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      I honor my son Steven R. LeBaron for the courage he displayed in the Los Molinos raid.

      To my children, Donna, Andre, Steven, Brent, Kaylen, Barbara, Margaret, Connie, LaSalle, Verlana, Seth, and Lothair, who are my best friends, and make me proud.
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      My heart goes out to all of my family and those unfortunate souls who were blood atoned. Their shed blood will continue to seep through the pages of history.

   
      PREFACE

      Cult Insanity refers to all religious extremist, authoritarian dogmas, practices, and crimes that control, exploit, and disempower individuals,
         robbing them of their god-given agency, freedom, and potential. These mind-control tactics are instituted and played out within
         diverse religions and religious cultures. I have personally witnessed these things in Mormon fundamentalism. The shocking
         degree of mind control and disrespect for human dignity is real, as are its destructive effects upon the human spirit.
      

      Dehumanizing behaviors typical in cults are defended in the name of “religion” or “religious freedom.” Yet they indicate mental
         illness—the real issue at the core of cult dynamics. We should question abusive behaviors, because they invariably indicate
         a warped personality. The destructive nature of religious fundamentalism arises from pathology and mental illness acted out
         upon others while asserted as “divine revelation” or “divine authority.”
      

      Countless reports about the LeBaron fundamentalist cult have appeared in print since the Church of the Firstborn was founded
         in 1955. In my files, hundreds of news articles, spanning decades, detail such stories.
      

      One excellent book about the LeBaron story is Prophet of Blood: The Untold Story of Ervil LeBaron and the Lambs of God, by Dale VanAtta and Ben Bradlee, who interviewed me about my experiences and quoted me in sixteen places. I was a primary
         source along with dozens of others who lived the story.
      

      Another good, more recent book is The 4 O’Clock Murders: The True Story of a Mormon Family’s Vengeance by Scott Anderson, which used some material from Prophet of Blood reflective of some of my experiences.
      

      Journalistic works such as these two books contain a wealth of research, details, and interviews that go far beyond or may
         differ from information in my experience. They present a detached, objective, third-person perspective combining numerous
         points of view.
      

      However, my work is a personal memoir that reflects a first-person, firsthand experience inside the LeBaron group. My perspective
         is based on my life among the LeBarons from 1953 to 1986 and with the Church of the Firstborn since its inception in 1955.
         My story is my account rather than a scholarly work. I can’t speak for others or their perspectives. This is just how I saw
         things.
      

      Descriptions of events, persons, and information in this book are taken predominantly from my life experiences within the
         LeBaron communities as well as within other fundamentalist Mormon cultures, including the Allred and Short Creek communities.
         I have had the benefit of many conversations with my Aunt Rhea Kunz, my late husband Verlan M. LeBaron and our family members,
         and friends Marilyn Lamborn, Fay Falk, as well as members of the Church of the Firstborn, all of whom I lived with or knew
         intimately for three decades.
      

      Secondary sources I consulted include Verlan’s book, The LeBaron Story, and a few details from Prophet of Blood: The Untold Story of Ervil LeBaron and the Lambs of God by Ben Bradlee and Dale VanAtta, as well as The 4 O’Clock Murders: The True Story of a Mormon Family’s Vengeance by Scott Anderson.
      

      However, ultimately, I am responsible for the material in this book.
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      Men never do evil so completely and cheerfully as when they do it from religious conviction.
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      CHAPTER ONE

      Ervil LeBaron, often referred to as “the Mormon Manson” who ordered the deaths of at least twenty-eight family members, friends,
         and church members—and who had threatened to kill my husband and me—was my brother-in-law. I was married to his brother Verlan
         LeBaron for twenty-eight years.
      

      I married Verlan without my parents’ permission or knowledge. They had warned me against getting involved with the LeBarons,
         saying there was “insanity” in that family. As a teenager raised in fundamentalism, however, I was sure God had told me I
         was to be Verlan’s wife. So I ran away and became the second of ten women who shared Verlan and called him “husband.” During
         those years, which I have recounted in Shattered Dreams, I mothered fourteen of his fifty-eight children and lived in terrible poverty, raising or scrounging for our own food, wearing
         clothes the thrift stores couldn’t sell, and doing most of it without electricity or indoor plumbing. Everywhere I go, people
         ask me how I could have willingly involved myself in a lifestyle that was so difficult, unfulfilling, and abusive. To answer
         that question, I need to give a bit of a history lesson. And mind you, I heard this lesson repeated over and over from the
         time I was very young, so I never questioned its validity or worth. I was a fifth-generation plural wife, so I had no real
         reason to believe the practice was anything other than God’s plan for my life.
      

