe thyself for I am coming.” My first
thought was that I should take a shower and put on my suit because the Lord is
coming tonight, but then I thought, ‘Come on, is putting on a suit going to make
me less of a sinner?”’



Tom got out of bed and walked outside onto the wooden deck behind his
house. “It was the most beautiful night that I'd ever seen. The moon was full and
the shadows cast by the oak and hickory trees were just fantastic. I was standing
there, reveling in the beauty, just praising the Lord, when I looked over to the
east and there were two bright stars and between them I saw a figure. It was
Christ on the cross. I rubbed my eyes. I slapped myself on the head. I told myself
that I was seeing something that wasn’t there. But I looked and it was. It was
there and it was not something that I was imagining. Believe me, I put it through
every test that I could think of and everything I did convinced me that what I
was seeing was real. Christ was hanging there.”

When Tom moved to Independence, he and his wife, Patti, joined the Enoch
Hill RLDS congregation, an ultraconservative group where prophecy was
viewed as a vital part of every Sunday service. After several Sundays, Tom was
asked to anoint a woman with oil and join other elders by putting his hands on
her head and prophesying. Everyone waited for Tom to begin. “I didn’t know
nothing from nothing, but I got caught up in the emotion of it and I started
prophesying and pretty soon I was spouting out all sorts of things about this
woman and what she was going to do with her life. It was purely emotional and
none of it ever came true. I was really going wild.” Afterward, Tom felt guilty.
“I knew that this woman believed everything I had said and I knew it was
nonsense so I went to see her and I told her that I had been making stuff up, but
she refused to believe me. She still thought what I had told her was from God. It
seemed that there was no place in the church for intelligence. You either had to
be caught up in the emotionalism of religion or you weren’t seen as a true
believer. Intelligence was viewed as a block to being religious.”

Tom talked about his experiences with Jeffrey, who quickly agreed that most
RLDS members were caught up in the emotionalism of religion, rather than
intelligent study. Tom decided to read every verse in the Bible and the Book of
Mormon that described contact between God and the Hebrew people. When he
finished, he called Jeffrey. “Emotions are more a response to Satanic influence
than the things of God,” Tom announced, “because emotions cloud your vision
and your understanding of the truth.”

Jeffrey agreed, so Tom continued. “The truth is purely intellectual. In order to
understand God, we must find out how He thinks and then attempt to become
one with Him, make our thoughts into His thoughts, and share His intelligence
and His truth. And that is an intellectual process, not an emotional one.”



Tom and Jeffrey were both excited by what Tom was saying. They talked for
nearly an hour on the telephone. The next Sunday, Jeffrey claimed credit in the
adult RLDS Sunday school class in Kirtland for an important discovery. He
announced that he had studied every scripture that described God’s contact with
the Hebrews and had found that “intelligence, not emotion” was the key to
understanding God. Jeffrey repeated Tom’s conclusions almost verbatim. There
was only one slight change. Jeffrey made it sound as if everything he said was
his idea, not Tom’s.

No one in Kirtland said much about Jeffrey’s “discovery,” but in
Independence, Tom’s denouncement of emotional outbursts had irked most
members of Enoch Hill. One night, however, a couple from the church stopped
at Tom’s house. “They told me that I had all the indications of being ready to
receive a special truth. I listened and what they said was so astounding, I didn’t
know whether to continue listening or run through the door without bothering to
open it.”

The couple told Tom that there was a secret way to decipher God’s truth by
using intelligence, rather than emotion. It was called chiasmus. During the next
two hours, the couple explained the process to Tom. Most Old Testament books,
such as Psalms, Proverbs, Lamentations, Micah, Obadiah, Habakkuk, Nahum,
and Zephaniah, were long Hebrew poems, they said. Prophetic books, such as
Isaiah, Job, Joel, Amos, Hosea, and Jeremiah, also contain lengthy segments of
poetry. Unlike English poetry, Hebrew poetry doesn’t have rhyme or meter.
Instead, Hebrew poems were written in a style called “parallelism.” Put simply,
Hebrew poets always repeated themselves. A poet would write a line and then
repeat the same thought in the next line only in a slightly different way. This was
called “rhyme of thought rather than sound.” In Psalm 19, verse 1, the Hebrew
poet wrote: The heavens declare the glory of God; and the firmament showeth
his handiwork.

Both lines say the same thing but in different ways. Over time biblical
scholars found a variety of “parallel” poems. Some poets alternated lines that
were synonymous. In Psalm 27, verse 1, the poet wrote: The Lord is my light
and my salvation: Whom shall I fear?

The Lord is the stronghold of my life; Of whom shall I be afraid?

Scholars were finding so many different types of parallel writing that they
developed a way to diagram them. They marked the first line of a poem with the



letter A and whenever they came to another verse that was synonymous, they
marked it with an A too. This “alphabet code” made it possible for the scholars
to see how the poem was structured.

[A] The Lord is my light and my salvation: [B] Whom shall I fear?
[A] The Lord is the stronghold of my life; [B] Of whom shall I be
afraid?

Once biblical scholars began using this marking system, they discovered an
entirely new form of poetry, which they called chiasmus. A chiasm is much
more difficult to see because it doesn’t follow the traditional A-B-A-B repeating
sequence. Instead, it reverses it.

When diagramed, a chiasm is structured like this: A-B-B-A. Some biblical
scholars call this form of writing “mirror imaging.” Verse 27 in chapter 2 of the
New Testament book of Mark is a chiasm.

The sabbath was made for man,
and not man for the sabbath.

This is how the couple divided it for Tom: [A] The sabbath
[B] was made for man,
[B] and not man
[A] for the sabbath.

A longer chiasm was found in Isaiah, chapter 6, verse 10: [A] Make the heart

of this people fat, [B] and make their ears heavy,
[C] and shut their eyes;
[C] lest they see with their eyes,
[B] and hear with their ears,
[A] and understand with their hearts . . .

Once biblical scholars became proficient at identifying and diagraming
chiasms, they made another startling discovery. Unlike other Hebrew poems,
chiastic verses frequently had one line that was not repeated. This line was
nearly always in the center of the poem. For example, Isaiah, chapter 55, verses

8 to 9, read: [A] For my thoughts are not your thoughts, [B] neither are your
ways my ways . . .

[C] For as the heavens are higher than the earth, [B] so are my



ways higher than your ways, [A] and my thoughts than your
thoughts.

The words “thoughts” and “ways” were clearly repeated in typical A-B-B-A
fashion, the couple told Tom. But stuck in the middle of the chiasm was line [C]
and it stood completely by itself. There was no parallel line that mirrored the
verse: “For as the heavens are higher than the earth . . ..”

The couple who explained all of this to Tom told him that the center line of a
chiasm was the poet’s “secret” message. It was the most important verse in the
poem, the one that the poet had really meant to emphasize. Readers who didn’t
know how to diagram a chiasm would read these verses in Isaiah and interpret
them to mean that God’s “thoughts” and His “ways” were far superior to the
“thoughts” and “ways” of human beings, which was the most common
interpretation. But what the Hebrew poet was actually saying was that “. . . the
heavens are higher than the earth.”

In other words, the poet’s cryptic message was that heaven was an actual,
physical place located directly above the earth. By locating chiastic poems and
diagraming them, Tom could learn the “secret” truths of the Bible that were
hidden from everyone but those intelligent enough to use chiasmus.

“What I was hearing was a totally new way to read the scriptures,” Tom
recalled. “It was one of those rare moments when you feel that a truth has been
illuminated to you.”

As soon as the couple left that night, Tom telephoned Jeffrey. It was late, but
he didn’t care. He had to tell Jeffrey that there was a way to separate God’s truth
from “the church’s emotional garbage.”



Chapter 18

KEVIN Currie started noticing several subtle changes in the Lundgren house
in April 1985, once he began turning his paychecks over to Jeffrey. “When I first
moved in, I was treated like an equal, an adult, and my opinions were respected.
But once I began giving Jeffrey my paycheck, he and Alice started acting more
like parents to me and exercising more and more control over my life.”

Kevin was the only person in the house earning a salary, yet whenever he
needed money, he had to ask and explain to Jeffrey why he wanted it. The few
times that Kevin did ask for cash, Jeffrey made it clear that he was taking it
away from the rest of the “family” for his own selfish needs.

A few weeks after he moved in with Jeffrey and Alice, Kevin noticed another
change. He was doing more and more household chores. It started when he
volunteered to wash the dishes one night. All of the sudden, that became his job.
So did babysitting for the children when Jeffrey and Alice went out, and
cleaning the house. Kevin was soon cooking most of the meals at night too. “I
had become the maid,” he said.

Jeffrey had spent quite a bit of time studying the scriptures with Kevin at
night, but during the summer of 1985, four college-age interns arrived to help
give tours through the temple and Jeffrey and Alice began focusing on them. Of
the four, they liked Sharon Bluntschly and Daniel D. Kraft, Jr., the best.

“The interns didn’t know anyone else in town and Bill and Eleanor Lord were
so much older that it was natural for them to turn to Alice and me,” said Jeffrey.
“Sharon, in particular, was lonely so she started coming over to our house all the
time.”

One of five children, Sharon had grown up in Beaverton, a farming town of 1,
100 in the middle of Michigan, where she had done well academically in high
school but had always been somewhat of a wallflower. She had enrolled at
Graceland College in 1977, but she couldn’t make up her mind what she wanted
to study so she eventually dropped out and went to work as a tour guide at the
RLDS historical site in Nauvoo, Illinois. This was where Joseph Smith, Jr., had
established a Mormon community after being driven out of Missouri by angry
mobs in 1838. After that stint ended, Sharon had gone to Independence to work
as a tour guide at the church’s headquarters. The RLDS had only three historical



sites, and since Sharon had worked at Nauvoo and Independence, Kirtland was
the only one left, so she had arrived to complete the trio. Jeffrey considered
Sharon “a complete loser.”

“Sharon had never been on a date, never kissed a boy. She was short and
weighed about two hundred and thirty pounds. It looked like she cut her own
hair by putting a bowl over it. She acted like an old maid even though she was
only twenty-seven. The only joy in her life was food. She had no self-esteem, no
ambition. All she had ever done was float around the church as a tour guide.”

A few days after Sharon arrived in Kirtland, Alice invited her over to the
house. “I was sitting on the couch with Alice in her living room and she began
talking to me about really strange things,” Sharon later testified. Alice told
Sharon that Joseph Smith, Jr., had appeared to Jeffrey in the temple. She
mentioned that when she was in summer camp in 1969, a church patriarch had
proclaimed that Alice would someday marry a man who would do great things
for the church. “Alice continued telling me things and it was getting to the point
where my mind couldn’t handle a whole lot more when Jeff suddenly walked
in,” Sharon said. Jeff had been working in the visitors’ center when, he said, he
felt that someone was talking about him at home. Alice immediately confessed
that she and Sharon had been doing just that.

“How did you know?” Alice bubbled. Jeffrey didn’t reply. He just smiled.