      There are an estimated fifty to one hundred thousand practicing polygamists today throughout the western United States, Canada,
         and Mexico. Joseph Smith, the founder of Mormonism, practiced polygamy in the 1830s and 1840s, marrying at least thirty-three
         wives (some historians say he had more). He officially introduced polygamy in 1843 with a revelation from God, which later
         became section 132 of the Doctrine and Covenants, a Mormon scripture.
      

      Many of his followers were appalled, including Brigham Young, who stated that upon hearing of the new doctrine, he “desired
         the grave.”
      

      Believing, however, that Joseph Smith had truly heard from the Lord concerning this principle, Young pushed his inhibitions
         aside and eventually married at least twenty-seven women. (Some historians claim it was a greater number.)
      

      Brigham Young taught that plural marriage was the better mode of marriage for all concerned. Theoretically it enabled every
         woman to marry the man of her choice. There’d be no spinsters. There would be no “houses of ill repute.” Every woman could
         have a respectable husband who would honor her.
      

      In 1875, the U.S. government ramped up its efforts to abolish polygamy. The Latter-day Saints (LDS) Mormon Church properties
         were confiscated and many leading polygamists were fined and imprisoned.
      

      Wanting their territory of Utah to gain U.S. statehood, the Mormons knew they’d have to abandon polygamy. Therefore, in 1890,
         the president of the LDS Church, Wilford Woodruff, signed and issued a “manifesto,” which supposedly put an end to the “Principle.”
         The government returned the confiscated properties to the church but denied statehood to Utah because polygamous marriages
         were still being performed by Mormons. As early as 1885, a safe haven of eight colonies had been established in Chihuahua
         and Sonora, Mexico, where the polygamists continued to carry on their religion, and after the 1890 manifesto, a few of the
         LDS officials secretly sealed many men to plural wives. As proof of this, in 1903, the LDS stake president in Mexico, Anthony
         W. Ivins, performed my grandparents Byron Harvey Allred and Mary Evelyn Clark’s plural marriage, which was considered legal
         by the church. A second manifesto had to be issued by the sixth president, Joseph F. Smith, in 1904 to actually stop these
         marriages in the church. From that time forward, any member who entered into a union with more than one woman would be immediately
         excommunicated.
      

      So, after that second manifesto of 1904, even two of the LDS’s governing twelve apostles, Mathias Cowley and John W. Taylor,
         were punished because of polygamy. Most Mormons received the manifesto as the “word of the Lord,” but a small minority rebelled.
         They still believed plural marriage was their ticket to heaven. They didn’t think God would change the rules just so Utah
         could become a state! If they did not continue the practice, they feared damnation. So, polygamy went underground, and the
         polygamists began referring to themselves as “fundamentalists.”
      

      A few devout men determinedly kept plural marriage alive, regardless of the consequences—excommunication from the LDS Church
         and the possibility of being imprisoned.
      

      In 1929, Lorin Wooley gathered quite a number of polygamists together. He then set up a “Council of Friends,” which designated
         him as the presiding member. The seven men on the council were Lorin Wooley, J. Leslie Broadbent, John Y. Barlow, Joseph W.
         Musser, Charles Zitting, LeGrand Wooley, and the young Louis Kelsch.
      

      As a child, I knew this story almost by heart. We had to understand the importance of this council. These men were given the
         commission to keep plural marriage alive, to help us all live in obedience to God’s command. We memorized their names so we
         would know who we could contact later when we desired to enter into plural marriage.
      

      Upon Lorin Wooley’s death, J. Leslie Broadbent presided over the small group until he died shortly after his appointment.
         John Y. Barlow then took his place and promptly filled the two deceased members’ positions by choosing LeRoy Johnson and Marion
         Hammon.
      

      When I was a child, Louis Kelsch was our neighbor. We were taught to honor and revere him because of his important calling.
         We all loved him and even called him Uncle Lou. He had seven faithful wives and dozens of children who became my playmates.
         Four of his sons grew up and married four of my sisters. Uncle Lou was my father’s best friend. Within our community, Uncle
         Lou was hailed as a prime example, a dedicated stalwart man who would lay down his life for his religion.
      

      Also, Charles Zitting, a practicing polygamist with five wives, was a close neighbor. Children from the Zitting and the Kelsch
         families attended public school with us.
      

      John Barlow died in 1951 and was succeeded by the elderly Joseph Musser. I’d met him on several occasions with my father.
         He was exalted as a “true champion of the gospel” and published the cherished Truth magazine, which polygamists looked forward to reading every month. The heads of all polygamist households faithfully read
         and expounded its teachings to their children.
      