Sharon was impressed. “How could he have known what we were talking
about . . .. It was really amazing to me that he came in just at that time.”

Years later, Sharon would be more skeptical. “To me now,” she would
testify, “it seems like it was a setup.” But when it happened, Sharon thought
Jeffrey had the power to “sense” things that others couldn’t. Alice buttressed
Sharon’s thinking. “Jeffrey isn’t like other men,” Alice told her. “He has been
chosen by God for a special purpose. Someday he will be famous.”

That summer, Alice “adopted” Sharon. Alice taught Sharon how to fix her
hair, how to buy clothing that complemented her figure, how to fix her nails. She
was doing for Sharon what Lois Lundgren had once done for her. But Alice was
adding a twist of her own to the transformation. She became Sharon’s sexual
adviser. “Alice wanted me to work on being carnal, sensual, and devilish,”
Sharon said later.

“Sharon knew nothing about sex,” Alice recalled, “so I set out to educate



her.” Alice had Sharon watch a videotape of the sultry rock singer Tina Turner.
“Tina may not be the most beautiful person in the world, but her body language
makes her sexy,” Alice said. She and Jeffrey also rented a variety of soft porn to
show Sharon to help her loosen up. Finally, Alice asked Kevin to take Sharon on
a date.

While Alice made Sharon her summer project, Jeffrey worked on Danny
Kraft, Jr., a lovable nineteen-year-old wisenheimer. At age six, Danny had
decided to become a musician. At age eleven, he decided to become an artist. By
the time he graduated in 1982 from high school in Nauvoo, he had mastered nine
musical instruments, won dozens of art awards, and maintained a straight-A
average. He was skinny, energetic, impressionable, and eager to please. Jeffrey
originally had opposed Danny’s working as a guide. Although Danny regularly
attended an RLDS church in Nauvoo, he had never been baptized. As soon as
Danny arrived, Jeffrey began pushing him to join the church.

Just as they had done with Sharon, Jeffrey and Alice invited Danny into their
home and quizzed him about his past. Jeffrey quickly decided that Danny’s
carefree attitude was a facade. Danny’s parents had divorced in 1974. “He’s
covering up the pain,” Jeffrey told Alice later. “Danny is looking for someone to
love him—to take the place of his mom and dad and be his family.”

A few days later when Danny dropped by the house, Alice told him that she
was uncomfortable being addressed as “Mrs. Lundgren.” It made her feel old,
she joked. “Why not just call me ‘Mom’” she told Danny. “You can call Jeffrey
‘Dad.”’

Kevin had watched how Jeffrey and Alice manipulated Sharon and Danny,
and he realized that neither of them realized it. “Jeffrey began using me to do
reconnaissance that summer,” Kevin said. “He would send me over to spy on the
summer interns, and when I came back to the house, he’d grill me about what
they were saying and doing. He especially wanted to know what they were
saying about him and Alice. I noticed that he would use the information to his
advantage. He was a master at telling one person one thing and then telling
someone else another thing and keeping them both in the dark.”’

On Memorial Day weekend, a group of young people from Independence
arrived at the temple for a tour. Shar Olson and Richard Brand were among
them. They were best friends. Both of them had made a similar trip on Memorial
Day in 1984 and had enjoyed it so much that they had organized this one. By



this time, word about Jeffrey had filtered back to most RLDS churches in
Independence. “We had heard about this man who worked at the temple and
supposedly knew a lot about it so we decided to ask him to teach a special class
about the temple for our group,” Shar later recalled. Jeffrey quickly agreed to
give the group a longer tour than usual. During it, he pointed out the symbol for
man on the pulpit and mentioned there wasn’t a symbol for woman. Shar and
Richard had both strongly opposed the ordination of women as priests and
Jeffrey’s discovery intrigued them. After the tour, they stayed behind to ask
Jeffrey additional questions. Before the group left, they collected a “love
offering” and gave it to Jeffrey, who had mentioned several times during the tour
that he didn’t receive any salary from the church but instead relied on God to
provide for him and his four children. The group gave him $400.

A few days after the group left, Bill Lord called Jeffrey into an office at the
visitors’ center.

“You can’t ask for or accept money for giving tours,” Bill said. One of the
parents who had been chaperoning the Memorial Day tour group had
complained. “You’re going to have to turn that money over to the church.”

Jeffrey quickly apologized and turned over the money. But he asked Bill if it
would be okay if the church used the money to buy paint and carpet for the
house where he and Alice lived. “Bill agreed,” said Jeffrey, “so I got it anyway.”
He ended up getting even more. When Richard Brand heard what had happened,
he became upset and mailed Jeffrey a check for $620. Jeffrey didn’t tell anyone
about it, but he did write down Richard’s name and address. He was someone
Jeff planned to remember.

By June, Sharon was spending every free moment at the Lundgrens’. She ate
all her meals there too. Jeffrey mentioned this one afternoon when it was time to
buy groceries, and Sharon volunteered to turn over her salary of $500 per month
to the family. It was added to the $1,600 per month that Kevin gave the
Lundgrens. Although Jeffrey had been warned not to solicit donations, he still
did. Jeffrey bragged to Kevin about the biggest gifts—$500 from one church
group and $300 from another—but no one, not even Jeffrey, kept tabs of the
ones, fives, and tens pressed into his hands after he gave a tour.

Sharon decided to stay in Kirtland when summer ended. Jeffrey had
convinced her that it, not Independence, was the true site of Zion. She got a job
at Holzheimer’s Grocery Store as a checkout clerk. The church agreed to let her



continue to live in a tiny apartment near the temple that was normally reserved
for student guides. But it began charging her rent. Sharon continued to turn over
her paychecks to Jeffrey and Alice. In turn, Jeffrey promised to pay her bills and
feed her. Danny, who had been baptized into the RLDS by Jeffrey in July,
returned to art school but promised to come back to work as a guide the next
summer.

After the four student interns had gone, Bill Lord told Jeffrey that it was time
to audit the books for the temple and visitors’ center. This was the first year that
Jeffrey had been responsible for the records and when Bill examined them, he
was disappointed. Donations to the temple were substantially less than what was
expected. In previous years, sales of books and souvenirs and contributions at
the temple had always increased. But not this year, and Bill couldn’t figure out
why. When he checked the visitors’ log at the temple and discovered that a
record number of tourists had visited the temple, Lord became suspicious. He
called Jeffrey into his office.

“Something is wrong here,” Lord said.
Jeffrey looked nervous.
“There is money missing,” Lord continued.

Jeffrey suddenly blurted out an explanation. He said that he had been
reluctant to mention it during the summer, but he suspected that one of the
student interns had been stealing from the cash register. He put the blame on a
student he had never liked.

“We didn’t have any proof,” Lord said later, “so there was nothing we could
do.” At the time, neither Bill nor Eleanor Lord suspected that the real thief was
Jeffrey.

Shortly after that encounter, Kevin, Jeffrey, and Alice went to see the movie
Manhunter, which is based on the Thomas Harris bestselling novel Red Dragon.
Jeffrey and Alice both loved to watch movies and they were constantly seeing
parallels between various films and their own lives. Jeffrey was mesmerized by
Manhunter, which described a fictional FBI investigator’s pursuit of a ruthless
serial killer. The agent eventually caught the murderer by figuring out how he
thought. In the movie, this was called developing the same “mindset.” After the
show, Jeffrey, Alice, and Kevin spent more than an hour discussing it in the
kitchen of the house and then Jeffrey went to study his scriptures. Years later,



Kevin would still recall what Alice said once they were alone.

“Jeffrey reminds me a lot of the agent in that movie,” she told Kevin. “He
figures out a person’s mindset—what they want, how they think, what their
weaknesses are—and then he uses that to get whatever he wants from them.”



Chapter 19

IN the fall of 1985, the adult Sunday school teacher at the Kirtland RLDS
congregation decided to take a break, so Jeffrey was asked to teach. He
immediately began showing the twenty-five class members how to diagram
chiastic poems. Most of them had heard about chiasmus because of an article
printed by Ray Treat in The Zarahemla Record. It had pointed out that the Book
of Mormon, like the Bible, contained chiastic poems. Treat claimed this was
significant because, in his eyes, the fact that both books contained chiasms was
proof that the Mormon scriptures had been written thousands of years ago by a
band of Hebrews, not by an imaginative twenty-four-year-old New York boy in
Palmyra.

Jeffrey told the adults that Treat had missed the point. By diagraming chiastic
poems, he explained, a reader could discover the “secret” truths in the scriptures.
Chiasmus reminded Jeffrey of “hidden picture” drawings that he had seen as a
child. When you looked at such a drawing the first time, you would see a picture
—the face of an old woman with a big nose, for instance. But if you stared at the
drawing long enough, the old woman’s face disappeared and you could see a
completely different drawing—the outline of a young woman wearing a
feathered hat.

“Jeffrey was just phenomenal when it came to finding these chiasms,”
Eleanor Lord recalled. “Everyone in the class was intrigued when he first
diagramed them and explained how they worked.”

While Eleanor liked Jeffrey and enjoyed his classes, she often was
uncomfortable about some of his claims. “Jeffrey had a habit in class of making
people believe that what he was teaching was some kind of personal discovery
that he had made,” she said. Most weeks, she and Jeffrey would talk at the
visitors’ center about the scriptures and various concepts. She was the first one,
in fact, to show him Ray Treat’s article about chiasmus. She also knew that
Jeffrey got many of his ideas from Tom. “But when Jeffrey taught the class, he
always . . . gave the impression that what he was saying was based on some
great inspiration that he had received by himself.”

In October 1985, Jeffrey learned that the Church was going to hire another
tour guide, so Jeffrey telephoned Tom and urged him to apply. Tom’s wife,



Patti, didn’t want to move. She had a good job in Independence and Tom was
still unemployed. “But if we move to Kirtland,” Tom argued, “I can sit and study
and examine records all day long and I will finally be able to learn the truth.”
Patti reluctantly admitted that ever since Tom had been studying the scriptures
via the telephone with Jeffrey, the two of them had made some remarkable
discoveries. She agreed to move, and in November 1985, Tom reported to work
at the visitors’ center.

That same month, Jeffrey received a telephone call from Jim Robbins. Even
though the two men had quarreled before the Lundgrens left Independence,
Jeffrey and Jim had renewed their friendship. Jeffrey had initiated the peace
process by writing to Jim about the symbols in the temple. Jim responded with a
letter and the two men were soon writing regularly. Almost immediately, Jeffrey
asked Jim in a letter for a personal loan and suggested that he and Laura once
again consider supporting him and Alice. Jim had declined, but had continued to
write. Jim had called because he and Laura wanted to spend Thanksgiving with
the Lundgrens in Kirtland. Jeffrey was excited about the visit. “I have many new
discoveries to share with you,” he told Jim. The Robbinses planned to spend
three full days in Kirtland, but the morning after they arrived, Jeffrey began
lecturing Jim about the secret power of chiasmus and how Kirtland was the true
location of Zion. Finally, Jim protested.

“Jeff, 1 just don’t see it the same way as you do,” he said. But Jeffrey
continued to hammer away. The next morning, Jim and Laura announced that
they were driving to Pennsylvania to visit a friend. They wouldn’t be back until
late that night. “We just had to get away from him,” said Jim. When the
Robbinses returned that night, Jeff was clearly peeved. “He let me know that he
didn’t like us coming up to see them and then going away for a full day. He
wanted us there and the reason why was because he wanted to convince us to
move to Kirtland.” The next day was Thanksgiving, and after Jeffrey carved the
turkey that Jim and Laura had brought with them, he launched into another
lecture. By the next morning, Jim and Laura were eager to leave. While they
were backing their car out of the Lundgrens’ driveway, Jeffrey stepped up to the
car window for one last-ditch attempt to persuade Jim that he needed to move.

“Jim, this is where the action is going to be—here in Kirtland, not
Independence,” he said. “I expect you back here soon.”

“Jeffrey,” Jim replied coldly, “you will never see me back in Kirtland unless



the Lord Himself tells me to come back. There will be no more friendly visits
here.” With that, Jim rolled up his window and left.

That was the last time that Jim and Laura ever saw the Lundgrens. Years
later, when Jim recalled that final exchange, he would remember how he felt
while driving away. “As crazy as it sounds, even though I had rejected
everything that Jeffrey had said, while we were traveling down the road, I turned
to Laura and said, ‘Maybe we ought to think about moving to Kirtland.” Jeff had
this magnetism about him. He never expressed any doubts and when he said
something, it was like the Lord Himself had said it. To a member of the RLDS,
that is very appealing. You are trained to relate to that and I did. Only after we
had driven further down the road did 1 realize that what he was preaching was
simply nuts.”

Not everyone thought so. Alice would later insist that at this point in her
marriage to Jeffrey, she genuinely believed that he was fulfilling the patriarch’s
1969 prophecy. “I felt God was directing our lives.” She and Jeffrey still argued,
particularly about sex. But both of them had eased up and were getting along
better than they ever had. “The feces wasn’t so common. Mostly, he would just
bend my body in all sorts of uncomfortable positions. He was really getting into
dominance and wanting to control me—in the bed and everywhere else. But I
still loved him and I truly believed that Jeff could be someone important in the
church.”

Jeffrey was working hard to become such a person. Besides learning
everything that he could about biblical prophets, Jeffrey was poring over the
history of the church. In Kirtland, he found information in the archives that he
had not been taught in Sunday school youngster. One such account was an
embarrassing moment in Mormon history in 1843, when Joseph Smith, Jr., was
given six metal plates that had been discovered next to human bones in an
ancient Indian burial mound near Kinderhook, Illinois. The bell-shaped plates
were marked with strange hieroglyphics and Smith was asked if he could
decipher them. After studying the plates, the prophet declared that he could,
indeed, read them, and he translated a sample paragraph. He noted the discovery
in his private journal.

Monday, May 1—I insert facsimiles of the six brass plates found
near Kinderhook. . . . I have translated a portion of them, and find
they contain the history of the person with which they were found.
He is a descendant of Ham, through the loins of Pharaoh, king of



Egypt. . ..

The discovery of the Kinderhook Plates sparked rumors of a sequel to the
Book of Mormon and sent church members scurrying to their scriptures for clues
that would help them identify the mysterious “descendant of Ham.’” Smith had
always said that God showed him only a few of the records made by the ancient
Hebrews.

Shortly after Smith publicly declared the plates genuine, three men from
Kinderhook came forward with an announcement of their own. The entire thing
was a hoax. The men had cut six pieces of copper from a strip and inscribed
letters on each with acid. These “hieroglyphics” were actually characters copied
from the lid of a Chinese tea box. The copper was “aged” by rust and hidden in
the Indian mound. A gullible Mormon elder was later led to the site, where he
unearthed the plates and was urged to rush them to Smith.

Despite the scam, Smith insisted that other plates made by the ancient
Hebrews would someday be found. His claims were consistent with passages
from the Book of Mormon that predicted that God would eventually reveal the
history of the ancient Hebrews to a prophet [a.k.a. Joseph Smith, Jr.] but would
keep part of the records “sealed” because they contained information that the
world was not yet ready to receive. Among other things, the records supposedly
contained “a revelation” that would explain all things “from the foundation of
the world unto the end thereof.”

Jeffrey had been to Chapin Forest several times trying to find an entrance to
the “secret chamber” behind the strange holes that he had found along with Tom
Miller and Ray Treat. But he hadn’t had any luck. One morning, Jeffrey came
across a passage in Section IOI of the Doctrine and Covenants that described a
revelation purportedly given by God to Joseph Smith, Jr., on April 23, 1834.
According to it, God ordered Smith to build a “treasury” for “all the sacred
things” that God had given him. Jeffrey read the verse to Alice.

“Joseph was in Kirtland when he received this revelation,” he explained, so it
was only logical that the prophet would build a treasury in Ohio. “It’s got to be
in Chapin Forest.”

Jeffrey told Alice that he was going out to the park for one final look. About
an hour later, he returned and hurried Alice into the bedroom.

“I found it,” he whispered. “I found the treasury!”



Jeffrey told Alice that there hadn’t been anyone else at Chapin Forest when
he arrived. He had walked down the path—the same one that he had seen in his
dream—to where the strange holes were located. Jeffrey had knelt down and was
praying when he heard footsteps.

“My first thoughts were ‘Oh, gosh, some hiker is going to see me praying and
think I am stupid,” but I continued to pray. When I looked up, there was a
personage [angel] there and he explained that God had sent him. He was in
charge of the treasury. He told me that he had never suffered death and that he
had been a guardian of the treasury from when it was built.”

The personage led Jeffrey to a secret opening, he said. “The guardian told me
that the treasury could only be opened if God wishes it to be opened so even if
other people go look, they won’t be able to find it.” While Jeffrey waited, the
figure went into the treasury. “I looked inside and saw that it was a large
chamber. The figure came out with one plate, a single plate, and I looked down
and read part of what it said, and then he took it back into the treasury. “

Alice drilled him with questions. Who was the personage? Was the plate that
Jeffrey saw made of gold? What did the chamber look like? Had he seen the
Sword of Laban? But the big question that she wanted answered was: “What was
written on the plate?”

“I can’t tell you everything that I read,” Jeffrey replied solemnly, “because I
am not supposed to reveal it yet.”

But, he continued, with a flash of excitement, “I can tell who the writing was
about.”

“Who?” Alice asked.

“Alice,” Jeffrey replied dramatically, “the writing on the plate was about me
and what God wants me to do.”

Alice was excited. “Jeffrey had finally found a niche in life. He was really,
really good at giving tours and really, really good at interpreting scripture. It was
perfect for him, and we had Kevin and Sharon supporting us financially, so for
the first time in our marriage, I didn’t have to worry about where the next meal
was coming from. We had stability and all these wonderful things were
happening to Jeffrey. He was seeing things and things were happening to him
that just didn’t happen to anyone else.”



God had used the scriptures to direct Jeffrey to Kirtland. God had created an
opening at the temple so that Jeffrey could be a guide there. God had caused
Jeffrey to have visions. And God had sent word to Alice through a patriarch at
the 1969 summer camp warning her about her future husband. Like pieces of a
puzzle, everything was beginning to come together. As she stood there,
wondering exactly what it all meant, Jeffrey told her something else.

“Take off your clothes,” he said. “We are going to have anal sex. “
Alice stared at Jeffrey and then quietly disrobed.

All of her life, she had been taught that every religion required its members to
make a so-called “leap of faith.” Alice had decided that her marriage to Jeffrey
required the same.

“I had reached a point where I had to choose: Was I going to believe what
Jeffrey was telling me and support him or was I going to doubt and question
him?”

As far as Alice was concerned, there was no choice. “I decided that he truly
was my Lord and my master.”



Chapter 20

NOT many visitors came to the temple during the winter of 1985 and early
1986 so Jeffrey and Tom Miller had plenty of time to study their scriptures.
Eleanor Lord would join them some days. All three had become proficient at
finding chiastic verses. But Jeffrey was the champ. “Chiasmus was becoming an
obsession with him,” Eleanor noted.

One morning Jeffrey burst into the center and announced that he had made an
astounding discovery. He had been reading the First Book of Nephi in the Book
of Mormon, which is the equivalent of Genesis in the Bible, and he had found a
new meaning for a phrase it contained. According to the book, the prophet Nephi
explained that he had written the history of the Nephites “in the language of my
father, which consists of the learning of the Jews and the language of the
Egyptians.” Most Mormons felt this was a reference to “Reformed Egyptian,”
the term that Joseph Smith, Jr., used to describe the writing on the mystical
golden plates. But Jeffrey had a different explanation.

Before Jeffrey revealed one of his discoveries, he always laid the groundwork
by quoting scripture and this time he began in chapter 41 of Genesis, which tells
how God caused Pharaoh to dream two strange dreams. Jeffrey read part of verse
32 aloud:

“...the dream was doubled unto Pharaoh twice; it is because the
thing is established by God ...”

“Why did God cause Pharaoh to dream twice?” Jeffrey asked. Without
waiting for a reply, he told Tom and Eleanor to turn to the Old Testament book
of Job, verse 14 in chapter 33, which read: “For God speaketh once, yea twice,
yet man perceiveth it not.”

Jeffrey paused and then summarized his points. The Hebrews had written
their poetry by repeating each line. God had caused Pharaoh to dream two
dreams. And the writers of Job said that God “speaketh once, yea twice.”

“What the scriptures are telling us,” Jeffrey said, “is that God says everything
twice—He speaks chiastically!” In Jeffrey’s eyes, it made perfect sense. The
reason the ancient Hebrews had used “parallelism” in their poetry is because
they wanted to praise God in His own language, he explained. So when the



prophet Nephi used the phrase the “language of my father” and the “learning of
the Jews,” he was referring to chiasmus.

Tom thought Jeffrey was on to something, hut Eleanor wasn’t so certain. “I
now realize that this was a turning point for Jeffrey,” she said, “because in his
mind, he had found a great truth. Jeffrey felt that he had found a foolproof way
to separate God’s words from man’s words. If a scripture was chiastic in
structure, then it was of God. Otherwise, it was from man, and didn’t really
count.”

Jeffrey was so confident that he used a red marker to cross out the lines in the
Bible and his Mormon scriptures that didn’t pass the test.

A few days after Jeffrey made this discovery, Eleanor asked him if he
planned to discard the Lord’s Prayer and Christ’s Sermon on the Mount since
neither was a chiastic poem. Did Jeffrey really believe that those scriptures
didn’t matter?

Jeffrey said he needed more time to figure it out, but he was sure enough of
his theory to teach it the next Sunday to his adult Sunday school class. When the
class ended, a woman took Jeffrey aside. “While you were teaching, I saw a
vision of Moses standing next to you!” she told him. Another class member said
that God had given him a revelation for Jeffrey. “Thus saith the Lord, you are to
continue on the path that you are on, teaching the truth.”