      My sisters and I read his magazine, savoring every word. Musser wrote eloquently about the sacrifices the polygamists had
         endured throughout the years. His writings buoyed us with resolve to carry on the sacred principle.
      

      When Musser suffered a stroke and remained ill from its effects, certain members of the Council of Friends questioned his
         ability to lead.
      

      My uncle Rulon Allred (my mother’s brother) was a naturopathic doctor who treated the sickly leader for months. Out of the
         blue, Musser called and appointed Uncle Rulon to the council. Bickering began among the members, and some accused Musser of
         being partial toward Uncle Rulon because of his extended care to their failing leader.
      

      The council was further shocked when Musser surprised them by choosing Margarito Bautista, a Lamanite (a Book of Mormon Native
         American) from Ozumba, Mexico, to be an apostle. Educated in Mexico, Bautista had attended school in the Mormon colonies.
         He joined the LDS Church, where he received a calling to work in the temple in Salt Lake City. After intensive study, he recognized
         the changes that were taking place. His dissatisfaction came mostly from seeing the mutilation of the sacred garments. He
         knew they had been given by divine revelation from God. The pattern, cut, length, marks, strings, and collar all held symbolic
         meaning, and only those Mormons in good standing could receive them. He witnessed several other changes and decided to separate
         himself from the LDS Church. At age fifty, he returned to Ozumba, where, in a short period of time, he married several women;
         some of them were only fourteen or fifteen years old.
      

      When the other members of the council refused to accept Allred or Bautista, Musser flexed his power by dissolving the council.
         He then formed another one, designating my uncle Rulon as his successor.
      

      I remember the arguments and confusion among my relatives and friends, expressing their sorrow that Musser’s actions had split
         the fundamentalists apart.
      

      At his death in 1954, Musser had about a thousand polygamists who upheld his appointment of Uncle Rulon, whose group later
         became known as the United Apostolic Brethren.
      

      Those who refused to accept Uncle Rulon’s position as presiding elder clung to the men in the previous council, whose followers
         constitute the members in Short Creek, Arizona, today, now known as Colorado City.
      

      They had filled Musser’s place with Charles Zitting, but Zitting died a month later.

      Hungering for power, LeRoy Johnson decided he would lead the group. He won them over after claiming that Christ had personally
         visited him. Those in the Short Creek group began to worship “Uncle Roy.” One believing couple actually had a daughter who
         from birth was promised to him in marriage. At town celebrations and parties, the weak and shaky octogenarian leader was driven
         through the town. Throngs of devout members sought a special place on the periphery to wave to him as though he were the pope.
      

      The adulation for the feeble leader heightened as each year passed. Every home displayed an eight-by-ten photo of their beloved
         prophet as though he were Christ. A plaque was hung in every home that read the kingdom of god or nothing, indicating they
         were willing to die for what they believed.
      

      In the early 1950s, there were an estimated thirty thousand polygamists in the U.S. About fifteen thousand followed either
         my uncle Rulon or LeRoy Johnson. The remaining numbers became independents. My father, Morris Q. Kunz, was one of hundreds
         of independents strung throughout the western United States and Canada.
      

      Alma Dayer LeBaron Sr., who became my father-in-law, was the founder of Colonia LeBaron in Chihuahua, Mexico. After he died,
         two of his seven sons, Joel and Ervil, and their mother, Maud, plus a few others were baptized into the Allred group. A branch
         of that church was established in Colonia LeBaron, and Alma Dayer LeBaron Jr. became bishop under the supervision of Margarito
         Bautista.
      

      For a while, Ervil remained firm in the fundamentalist beliefs, but, oddly enough, two years later, in 1953, Joel asked to
         return to the Mormon LDS Church, from which he had been excommunicated. He was baptized by Bishop LaSelle Taylor, with Hector
         Spencer as the witness.
      

      EVERY FUNDAMENTALIST GROUP has its own particular rules and mode of dress, and the members blindly follow their leader. Though some of their practices
         differ concerning the act of procuring wives, every group is convinced that they are a “peculiar people.” (This idea comes
         from 1 Peter 2:9 in the Bible: “But ye are a chosen generation, a royal priesthood, an holy nation, a peculiar people; that
         ye should show forth the praises of him who hath called you out of darkness into his marvelous light.”) Their sense of being
         persecuted emboldens them to believe they are God’s only righteous people, chosen because of their dedication and adherence
         to plural marriage.
      

      Though ostracized by the LDS Church, most fundamentalists believe the LDS Church is God’s true church, which will someday
         be put in order. All groups wait expectantly for the One Mighty and Strong. Many feel that it will be Joseph Smith himself
         who will return to finish his work, setting God’s house in order.
      

      Four of my sisters were members of the Short Creek group. I yearned for them, often writing letters. When no reply came, I
         heard that they had been forbidden to associate with me because I had followed Uncle Rulon, not their leader, LeRoy Johnson.
      

      I spent hours pondering the situation. I was in Mexico, separated from my twenty-nine siblings, my father, my mother, and
         my extended family. Loneliness overwhelmed me. My only comfort was my husband and half sister Charlotte. I longed to be a
         part of something, to have a social life, but mostly I wanted to have something to believe in.
      

      In 1953, when Verlan married me, he had received Uncle Rulon’s permission, who then appointed one of his members to perform
         our marriage. Uncle Rulon was pleased that we were loyal to him. He told me he had faith that Verlan would vindicate the LeBaron
         name.
      

      I’ve seen radical polygamists’ thirst for power. I’ve known several claiming to be the One Mighty and Strong. There were many
         fundamentalist splinter groups. Seeing men vying for power is like playing “Button-button, who’s got the button.” It amazed
         me how every leader seemed to use the same scriptures to prove his right to wield power over other people’s lives.
      

      THE LEBARONS CLAIMED that the highest priesthood office remained hidden from the LDS Mormons. They taught that Joseph Smith secretly passed this
         mantle on to his adopted son Benjamin F. Johnson, who in turn gave it to his grandson Alma Dayer LeBaron Sr., known as Dayer.
         He began his work as a loyal LDS Mormon, but after much study he became convinced that the LDS Church had given up the “saving
         principle” of plural marriage. He eventually married five women.
      

      Dayer and two of his wives, Maud Lucinda MacDonald and Onie Jones, were excommunicated from the church because they became
         polygamists after the manifesto.
      

      Maud gave birth to thirteen of Dayer’s children: Irene, Ben, Wesley, Lucinda, Alma, Jenny (died in childhood), Esther, Joel,
         Ervil, Floren, Verlan, and twins Mary and David (died at birth). All the LeBaron children were baptized into the Mormon LDS
         Church even though their parents were excommunicated. Joel and Ervil became Mormon missionaries in the Mexican mission. However,
         while there they were excommunicated, along with two brothers, Ben and Alma, for promoting the fundamentalists’ beliefs.
      

      For several years, they had lived in Colonia Juárez, one of the eight Mormon colonies in Mexico. Dayer worked a few months
         at a time in the States. His second wife, Onie, became unwilling to carry on without him. Unable to handle the poverty and
         loneliness, she divorced Dayer and returned to Laverkin, Utah, with her six children. Ervil and Verlan remembered Aunt Onie
         kindly and kept in touch with her six children throughout the years.
      

      We had been taught that the LDS Church was the only true church of God, but in 1890, when the church abandoned plural marriage,
         a great number of followers disagreed and felt the church was out of order. Section 85 of the Doctrine and Covenants spoke
         of the One Mighty and Strong who would appear in the last days to set the house of God in order.
      

      The LeBarons, embittered by the rejection from their neighboring Mormons, felt spiritually superior. Shortly before his death,
         Alma Dayer LeBaron Sr., who claimed to hold the priesthood mantle of Joseph Smith, proclaimed he had had a vision. In it,
         the Lord told him that through his sons the whole world would be blessed.
      

      Because of this prediction, Ben became the first son to make the claim to be the One Mighty and Strong. He tried to prove
         it before spectators in downtown Salt Lake City. Ben stopped his dilapidated black pickup at a red light. He wanted to impress
         a police officer whose car idled directly behind him. Ben despised authority. He had been at the mercy of every kind of authority
         all his life. He decided to prove to the smart-aleck cop behind him who had the most power. To the amazement of everyone stopped
         at the light, blond, six-foot-two, curly-haired Ben sprang from his truck, walked smack into the center of the intersection,
         lay down on the pavement, and then holding his long lean body stiff as an arrow, began doing push-ups. He counted, “One .
         . . two . . . three . . . four . . .” The light changed to green. Impatient onlookers blared their horns as Ben continued,
         “Ten . . . eleven . . . twelve . . . thirteen . . .”
      

      The cop frowned as he got out of his car, asking his partner, “Do we have some kind of a nut here or something?” He stooped
         down close to Ben’s face. “What are you trying to prove?” the officer asked disgustedly, holding his billy club on Ben’s right
         shoulder.
      