Jeffrey sent letters about chiasmus to the Patricks and the Averys in
Independence. Both couples wrote back asking for more information. At home,
he explained his discovery to Kevin Currie, who still lived with him, and Sharon
Bluntschly, who continued to spend most of her time at the Lundgrens’ house.

But his biggest booster was Alice. “Maybe this is it!” she gushed. “Maybe
this is the revelation you are supposed to bring forth—the one that was
prophesied by the patriarch!”

There was one person who didn’t think Jeffrey was anyone special. The
Reverend Dale Luffman had become the RLDS stake president in the Kirtland
area in January 1986. As such, he was supposed to make sure that the twelve
congregations in his stake operated smoothly and adhered to church policy.
Luffman was a full-time, salaried employee of the RLDS who answered to
church officials in Independence. He was not warmly welcomed at the RLDS
congregation in Kirtland. The church rolls listed 150 members, but a handful of



elders really ran the brick church across the street from the Kirtland temple and
they were fundamentalists who considered Luffman a “liberal” sent from church
headquarters to bring them into line. In their eyes, the new stake president
represented everything wrong in the RLDS. He had attended another
denomination’s seminary: Princeton University in New Jersey. [How,
fundamentalists asked, could Luffman have learned anything by going to another
religion’s school, especially one that didn’t believe in the Book of Mormon?]
Worse, Luffman had received an undergraduate degree from an Oregon college
run by the Roman Catholic Church. In the 1970s, he had helped organize a
boycott of grapes on behalf of migrant farm workers and he had led student
demonstrations against the Vietnam War. If that weren’t enough, shortly after
Luffman arrived in Kirtland, he described himself as an “ecumenicist.” That
meant that he didn’t believe that the RLDS was God’s only “true church.”
Within days after Luffman arrived, a rumor swept through the congregation in
Kirtland. Luffman had befriended a minister from another church and was
thinking about joining the local ministerial alliance. To fundamentalists, such a
move was blasphemy.

Luffman hardly looked a rebel. A lanky man in his early forties, he had a
closely trimmed salt-and-pepper beard and thick glasses, and spoke with a
stuffed-nose twang. He had grown up poor, was well read, and didn’t seem too
concerned about the pomp and circumstance of organized religion. If anything,
the first impression that most people had was that Luffman was pretty ordinary.

Within two weeks of his arrival, Luffman and Jeffrey clashed. It happened
after Luffman preached his first sermon in the Kirtland church. He talked about
how Christ’s death and His love had saved the world. After the worship service,
Luffman planned to attend Jeffrey’s class, but he got delayed by a telephone call.
Seconds later, as he walked down the hall to the class, he heard his name being
mentioned. He paused outside the classroom and listened.

“You all heard the stake president’s sermon today,” Jeffrey announced, “and
before we start, I want to talk about it.” During the next fifteen minutes, Jeffrey
accused Luffman of preaching “lies.” “Our God is a God of vengeance,” Jeffrey
said, “and He expects only one thing from us—repentance. Repent, repent,
repent. Those who do not repent will perish.”

Luffman stepped into the classroom and took a front-row seat. Without a hint
of embarrassment, Jeffrey began that day’s regular lesson. Afterward, Luffman



called Jeffrey into the church office.

“Your action was completely unethical,” Luffman declared. “Everyone has a
right to a difference of opinion. That’s one thing. But you’re telling people that I
lied and that only you know the truth! Who are you to speak for God? What right
do you have to tell people what is the truth?”

Jeffrey didn’t defend himself. He simply listened as Luffman berated him.
“I expect an apology,” Luffman finally concluded.

“I apologize,” Jeffrey said, without any visible sign of remorse. Jeffrey had
never been particularly well liked in any church.

Alice was the one who always made friends quickly while Jeffrey was aloof
and haughty. But the fundamentalist elders at Kirtland rallied around Jeffrey. “I
think Jeffrey found in the Kirtland congregation a unique climate,” Luffman said
later. “The few elders running the show saw in Jeffrey a spokesman for their
point of view and Jeffrey liked to feel important. I think the two groups fed on
each other.”

During the following weeks, each time that Luffman preached at the Kirtland
congregation, Jeffrey rebutted the sermons line by line in the adult class. As
always, he got away with it by using his amazing memory of scriptures. Rather
than attack Luffman in person, Jeffrey simply recited verses that contradicted
whatever Luffman had preached.

Even though Luffman was furious, there was little he could do. Jeffrey
worked for Bill Lord, who reported to the office of historical sites in
Independence. Luffman reported to an entirely different office. The stake
president didn’t have any say over who worked at the temple.

“He’s untouchable,” Luffman complained after church to his wife, Judy. “I
can’t fire him.”

There was, however, one way in which Luffman could discipline Jeffrey. The
elders in the church had recommended that Jeffrey be promoted within the
RLDS priesthood to the rank of elder. As stake president, Luffman got first shot
at that request. He rejected it. If anything, the rejection seemed to win Jeffrey
even more status.

“Jeffrey became almost a folk hero in the eyes of many fundamentalists in the
church and he was gaining a tremendous following,” Alice said later. “All day,



every day, we had people coming to our front door, asking to see Jeffrey. Even
Mormons [LDS] invited him to speak to them about the temple. People would
come and ask if they could have their picture taken with Jeffrey because of his
growing reputation.”

It was about this time that someone noticed that Jeffrey’s profile resembled a
photograph in the temple of a death mask that had been made of Joseph Smith,
Jr., after his murder. “I had little girls who were Mormon missionaries coming to
the door asking me what it was like to be married to someone who looked like
the beloved Joseph Smith,” Alice said. Jeffrey found the comparison flattering
and began mentioning the similarities during tours. He would tell people
jokingly that he was Smith reincarnated.

As Jeffrey’s popularity increased, Luffman tried new ways to undercut him.
He decided to start another adult Sunday school class in the Kirtland church in
the hope that it would draw members from Jeffrey’s. It didn’t. Jeffrey turned the
tables on Luffman. Fundamentalists would come to Jeffrey’s class, but would
boycott church whenever Luffman preached. One Sunday, so many elders
avoided the worship service that Luffman didn’t have the required number to
serve communion. Luffman reacted by organizing a leadership recruitment
drive, an attempt to get “new blood” onto the various church committees that ran
the church. He was trying to push out the old fundamentalists. But that didn’t
work either. “The situation deteriorated—fast,” Luffman recalled.

At home, Kevin noticed that Jeffrey was spending hours talking about how he
would lead a revolt of RLDS fundamentalists. He’d oust Wallace B. Smith, fire
Luffman, kick the women out of the priesthood, restore the “true” RLDS church,
and declare himself the new president-prophet.

At work, Jeffrey became bolder. He acted as if the temple were his personal
domain. When Jeffrey felt a group of elders from out of town weren’t paying
attention during a tour, he belittled them. “I preached for forty-five minutes
about how this temple was sacred and they had no right to come into it unless
they were spiritually prepared.” Afterward, one of them agreed, but others
complained.

“You’ve got a real ego problem,” an elder told him.

One Saturday morning in late April, Jeffrey mentioned that he wanted to
leave work early because he and Alice were going to an antiques show. There
hadn’t been many visitors that morning, so Tom volunteered to stay at the



visitors’ center until noon by himself and then lock up. Jeffrey told him not to
worry about taking the money out of the cash register. “I’ll come over later and
do it.”

Tom knew that Jeffrey was adamant about being the only person who
counted the daily receipts at the visitors’ center. But when it was time to lock up,
Tom didn’t want to leave money in the register. He was afraid that he’d be
blamed if it got stolen or came up short. So Tom counted the money and
compared the total to the cash register tape. The receipts and cash didn’t match.
Sixty-seven dollars was missing. Tom checked his figures again, but he hadn’t
made a mistake. Someone had taken sixty-seven dollars. “The only logical
explanation is that Jeffrey took the cash,” he told his wife that afternoon. They
agreed that Tom should give Jeffrey a chance to explain before telling Bill Lord.

On Monday morning, Tom confronted Jeffrey. “Hey, the receipts show sixty-
seven dollars missing.” Tom didn’t mean it to sound like an accusation but his
old police training had kicked in and that is exactly what it sounded like. “Did
you take it?”

Jeffrey turned red. “We were a little short,” he replied, “so I borrowed it. I’'m
going to pay it back.”

“Hey, that’s stealing, Jeffrey. That is contrary to everything we are all about
here.”

“No, it’s not,” Jeffrey retorted. He was going to put an IOU in the cash
register, he said. He took the money because he needed to buy milk for his
children. Tom didn’t believe him. The way he remembered it was that Jeffrey
had left early Saturday to go to an antiques show. Tom didn’t believe Jeffrey
was hard up for cash. Once Jeffrey had showed him a three-hundred-dollar
hunting knife that he had bought at an antiques store. When Tom reminded him
of that fact, Jeffrey said that Alice had actually taken the money. She was the
thief.

“His story kept changing,” Tom said, “and it kept getting worse and worse.”
Finally, Jeffrey broke into tears. “He began crying, really sobbing. . . he starts
blubbering like a baby about how I couldn’t tum him in because he didn’t have
anywhere else to go. He told me that I’d ruin his family and his life and his
children’s lives. It was quite a tirade and it pissed me off. I told Jeffrey, ‘Hey,
buddy, you made the bed, you lie in it. If this is what you are about, then I got no
time for you.”



When Tom said that he was going to tell Bill Lord about the money, Jeffrey
raced out the visitors’ center door. “A few minutes later, Alice shows up and she
starts pleading and starts crying too,” said Tom. “She says, ‘Oh, this will ruin
our kids, please think about them,’ and I said, ‘Hey, lady, you think about it, you
did it, not me.” And then she starts telling me about how Jeffrey didn’t mean to
hurt anyone and how I was going to destroy him. I was outraged that Jeffrey
would send his wife over to beg me.”

Despite the pleas, Tom told Bill that Jeffrey had stolen the money. Jeffrey
and Alice rushed in to speak privately with Bill as soon as Tom finished. Both
were in tears. “Jeffrey told me that he had taken the money to buy bread and
milk for his children,” Bill said later. “Those were almost his exact words, and I
felt sorry for him.”

Bill asked Jeffrey why he was broke. “I thought you told me that you were
receiving money each month as part of an inheritance,” Bill said.

“They didn’t get it to us soon enough this month, but as soon as they do, I’ll
pay it back,’’ Jeffrey replied.

Bill needed time to think it over. He wanted to consult with his boss in
Independence. Jeffrey and Alice left. “We had never had a tour guide who was
as enthusiastic about the temple as Jeffrey was,” said Bill, “and he was a young
fellow and he had a family and I felt that he deserved another chance. I felt he
was truly sorry and figured it was just a minor mistake.” After lunch, Bill called
Jeffrey into the office. “We’ve decided to let this go,” he said. Jeffrey would
have to refund the sixty-seven dollars, but that was it.

Tom was flabbergasted when he learned that Jeffrey had gotten off the hook.
What was even more incredible was that Bill had left Jeffrey in charge of the
books. Tom felt betrayed. Part of the reason he had moved to Kirtland was to
study with Jeffrey. He had believed he was someone special and now he felt
Jeffrey was nothing but a common thief. “We could have been best friends. . . .
We had gotten so far in our studies . . . and yet it clearly didn’t mean anything to
Jeffrey. He knew how to say all the right words, but they didn’t mean anything
to him.”



Chapter 21

HAD the Reverend Dale Luffman known that Jeffrey had been caught
stealing from the cash register, he would have used that information to get him
fired. But no one told Luffman. Tom Miller didn’t like him and Bill Lord didn’t
feel it was any of the stake president’s business. As a result, Jeffrey’s image as a
pious fundamentalist spokesman continued untarnished. A short time after the
theft episode, Jeffrey was invited to speak about the temple to an RLDS
congregation in Richmond, Missouri. Since the church was only a few miles
from Independence, Jeffrey wrote a short letter to Richard Brand and invited him
to the lecture. Cheryl Avery happened to telephone and Alice invited her too.
Jeffrey’s lecture and slide show went well and afterward Jeffrey sought out
Richard and thanked him for the $650 that he had given him the summer before.
He also began recruiting Richard. After all, if Jeffrey planned to launch a
fundamentalist revolt, he was going to need someone to lead. “God’s calling you
to the temple,” Jeffrey told Richard. “When are you moving there?” Richard
demurred.

Cheryl Avery and her daughters tracked down Jeffrey and Alice at the
lecture. Each was carrying a cherry pie. Cheryl wasn’t that good a cook, Alice
later said, and as a joke, Jeffrey had once made a big fuss about one of her
cherry pies. “He had eaten one of them all by himself. So here comes Cheryl and
the girls with four pies for us.” Jeffrey rolled his eyes at Alice when Cheryl
wasn’t looking. Cheryl just didn’t understand.

When they returned to Kirtland, Jeffrey wrote a letter to Richard urging him
to join them. Meanwhile, Jeffrey and Alice avoided Tom at the visitors’ center.
Instead, they spent their time welcoming the new batch of college-age students
who had come to work as summer tour guides. As promised, Danny Kraft, Jr.
had returned. He had walked into the Lundgrens’ house and yelled, “Dad and
Mom—I’m home!” With Danny’s help, Jeffrey had started teaching nightly
classes at his house for the summer students as well as Kevin and Sharon.

On Memorial Day, Richard and Shar Olson returned with another church
group just as they had in 1984 and 1985. This time, they brought Richard’s best
friend, Greg Winship. Shar asked Jeffrey to give them a tour and teach a class,
which he did. Only this time, Jeffrey openly declared that Kirtland was the real



site of Zion.
“Are you listening, Richard?’’ Jeffrey asked in front of everyone.

Richard had just graduated from the University of Missouri and everyone
assumed that he would find a job or attend graduate school, but a few days after
he and the others returned to Independence, Richard announced that he was
moving to Kirtland to study with Jeffrey.

“Richard had been brought up believing that religion was the most important
part of your life,” Jeffrey said later. “He felt that I could help him understand the
truth.” Kevin, Sharon, Danny came, in Jeffrey’s opinion, “ because they were
losers or thrill seekers or because they thought they could get something from
me. Richard came because he loved the truth.”

The youngest of three children and the only son of Wilmer G. and Twylia
Brand, Richard grew up in what authorities would later describe as a
“quintessential all-American home.” His father was an air-traffic controller, an
ordained RLDS elder, and a good provider. Twylia stayed at home to look after
her children. As a student at William Chrisman High School, the same
Independence school that Jeffrey had attended, Brand did all the right things. He
was a member of the National Honor Society, the baseball and basketball teams,
and a writer on the school newspaper. He graduated in the top 2 percent of the
1981 class and was later remembered by his classmates as being an intelligent,
deeply religious, handsome student who was popular with his peers and liked by
his teachers. At college, he earned a bachelor of science degree in civil
engineering with a grade-point average of nearly 3.5 and was later characterized
by a professor as an “outstanding young man full of potential.”

Richard arrived in a new Mitsubishi pickup truck that he had just bought.
He’d gotten the money, he told Jeffrey, from the estate of his grandmother.
She’d left him $17,000 in cash. He had spent $13,000 to buy the truck, brought
$1,000 in cash with him, and had another $3,000 in a savings account back in
Independence. It didn’t stay there long.

Originally, Richard planned to rent an apartment, find a job, and study with
Jeffrey part time. But Jeffrey suggested that Richard move in with him for a
while first and “get up to speed” on his scriptural studies. Richard agreed and
fixed up a classroom area in the Lundgrens’ basement. Each morning, Richard
would go downstairs to study. Jeffrey had taught him how to diagram chiastic
verses and he was eager to discover the scriptures’ “hidden” messages. But he



didn’t have much luck and he became depressed.

“I told Richard that the reason he wasn’t getting anywhere was because he
was worshiping a false god,” Jeffrey recalled. “I told him that he worshiped his
truck. I said, “You spend more time bowing down before your truck, washing
and polishing it, than you do bowing down before your God,” and after a few
days, he agreed that possessions had always been too important in his life.”

Jeffrey suggested a solution.
“Sell your truck,” he said. “Get rid of your false god.”
Richard offered to sell it to Jeffrey for one dollar.

“No, you will still be driving it and worshiping it, and although we could use
a dependable vehicle, the issue is that you must get rid of it because it is coming
between you and God.”

The Mitsubishi truck had less than two thousand miles on it and was only five
months old. Richard sold it for $5,500. He gave the money to Jeffrey as evidence
that he no longer intended to let possessions rule his life. Jeffrey was pleased. He
told Richard that he was welcome to move in permanently with him and Alice
and he said that Richard didn’t need to find a job. Jeffrey would take care of
him, in return, for the rest of Richard’s inheritance. Richard agreed.

“I told him that he was doing the right thing in the eyes of God,” Jeffrey
remembered, “and his depression went away and he started making real headway
in his studies.”

By the fall of 1986, Jeffrey had attracted a core group of “disciples.” Kevin
and Richard lived with him in the house. Danny and Sharon lived across the
street in student apartments that they rented from the church. About twice a
week, Jeffrey would teach special classes just for them at his house. Most
focused on how the RLDS Church had fallen away from the scriptures by
becoming too liberal. The group studied scriptures that talked about how God
would someday cause a new prophet to rise up and restore Zion.

It was during this period that Alice had a strange dream. It was dark in her
dream and all she could hear at first was a whirling noise, like the sound of
helicopter blades chopping the air as they began to turn. A light appeared—a
spotlight illuminating a boxing ring. Alice was inside a huge auditorium, high
up, away from the ring, in the cheap seats. Two men were wrestling, their



muscular, well tanned bodies dressed in skintight trunks. One of them lifted his
opponent and slammed him on the mat. Everyone yelled, but Alice turned away.
She knew someone was watching her. Someone was waiting for her. At that
point, Alice woke up. She told Jeffrey about the dream the next morning.

“God is trying to show me something,” she said. “But I don’t understand.”

A short time later, Kevin saw the movie The Highlander, and when he got
home, he told Jeffrey and Alice that they had to see it. They went the next
afternoon. The movie began in total darkness. Blood-red words suddenly
appeared on the screen and the voice of Sean Connery vibrated through the
theater.

“From the dawn of time we came, moving silently down through the
centuries, living many secret lives, struggling to reach the time of
the gathering, when the few that remain will battle until the last. No
one has ever known that we were among you—until now.”

The screenplay, based on a story by Gregory Widen, followed the adventures
of Conner Macleod; a Scot who should have died in 1536 when he was wounded
in battle, but who miraculously survived and later discovered that he was a
member of a rare race of immortals. These men could be killed only when they
were beheaded with a sword. During the centuries that followed, Macleod and
the other immortals lived like ordinary people until the time of the “gathering,”
when all of them met to fight. Only one could claim the ultimate prize-complete
knowledge of everything in the world.

Within seconds after the move began, Alice grabbed Jeffrey’s arm. “This is
it!” she announced. “This is my dream.”

The first scene in the movie was shot in an auditorium where a yelling crowd
was watching a professional wrestling match. The camera panned the fans and
then zeroed in on the hero, who was sitting near the top of the auditorium in the
cheap seats scanning the mob for his adversary.

“It is exactly like my dream,” Alice whispered. During the next 110 minutes
of the movie, Alice repeatedly squeezed Jeffrey’s arm. She didn’t have to say
anything to him. He knew what she meant. He saw dozens of similarities
between the film and his life.

“It was like watching our own lives being played out on the screen,” Jeffrey
later explained. “The term ‘the gathering’ was straight from Joseph Smith, Jr. . ..



The prize was also scriptural. One man gets the power . . . to know everything in
the world. Holiness is defined in the Book of Mormon as knowing all things,
becoming one with God.”

After the movie, as Jeffrey and Alice were walking to their car, Alice
suddenly stopped.

“Listen,” she said.
Jeffrey looked around. He was quiet.
“It’s the same whirling noise that we heard in the theater,” said Alice.

She looked at Jeffrey and waited for him to look directly at her. “Why is this
happening to us?” she asked. “Jeffrey, why are you so different from other
men?”

Jeffrey didn’t say anything.
“I want to see it again,” Alice said. “The movie.”

They returned to the theater. That afternoon they watched the movie over and
over and over again until the theater closed. The next day the two of them came
back. They saw the show a total of seven times that weekend.

The following night, Jeffrey got out his scriptures and spread them and
several other books out on the floor of the living room. He was looking for a
specific story in the Book of Mormon about three Nephites whom God made
immortal. These faithful saints, according to the Mormon scriptures, are still
walking among ordinary humans, ministering to the faithful, unknown to
everyone.

“I became convinced that God had moved the director and screenwriter of
that movie,” said Jeffrey. “God had moved them to make it solely because he
wanted Alice and me to see it. He wanted me to know that I was truly different
from other men.”

Alice watched Jeffrey as he read his scriptures. “Jeffrey was totally oblivious
to everything around him when he studied,” she recalled. “He called it
‘Becoming one with the word’ and the house could be on fire and he wouldn’t
know it. I never knew anyone who loved to learn as much as him. It was second
only to his love of sex.

Alice went out into the living room, sat beside him, put her arms around him



and asked: “Jeffrey, who are you?”
“Who do you think I am?” he replied.
“I don’t know, Jeffrey, but you are not like anyone I’ve ever known or seen.”

“I think we need to find an answer to your question,” he replied. “I think it is
time to find out who I really am.”



Chapter 22

JEFFREY went to the temple to pray. But he didn’t know exactly what to
ask. “Alice got real pushy after we saw The Highlander. She’d say, ‘Are you the
great last prophet that we’re all looking for?’ . . . The thought had hit me from
time to time. I would wonder, ‘Why am I the only one seeing these things?’ The
thought entering my mind was ‘Who the heck am I even to think that I am this
man?’ but Alice kept pushing and I kept wondering, ‘Could it be true? Could I
really be this prophet, this seer? Is God choosing me?””’