      Red-faced, straining for air, Ben paid no attention to the policeman—and never broke rhythm. The pandemonium from the blaring
         horns and angry citizens didn’t faze him. He went right on counting, “Ninety-seven . . . ninety-eight . . . ninety-nine. .
         . . one hundred!”
      

      As he stood up, Ben’s big silly grin insulted the officer, who asked a second time, “What are you trying to prove?”

      “I did one hundred push-ups. That’s more than you can do,” Ben bragged. “So, that proves that I am the One Mighty and Strong.”

      Shortly thereafter, Ben was admitted to a mental institution. The following is an excerpt of a letter he wrote to my uncle
         Rulon from the Utah State Hospital.
      

      They don’t think I am sick mentally. They are holding me for believing in polygamy . . . you may think that I am kidding,
            but I always hear the voice of the Lord all the time. I never make any mistakes. I am as infallible and perfect in all my
            ways, as a little child is. I don’t think so. I know so. The Lord has told me.

      Strange as it may seem, he soon had two brothers following him, Ervil and Alma.

      Ervil traveled to Ciudad Juárez on a mission for Ben. Ervil had convinced his prophet brother that a pamphlet needed to be
         published. The truthfulness of Ben’s claims would be proven from the holy scriptures, then printed and distributed among the
         Mormons. Ervil had the smarts, so he declared himself the mouthpiece for Ben, just as Aaron had done in the Bible for his
         brother Moses. Ervil composed every page of the pamphlet. His only regret was that since he was the ghostwriter, Ben received
         all the honors.
      

      Ervil and his brother Alma then enthusiastically distributed the pamphlet to the Mormons, declaring their brother Ben as a
         prophet of God. “Let it be known to every nation, tongue, and people, unto whom these words come, that God, the Eternal Father,
         by the power of the Holy Ghost, has given us a sure knowledge that our brother Benjamin T. LeBaron is . . . the Prophet unto
         whom all the nations of the earth must listen to in order to establish world peace and that by his word the Kingdom of God
         will be established upon the earth. We declare this solemnly in the name of Jesus Christ, and do not lie, God being our witness.
         This we prophesy by the power of the Holy Ghost and in the name of Jesus Christ.”
      

      Besides these two brothers, Ben’s first and only convert was Joe Marston from Utah. No sooner had Joe been converted than
         God informed Ben that Joe was to become the sole supporter of the cause, which meant it would be his obligation to support
         Alma’s and Ervil’s families also. Joe felt like he had been slapped in the face by Ben. No God in his right mind would ask
         him to make such a sacrifice, especially when he was told to leave his own family in Mexico and return to the States so he
         could support everyone else. He had been taught from the Bible that every man should sit under his own vine and fig tree,
         and any man who would not support his family was worse than an infidel.
      

      Joe had raised his eyebrows, questioning Ben when he’d claimed to hear the word of the Lord every ten minutes. In fact, the
         Lord revealed to Ben that his four young daughters should comb their hair according to the Lord’s wishes. One daughter’s hair
         would be parted down the middle, one parted on the left, one parted on the right, and one had her hair brushed straight back
         with no part at all. And, all girls had to have their hair braided.
      

      Shortly after hearing the revelation regarding his new responsibilities, Joe left quietly during the night, taking his wife
         and their two children back to the States.
      

      After Joe Marston abandoned Ben’s congregation of three, the LeBarons were left alone. Depressed over Joe’s rebellion, Ben
         suffered yet another mental breakdown.
      

      Having witnessed Ben’s ramblings, plus seeing firsthand that the devil had crowded God completely out of their new prophet,
         Alma and Ervil apostatized, but they held on to the Mormon revelation that the One Mighty and Strong would soon return. Their
         only hope was to live worthily, believing that someday in the near future this foretold prophet of God would return and set
         the house of God in order.
      

      Ervil was disillusioned with his bipolar brother. Ben’s weird ramblings became an embarrassment to him. Ervil had lost faith
         that his brother was the long-awaited foretold prophet who would set up God’s kingdom.
      

      After the fiery testimony that Ervil had distributed in Oaxaca, Mexico, he capitulated, severing all ties with his brother
         Ben.
      

      We lived in such poverty that toilet paper was a luxury we could not afford. Ervil willingly donated Ben’s now useless pamphlets
         to be used in the outhouse. The glossy printed pages were a bummer to use. For about a year, we tolerated the slick paper.
         I jokingly told all the brothers that when future publications were necessary to please use Charmin toilet paper.
      

      Ben’s claim marked the beginning of the LeBaron brothers’ struggle for power and authority. And as time passed, I began to
         wonder if my parents’ assessment of the LeBaron family was true after all.
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