The longer Jeffrey thought about it, the more logical it seemed. He had read
about all of the prophets and he thought that he had the same qualities as they
had. “The most important thing is your willingness to do what God asks. I have
never cared what other people thought. I had always loved the scriptures. I began
to realize that it could be true. I could be the last seer. Why not?”

There was only one real glitch in his mind. Prophets were supposed to
proclaim a great revelation. Joseph Smith, Jr., had brought forth the Book of
Mormon. What did Jeffrey have to reveal? “I said to God, ‘Okay, if I'm
supposed to be this great last servant, the one like Moses, then what am I
supposed to reveal to the world? Tell me, God. Show me what you want me to
reveal. And I began to pray.”

Five. Ten. Fifteen minutes. Nothing happened. No voices. No beams of light.
No personages. No signs of any kind came to Jeffrey. After an hour, his mind
wandered. He thought about The Highlander, about being immortal. He decided
to read his scriptures, and for no apparent reason, he turned to Genesis and read
chapter 6. In the standard Bible, chapter 6 contains twenty-two verses that
describe the descendants of Adam and the building of Noah’s ark. But Jeffrey
was reading the “inspired” Bible as translated by Joseph Smith, Jr., and when
Smith rewrote chapter 6, he added forty-nine verses. Most described men who
later showed up in the Book of Mormon. Their names were inserted in the
genealogy of Adam to prove that they were his direct descendants and not
fictional characters. Perhaps the most amazing addition that Smith made,
however, was a series of verses in Genesis that described the eventual birth of
Jesus Christ, the Millennium, and how the latter-day saints would be raised up to
rule the earth. It was these verses that Jeffrey was reading, and when he came to



verse 60, a specific line caught his eye.

. .. In the language of Adam, Man of Holiness is his name; and the
name of his only Begotten is the Son of Man, even Jesus Christ, a
righteous judge, who shall come in the meridian of time.

By this time, Jeffrey had fallen into the habit of diagraming every verse that
he read to see if it was “God’s words or man’s.

[A] In the language of Adam

[B] Man of Holiness

[C] is his name

[C] and the name of his only begotten
[B] is the Son of Man

[A] even Jesus Christ

Lines [C] clearly mirrored each other because the word “name” was in each.
Jeffrey decided that the [B] lines also were parallel because “Son of Man” was
synonymous with “Man of Holiness.” But the [A] lines clearly didn’t match. The
first one talked about the “language of Adam.” The second line talked about
“Jesus Christ.”

Jeffrey closed his Bible. He was frustrated. He tried to pray, but he couldn’t
concentrate. “I felt that God was telling me that He had already shown me
everything that I needed to know. All I had to do was open my eyes.” Jeffrey
glanced around the temple. “God had directed me to Kirtland. The scriptures
said that if I went to the Ohio, I would be endowed with the power. The secret
had to be in the temple. What was I missing?”

He decided to read every verse in the scriptures that described the building of
temples. He began in Exodus, chapter 25, where he came across these lines:

And let them make me a sanctuary; that I may dwell among them.
According to all that I show thee dfter the pattern of the tabernacle,
and the pattern of all the instruments thereof . . .

The word “pattern” had been repeated. Jeffrey continued on. In First
Chronicles, chapter 28, he read several verses that quoted God telling David how
his son Solomon was to build a temple. Verse 11 read:

Then David gave to Solomon his son the pattern . . .

It was in verse 12 too:



And the pattern of all that he had by the spirit . . .

Jeffrey found it again in verse 19:

All this, said David, the Lord made me understand in writing by his
hand upon me, even all the works of this pattern . . .

Jeffrey felt that he was on to something. Like a bird eating bread crumbs
dropped in a line, he continued on. He turned to chapter 43 of Ezekiel. At this
point in Jewish history, Solomon’s temple had been destroyed and the Hebrews
had been taken into captivity in Babylon. In verse 10, Jeffrey read about
Ezekiel’s vision of how the temple—the house—should be rebuilt and how the
Jews—the House of Israel—should construct it.

Thou son of man, show the house to the House of Israel, that they
may be ashamed of their iniquities; and let them measure the
pattern. . . .

“Everywhere I looked, I found mention of this ‘pattern’ but I still didn’t know
what it was, only that it came from God.”

In the New Testament book of Hebrews, chapter 8, verses 5 and 6, Jeffrey
found the word “pattern” once again.

.. . See, saith he [God], that thou make all things according to the
pattern . . .

“Was it coincidence,” Jeffrey asked, “that every time there was a mention of
a temple, there was talk about this mysterious ‘pattern’ from God?”

Jeffrey decided to see if the word “pattern” was mentioned in his Mormon
scriptures. In Section 52 of the Doctrine and Covenants, he found this verse:

And again, I will give unto you a pattern in all things, that ye may
not be deceived; for Satan is abroad in the land, and he goeth forth
deceiving the nations. . . .

Jeffrey closed his scriptures. He knew that God had given Moses a “pattern.”
He knew that God had given David a “pattern.” He knew that God had given
Ezekiel a “pattern.” According to Section 52, this “pattern” was in all things that
God made and those verses also told him that he could use this pattern to tell
whether or not he was being deceived by Satan.

But what was the “pattern™?



Jeffrey had an idea. God told Joseph Smith exactly how he wanted the
Kirtland temple to be built, so the pattern had to be in the temple. What made the
Kirtland temple different? Jeffrey looked around. Other churches usually had
only one or two pulpits and they were always located at the front of the
sanctuary. But the Kirtland temple had pulpits at the front and rear of the
chamber. This was something that visitors frequently asked about. Why so many
pulpits—more than twenty? Jeffrey knew that the pulpits were used by various
priesthood members.

“I had looked at these pulpits every day, but until that night, I had not really
seen them,” Jeffrey said. “Suddenly my intelligence clicked in and I saw the
pattern. If you cut the temple exactly in half, you would have the exact same
number of pulpits on each half. You would have the exact same number of
columns, the exact same number of doors, the exact same number of windows.
Both sides would mirror each other. The entire building was chiastic.

“I had finally found the pattern. I realized that everything that God does is
according to this mirror imaging or chiastic pattern. Everything.”

Jeffrey decided to check his theory. “What was the most important thing that
God has created? Man. He created man in his own image. I thought about my
own body. If you cut a man in half lengthwise, both sides would be equal.”

There was only one problem. It was the same nagging one that Eleanor Lord
had first mentioned. What about all of the scriptures that weren’t written
chiastically, such as the Lord’s Prayer and Christ’s Sermon on the Mount? If
everything made by God was chiastic, then why not these verses?

Jeffrey thought for a moment and then had the answer. Just because the
verses didn’t appear to mirror each other in English didn’t mean that they
weren’t synonymous in Hebrew. “Maybe they were translated wrong.” And then
Jeffrey had an even more startling thought. “Why would God worry about
English or Hebrew?” If God spoke chiastically, then the words were chiastic,
and if they didn’t seem synonymous to humans that was because “mankind
really doesn’t understand how to interpret God’s words.”

“Ordinary people wouldn’t be able to interpret them because that was the job
of a prophet,” Jeffrey said. “Only a seer could see how the verses were chiastic.”

Jeffrey opened up his Bible and looked again at verse 60 in Genesis.
[A] In the language of Adam



[B] Man of Holiness

[C] is his name

[C] and the name of his only begotten
[B] is the Son of Man

[A] even Jesus Christ

If Jeffrey was correct, lines [A] had to match. As he sat there studying them,
Jeffrey suddenly received “the power” to see “the truth.”

“The scales fell from my eyes.” The line “in the language of Adam” was
exactly the same as the line “even Jesus Christ,” Jeffrey decided, because “Jesus
Christ spoke in the language of Adam.”’

“It all fit.””

Jeffrey began reading other scriptures. He discovered that every one of them
held some new meaning that only he could reveal by way of the pattern. Jeffrey
had found his great revelation. Now he could declare himself a prophet.

“I immediately began searching the scriptures to see what my role was.”” A
few hours later, Jeffrey returned home and woke up Alice, who had gone to bed.
He told her that he finally understood the vision that he had seen on Halloween
night in 1983 when Damon ruptured his liver and had been rushed to the hospital
for surgery. That was when Jeffrey suddenly had been at the foot of the cross
watching Jesus die.

“I didn’t imagine that,” he explained. It really hadn’t been a vision at all. It
had been a flashback. “Alice,” Jeffrey said, “the reason why I could see the
crucifixion was because I was actually there when it happened.”

In what sounded remarkably like the plot of The Highlander, Jeffrey
explained that God had created eight great seers at “the beginning of time.”’
These men had lived through the centuries without knowing that they were
immortal until God needed them. At that point, God gave them the power to
understand who they were. “I have lived countless other lives before!”

“What?” Alice replied, startled.

“I had no recollection of my previous lives because my eyes were sealed by
God. But now it is my time. I am the last seer. My eyes are being unsealed so
that I can bring the pattern into the world and redeem Zion.”



Jeffrey was so excited that he couldn’t sleep. He decided to return to the
temple and pray. When he walked into the lower court and looked up at the
pulpits, he saw an angel. Years later, during an interview in the Lake County jail,
Jeffrey would recall what he saw that night in the Kirtland temple. During the
story, he would break down in tears and take several minutes to regain his
composure.

“The angel was Joseph [Smith Jr.]. He didn’t speak,” Jeffrey said. “But I
looked at him and he smiled. He smiled a big smile and all the fear that I had in
my heart was pulled away and I felt the greatest joy and peace that I had ever
felt. I sensed the purity of Christ’s love. . . . And I understood why he was
smiling. He looked at me, and in a very simple sense, there was a change of
command taking place. He had waited for me a long time and now his job was
finished. I was finally at the point where it could happen, where he could turn
the role of the prophet over to me so that the scriptures could be fulfilled.”



Chapter 23

NEITHER Jeffrey nor Alice felt it was “scriptural” for them to announce in
the fall of 1986 that Jeffrey was the last seer. Christ had waited for his disciples
to figure out for themselves that He was the “Son of the living God.” Even so,
Jeffrey and Alice decided it would be okay to drop a few hints. At the visitors’
center, Alice asked Eleanor and Tom why Jeffrey had so many curious things
happen to him.

“Why does he see revelations in the scriptures that no one else sees?”

Later, Tom would blame Alice for Jeffrey’s belief that he was a prophet. “She
pushed the idea, but she would never come out and say it. That was typical.
Alice loved secrecy. She’d tell us, ‘I know something you don’t know about
Jeffrey, but I’ve sworn that I can’t tell anyone.’”

At home, Alice posed similar questions to Kevin Currie, Richard Brand,
Danny Kraft, Jr., and Sharon Bluntschly during Jeffrey’s classes. “Isn’t it strange
that God is revealing all these things to Jeffrey?” she’d say.

Jeffrey was more subtle. He would describe what a prophet did and then he
would describe what he was doing.

Even Eleanor, who had come to look upon Jeffrey and Alice as if they were
her own children, felt the two of them were acting strange. “Jeffrey became
more and more arrogant,” she said. “He would never come out and say to me, ‘I
am a prophet of God,’ but I knew that was what he thought. At first, I wanted to
take him aside and say, ‘C’mon Jeffrey, get real!” But then I thought, “Who am I
to say whom the Lord might raise up to be a prophet?’”

Kevin Currie felt differently. He had known Jeffrey the longest of any group
member, and when Jeffrey explained the pattern, Kevin was skeptical. “Jeffrey
was basically developing his own language,” Kevin said. “He would diagram a
verse and then he would say that the words that he had placed opposite each
other were synonymous. Oftentimes, they clearly weren’t. Sometimes they were
antonyms. But he didn’t care. He would say, “Well, these words might appear
opposite to you, but in God’s eyes they are exactly the same.’ I just didn’t see
any point in it because he had basically come up with a way for him to say
anything that he wanted to say, interpret scripture any way that he wanted to



interpret it, and if you disagreed with him, he told you that you were wrong and
didn’t understand the pattern because you weren’t the seer.”

Jeffrey knew that Kevin didn’t believe him. One Sunday afternoon, the men
in the group played a game of touch football. Afterward, Kevin complained that
his shoulders were sore. Richard began to rub them. They were sitting in the
living room, and when Jeffrey and Alice walked in, Jeffrey quickly called
Richard into the kitchen to talk. The rest of that night, Richard avoided Kevin.
“Jeffrey and Alice told Richard that I was gay and that he should be careful
around me,” Kevin remembered. They had told Richard that Kevin was trying to
seduce him. “That’s when I first began to realize that they were splitting me
away from the others.” Kevin felt Jeffrey and Alice were playing different group
members against each other, in his words, “creating an environment of fear so
the only people you felt that you could trust was them.” Kevin decided to move
back to Buffalo.

Jeffrey didn’t try to stop him. “Jeffrey told me that it was good that I was
going because I had a spirit contrary to the spirit of God and I had brought this
evil spirit into the house.”’ As soon as Kevin left, Jeffrey called Richard, Sharon,
and Danny into the living room. “The real reason why Kevin left,” he said, “is
because he’s fallen in love with another man.”

At about the same time that Kevin left, Jeffrey received a letter from Dennis
and Tonya Patrick. He had written to them about the pattern and his discoveries.
“We’re moving to Kirtland,” Dennis announced in the letter. Dennis explained
that he had used Jeffrey’s pattern to make some exciting revelations of his own.
Dennis also said that a voice had told him to move. “It was an audible voice,”
Dennis later recalled writing to Jeffrey. “The voice said, ‘It is my will and my
desire that you sell your house and move to Kirtland.” Then it told me how much
I should sell my house for.” Dennis had resigned from his job at Bendix
Aerospace and would move as soon as he and Tonya sold their house, the letter
said.

Jeffrey was outraged. “Who does Dennis think he is?” Jeffrey asked Alice.
“There is only one person God speaks to and that is His prophet and I am that
man, not Dennis Patrick.” For more than two days, Jeffrey fumed. “God told me
this would happen,” he said. Jeffrey reminded Alice of his vision, the one where
he was given gold plates to interpret. “Dennis tried to wrestle those plates away
from me and that’s exactly what he is trying to do now . . . seize all the glory for



himself.”

Jeffrey wrote the Patricks a scalding reply. “You are not welcome here. . . .
You are not coming to Ohio for the right reasons.” The Patricks were devastated.
Dennis telephoned their realtor and stopped the sale of their house. He called
Bendix, but someone had already been hired to fill his old job. Dennis called
Jeffrey, but that didn’t help. “I’m not inviting you up here,” Jeffrey scolded,
“until you are ready to learn the truth.”

Meanwhile, Jeffrey was pressing Greg Winship to join his group. He had
come to Kirtland to visit his pal Richard Brand. Greg had first met Jeffrey during
the Memorial Day trek that Richard, Shar Olson, and he had made earlier that
year. Since then, Richard had written Greg letters about Jeffrey and his
discovery of a “perfect way to find the truth.”

“Greg was very sharp when it came to the scriptures,” Jeffrey said. “I liked
him.” Greg also came from a wealthy family. During his weekend visit, Jeffrey
and Alice pumped Greg for personal information. They learned that he was the
middle son in a family with three boys. His father, Gerald, was a former
Missouri state senator and owner of Winship Travel, a thriving travel agency,
where Greg worked. His mother, Carol, had stayed at home and raised the boys.
Greg had never been in any serious trouble. He had received good grades at
Harry Truman High School where he had been the drum major for the marching
band, a member of the school choir, and active in school plays. After graduation,
he had attended Graceland College where he was co-captain of the cheerleading
team and on the junior varsity volleyball squad. Greg was twenty-six years old,
slender, and meticulous in his appearance and habits. Each night he faithfully
recorded all of that day’s activities in a diary.

Greg’s life sounded idyllic. But the more Jeffrey probed, the more certain he
was that Greg was unhappy. By Saturday night, Jeffrey knew what was wrong.
While Greg was in college, his parents had divorced. The split had badly shaken
Greg. “He thought they had a perfect marriage,” Jeffrey later told Alice. Part of
the reason why Greg was upset was because of his interpretation of Matthew,
chapter 6, verses 35 and 36, which quoted Jesus Christ as criticizing divorce:

... whosoever shall put away [divorce] his wife, saving for the cause
of fornication, causeth her to commit adultery; and whosoever shall
marry her that is divorced, committeth adultery.

Not only was Greg worried about his parents’ divorce, he was worried about



his own failing marriage. Greg had married Anna Marie Crownover in
Independence after he returned from college, but the relationship was a disaster.

The next day, before Greg left, he asked Jeffrey for advice. “Greg was trying
to decide whether or not he should get a divorce. What he wanted to know was .
.. if he got divorced and then remarried, would he be committing adultery?”

Jeffrey told Greg that God had created Eve by taking a rib from Adam. “Flesh
was taken from flesh to create flesh,” he said. God had used Adam’s rib to create
a “perfect companion” for Adam. God had, in fact, created a perfect companion
for every saint. “Greg, there is a woman in this world who is flesh of your flesh,
bone of your bone,” Jeffrey explained. “She was created specifically for you so
it doesn’t really matter if you are married or you are divorced. If the woman that
you are living with right now isn’t your true companion—the one that God made
for you—then you are committing adultery and you will continue to commit
adultery until you are paired with your perfect mate.”

Was his wife this perfect companion? Greg asked.

“Greg, I can’t tell you right now who your perfect companion is,” Jeffrey
said, “but I can tell you that the woman you are now with is not the one.”

Shortly after Greg returned to Kirtland, he filed for divorce and made plans to
move to Ohio to join Jeffrey’s group.

Besides the Patricks and Greg, Jeffrey had notified three others about the
pattern. Jeffrey had told his old college chum Keith Johnson and Dennis and
Cheryl Avery. The Averys had visited Kirtland earlier in the summer, and during
that visit, Jeffrey had found out something about Dennis that had made him
friendlier toward him. Dennis had mentioned that his mother had died and left
him several thousand dollars. Rather than spend the money on new furniture, a
better car, or a vacation, Dennis had used it to pay off the mortgage on his house.
Even then, Dennis still had a few hundred dollars left over, which he had used to
buy a nine-year-old Toyota sedan as a second car.

“I don’t owe a penny to anyone,” he bragged to Jeffrey. “I consider that part
of being a good steward.”

Jeffrey thought Dennis was stupid. But he didn’t say so. Instead, he massaged
Dennis’s ego and he gradually moved the conversation from the Averys’
finances to his own. Jeffrey explained how he and Alice were completely
dependent on the Lord to take care of them.



“We don’t even have a car,” he explained. The station wagon that the
Lundgrens had driven to Ohio in 1984 had long ago been junked.

Dennis felt sorry for Jeffrey, and when he returned to Independence, he
telephoned Jeffrey. “We want to give you the Toyota,” Dennis announced. He
and Cheryl had discussed it on the ride home.

Since that time, Jeffrey had gone out of his way to write letters to Dennis and
Cheryl, even though he loathed them. “Jeff and Alice didn’t have a phone so
they would get calls at the visitors’ center,” recalled Tom Miller. “The Averys
would call up and Jeffrey would be really nice to them, almost encourage them,
and then after he had hung up, he would deride those people something terrible
and make fun of them. He and Alice both would. I kept thinking, ‘Well, if he
really despises them, then why is he so friendly when they call?’”

Tom had met the Averys. They seemed pretty ordinary. He began to suspect
that Jeffrey was scheming to get something from them. But he couldn’t figure
out what it was.



Chapter 24

JEFFREY would later claim that he had never encouraged Dennis and Cheryl
to move to Kirtland. But they certainly felt that he did. In February 1987, an
excited Dennis stopped at the home of his younger brother, Tim, in
Independence. Dennis and Cheryl were returning home from a weekend visit
with Jeffrey and Alice.

“I know you won’t understand this,” Dennis declared as soon as he walked
into Tim’s house, “but we are moving to Kirtland.” Tim began to object, but
Dennis cut him short. “We are firm on this and we’re going to leave as soon as
possible.”

Why now? Tim asked.

The answer was simple. Jeffrey had told them it was time. Dennis had been
taught by the church that he was to help build

Zion. Section 6 of the Doctrine and Covenants admonished the saints to “seek
to bring forth and establish the cause of Zion.” Previous generations had
succumbed to sin and failed. Now it was his generation’s turn. As they talked
that night, Dennis explained how Jeffrey had discovered the pattern, a
revolutionary way to interpret scripture. Based on what Jeffrey had shown him,
Dennis was convinced that Jesus Christ was about to return and he was going to
appear at Kirtland.

At one point, Dennis took a piece of paper from his pocket and showed it to
Tim. Jeffrey had given it to him. It was a chiastic diagram. Tim recognized a few
of the lines. “Dennis tried to explain it to me.” According to Jeffrey, the diagram
proved Zion was in Kirtland. “Dennis said that he and Cheryl had to go to the
Kirtland temple if they wanted to see Jesus.” After his brother left that night,
Tim got out his scriptures and looked up the verses that Jeffrey had diagramed.
“Why, they didn’t say anything at all like what Jeffrey said they meant. He was
twisting the scripture all around.”

Although Dennis was nine years older, Tim knew that he was gullible. He
was afraid that he was being conned.

Dennis and Cheryl were so eager to move to Kirtland that they didn’t bother
listing their house for sale with a realtor. Instead, they sold it for $20,000 to



some people that they knew.
“Your house is worth much more than that,” Tim complained.
Dennis didn’t care. “All that matters is that we get to Kirtland.”

On February 19, Dennis gave notice at Centerre Bank. After seventeen years,
he was resigning. In March, he and Cheryl drove to Kirtland to find a house.
Realtor Margaret Mitchell took them around. Jeffrey tagged along to make
certain, as he put it, “you don’t get taken in.” They rented a modest house just
down the street from the Kirtland temple. As soon as they got back to
Independence, they began packing. Dennis asked Tim if he’d help load the U-
Haul truck that they had rented. Tim tried to talk his brother out of moving.

“I’'m afraid you think Jeffrey is a prophet,” Tim said. “I’'m afraid you’re
making a big, big mistake.”

“I’m trying to keep an open mind,” Dennis snapped. “Maybe he is a prophet,
maybe he isn’t.”

Tim knew he couldn’t change his brother’s mind. “He felt Jeffrey had
discovered this great truth, this pattern.”

It took only a few hours to load the Averys’ meager furnishings. Tim waved
goodbye when they drove away. In Kirtland, Jeffrey was waiting. “They came
right to my house. I had all the guys in my group go to their house, help them
unpack the U-Haul, and get everything into place,” said Jeffrey. “Alice took
them meals and helped Cheryl get their three girls enrolled at school. Dennis and
Cheryl were both so helpless that if we hadn’t led them by the noses they would
have been lost.”

During the Averys’ first two weeks in Kirtland, Jeffrey and Alice stopped by
to check on them every day. One afternoon when they came by, Cheryl was
chatting with one of her neighbors. Cheryl introduced Jeffrey and Alice to her as
“our best friends.”

On May 4, Dennis opened a bank account at the National City Bank. Jeffrey
had recommended it. Dennis deposited $20,532.55, which included his savings
and the money that he was paid for his house.

The smiles that Jeffrey and Alice put on when they were with the Averys
quickly disappeared whenever they weren’t around. “Jeffrey went to great
lengths at the visitors’ center to say that he wished the Averys hadn’t come,”



recalled Eleanor. “He and Alice both used to mock them something terrible
behind their backs.”

Inside the Lundgren house, the Averys became the butt of every joke. “The
Averys were called lazy. . . . Jeff called Dennis a wimp,” recalled Sharon.
“Everything was backward. Cheryl was the one who made the decisions. She
was the one that wore the pants.”

But whenever the Averys came to see Jeffrey and Alice, everyone in the
group was friendly, so much so that Cheryl invited the group over for dinner
after she and Dennis got settled. Richard and Sharon refused to go, but Danny
said he’d go with Jeffrey and Alice. When they arrived, Alice went into the
kitchen to talk to Cheryl.

“I’m making a special pizza tonight!” Cheryl said.
“C’mon, Cheryl,” Alice said, “what are you going to put on the pizza?”

Cheryl grinned and took a jar of dill pickles from the refrigerator. She diced a
couple and spread them over the sauce and dough.

When Alice walked into the living room, she whispered to Jeffrey: “You
aren’t going to believe what’s on this pizza.”

Jeffrey thought it tasted terrible, but worse was yet to come. Cheryl had made
rhubarb pie and she cut Danny a huge slice because she knew it was his favorite.
He took a bite and nearly gagged. Alice almost burst out laughing. Danny
fidgeted until Cheryl left the table to get something from the kitchen. When she
returned, Danny’s piece of pie was gone. Alice knew that he hadn’t eaten it, but
she didn’t see where he could have hidden it. A short time later, Jeffrey, Alice,
and Danny left. As soon as they were outside, Danny pulled off his boot.

“He had dumped the pie inside it,” Jeffrey recalled. “He’d been walking with
rhubarb pie in his boot since dinner.” Everyone at the house thought the story
was hilarious.

A few days later, Richard overheard Alice and Jeffrey talking. “Why are the
Averys here?” Alice asked.

“So I can have their money,” Jeffrey replied.



Chapter 25

WITHOUT explanation, Jeffrey invited Dennis and Tonya Patrick to move to
Kirtland in January 1987. He didn’t mention the couple’s aborted attempt some
three months earlier. But he did suggest that Dennis and Tonya sell their house
and bring the proceeds with them. Two weeks after they listed their home for
sale, they had an offer. It was the exact price that the “voice” had told Dennis to
ask for. Dennis saw it as a sign. On February 28, they drove into Kirtland in a
rental truck filled with their belongings and stopped at the Lundgrens’ house.
Dennis knocked on the front door. Tonya and Molly, the Patricks’ six-year-old
daughter, stood beside him. Jeffrey greeted them with an icy stare. “Jeff and
Alice didn’t want to have anything to do with us,” Tonya said later. “Jeffrey had
ordered Alice not to even talk to me.”

“What’s going on, Jeff?” asked Dennis.

“There are things you have to learn,” Jeffrey replied. “Until you do, you are
not part of the family.”

Dennis was dazed. Tonya was in tears. Molly was confused. They got back
into the truck and drove down the street to the Hilltop Apartments. That Sunday,
the Patricks sat by themselves in church. The Reverend Dale Luffman was
thrilled when he spotted Dennis. He had known Dennis and had been good
friends with his parents when they lived in Oregon.

“We’ve been praying for a priesthood member to come in and help us clean
up this mess at the church here,” Luffman earnestly confided to Dennis after the
service.

“What’s the problem?” asked Dennis.
“Real simply—a man named Jeff Lundgren.”
“Jeffrey is why we’re here,” Dennis replied.

Luffman was disappointed. “I knew right then and there that I had lost them,”
he said. “They were part of this group of dissenters that Jeffrey was building
around himself.”

Besides the Patricks and the Averys, Greg Winship had moved to Kirtland to
study with Jeffrey. He had gotten a job as a tour guide at the temple. Jeffrey had



also started to recruit another couple, Ron and Susie Luff, who had gone on a
tour of the temple with him. They lived in Springfield, Missouri, and Jeffrey was
corresponding with them.

At least once each week, Jeffrey taught a scripture class to members of his
group. They included Richard, Sharon, Danny, Greg, Dennis Patrick, Tonya,
Dennis Avery, Cheryl, Alice, and, on most occasions, Damon Lundgren, who
was now sixteen. Jeffrey told them that they had to “erase everything” from their
minds about religion.

“This is not my rule,” Jeffrey explained, “it is what God is commanding you
to do!”

Jeffrey told the group to open their Mormon scriptures to Section 90 in the
Doctrine and Covenants, a record of a revelation that Joseph Smith, Jr.,
purportedly received from God on May 6, 1833.

Jeffrey read part of it to them:

“... [the] wicked one cometh and taketh away light and truth,
through disobedience, from the children of men, and because of the
tradition of their fathers. But I have commanded you to bring up
your children in light and truth.”

He then diagramed the verse:
[A] [the] wicked one cometh and taketh away light and truth
[BI through disobedience from the children of men
[C] and because of the tradition of their fathers.
[B] But I have commanded you to bring up your children
[A] in light and truth
Lines [A] were parallel because they both contained the words “light and

truth,” he said. Lines [B] mirrored each other because they had the word
“children” in them. Line [C] stood alone. It was the “secret” chiastic line.

“God says light and truth are taken away because of the ‘tradition of their
fathers,”” Jeffrey explained. These traditions, he continued, were everything the
RLDS had taught them. “You must get Satan’s garbage out of your memory
banks,” he said. “I will teach you what to think, what to believe.”

Dennis would later recall Jeffrey’s presentations with a certain awe. “He was



very calculated and extremely effective. Jeffrey never said anything without
having scriptures to back it up and he would explain each verse and build on
each verse, piece by piece, until he had constructed an elaborate foundation and
proven his point. It was difficult to challenge him because when he got through,
it didn’t seem like he was telling you to do something—it seemed like God was
telling you to do it based on the scriptures.”

Dennis noticed something else about Jeffrey’s classes. Everyone had to agree
with Jeffrey. If they didn’t, they were criticized. “He would use the pattern to tell
us what a scripture actually said and then ask us if we could see it. If anyone
didn’t see it, he would go over it again and again and again, until everyone in the
room finally agreed with what he said.”

One night, Jeffrey marched into class and barked out an order. “Open your
Bibles to Malachi.” He read the first verse of chapter 3 aloud to the group:

“Behold, I will send my messenger, and he shall prepare the way
before me; and the Lord whom ye seek, shall suddenly come to his
temple ...”

That verse, Jeffrey lectured, contained an extraordinary secret. “It tells us that
Christ ‘shall suddenly come to his temple.”” Where, Jeffrey asked, is this
temple? And then he quickly answered his own question. “The temple is in
Kirtland.” And who has God sent to the temple? Again, he answered his own
question. “The messenger who is preparing the way.” How, Jeffrey continued,
would this messenger prepare the way? This time, Jeffrey paused before
answering. The last messenger, Jeffrey said, was sent by God to reveal the
pattern to the world. That was how members of the group could identify him.
The messenger was the person teaching the pattern.

Dennis snapped. “Jeffrey was telling us that he was the last messenger .”

After several weeks of classes, Dennis and Tonya finally began to feel that
they were being accepted by the others in the group. On a late summer night,
Jeffrey came to their apartment. He wanted them to join the “family.” The
Lundgrens called their own children the “naturals,” he explained. Richard, Greg,
Sharon, and Danny were the “unnaturals.” Everyone in the “family” called Alice
and Jeffrey “Mom and Dad.” Before Dennis and Tonya could become one of the
unnaturals, however, there was something they had to do. Jeffrey opened his
Bible to the New Testament book of Acts and read them chapter 4, verse 32,
which describes how the early Christians lived communally with “all things in



common.”

If the Patricks wanted to become part of the family, then Dennis was going to
have to turn over to Jeffrey the paycheck that he got each week from working at
a local health spa.

“I want you to submit a monthly budget to me,” Jeffrey said. “I will decide
how much money you need.”

Jeffrey then asked Dennis what he had done with the cash that he’d received
from selling his house in Independence. Most of it had gone to pay bills, Dennis
replied.

“Jeffrey got angry and told me that I had wasted the money. He said I should
have given it to him instead of paying off a bunch of Gentiles. He was the one
who was going to build Zion. . . . Gentiles didn’t matter. The only reason why
God had put them on earth was so we could use them.”’

Dennis and Tonya agreed to give Jeffrey all of their cash and future earnings.
“We felt we were going to build Zion and we wanted to do our part,” said
Dennis. “I was willing to do whatever it took to do this right and see Christ.”

Before he left, Jeffrey read Dennis and Tonya another story from the Bible.
This one was from chapter 5 in Acts, which describes how Ananias and
Sapphira, an early Christian couple, held back some of their possessions from
the communal pot. When the apostle Peter questioned them about it, both lied
and were immediately struck dead by God. Dennis and Tonya got the point.

Now that the Patricks were part of the family, they were invited to the
Lundgrens’ house for scripture classes much more often than once a week. They
were also privy to the private going-ons of the group. Both of them discovered
that Jeffrey not only controlled the family’s money, but also directed their
personal lives as well.

Jeffrey claimed that all of his followers’ names were hidden in the scriptures,
just as hi