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Dedication



I dedicate this book to my children, Ember, Majasa, Rulon, Lavinder, and Nathaniel, and to anyone and everyone who has had
difficult experiences in their lives. You can be strong and fulfill your dreams.
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Author’s Note


I am not a victim, and I do not want anyone’s sympathy. I wrote this book to help others who have suffered from similar experiences,
whether in the FLDS church, or in thrall to some other circumstance beyond their control. I want people to know that it is
possible not only to overcome their trials but also to use those difficult experiences to help others. No matter where you
came from or what you’ve been through, we are all in this together.






Prologue


One week into my marriage, I was a wreck. I couldn’t eat. My skin felt prickly, like I was being poked all over by a thousand
invisible needles. This was a new experience for me, being a plural wife, but it was also new for my sister wives to have
me there. They hadn’t asked for another woman to join their ranks, and I was starting to get the message that they weren’t
exactly pleased I had been added to the family, or that I was sharing our husband’s bed. They didn’t know that I was just
sleeping in it, and not very well at that. On nights when one of the other ladies shared our husband’s bed, I slept on the
couch in the living room. I didn’t have a room of my own.


Four weeks into my marriage, I was still getting acclimated. I didn’t love my husband, Rich, yet, but I had started to like
him. I enjoyed his company, anyway.


One afternoon, I was helping him with some yard work.

“Rachel, would you please go get my pruning shears?” Rich said. “They should be in the closet in my room.”

I put down my rake and went into the house. In his bedroom, there was a beautiful bouquet of roses on the desk, with a small
balloon attached that read “I love you.” There was also a little note: “Dear Rachel, happy 4 week anniversary, I love you,
Rich.”


I’d cried a lot since the wedding, but the tears that fell now felt different. I was grateful that Rich wasn’t there to see
my reaction, because I cared what he thought about me. I couldn’t have explained my feelings, because I didn’t understand
them myself. I found the shears and went back outside.


“Thanks,” I said, as I handed the shears to him.

Rich smiled at me. “I wanted to do something for you.”

“I like it,” I said, and meant it.

 

It was a full two months after our wedding before I finally summoned up the nerve to ask Rich for a baby. I had been way too
frightened to be intimate with a man I’d met only one day before he became my husband. I was still a little scared, but he
had a big grin on his face when I said it.


“Do you know how to make a baby, Rachel?” Rich said, with genuine concern in his voice. The church separated boys and girls
before puberty hit. At home and at school, we were kept apart. Crushes weren’t allowed. Dating wasn’t even an idea. Marriage
was our introduction to intimate relationships.


Nonetheless, I said, “Yes.”

Rich’s eyes opened wide, and he tilted his head to the side like a dog that’s just heard an unfamiliar sound. “Really? How
do you know?”


“I just do,” I said, turning my face away from him. I couldn’t look him in the eyes.

 

That night I joined him in his room. Rich undressed himself, then undressed me as I lay on the bed. “Do you want to see?”
he said, hovering over me.


“No!” I squeezed my eyes shut.

“My other ladies wanted to see.”

“I don’t. I really don’t.”

Over the next nights, I started to relax, and being with my new husband got easier. I soon learned that I was pregnant. When
I was about four months along, Rich said, “How did you know about sex before we were married?”


Rich was my husband, and now the father of my unborn child. I had kept this secret for so many years, I hardly knew how to
answer him. And then, just like that, I did.


“Father taught me.”





Part One






1
You Could Drive a Car Through My Family Tree



There is only one man on the earth at a time that can receive direct revelation from God, and it is God’s Prophet.

—Warren S. Jeffs




Hildale, Utah, November 25, 1986



“Rachel, Becky, come here.”

Father was standing next to the Prophet’s casket at the front of the meeting house. The Prophet was Leroy Johnson, the leader
of the Fundamentalist Church of Latter-Day Saints (FLDS) and the only man on earth worthy of receiving the word of God, but
we knew him as Uncle Roy.


My sister Becky and I walked over to the casket. Our father was Warren Jeffs, and he was the principal of our church school.
Father took one of our little hands in each of his, and we held on tight. I had just turned three years old, and Becky was
two months younger than me. Our mothers, Father’s first two wives, were sisters, and had been pregnant with Becky and me at
the same time.


“Can we get these girls a stool so they can see?” Father asked one of Uncle Roy’s wives standing in line, waiting to pay their
respects to Uncle Roy. I could hear people crying.


A lady with gray hair brought over a small yellow stool and placed it in front of the casket. Father helped me up onto it
first. I had never seen a dead person before. I looked inside the coffin, curious and frightened, at the withered, pale figure
lying there. He didn’t look at all like the bald man with the benevolent smile I’d only seen in pictures. He was so very old,
and his face looked white and fake. He had been sick for a long time.


I hadn’t met Uncle Roy while he was alive, but I knew he had been the leader of the church since before my father was born.

Father leaned into me, put his mouth next to my ear, and quietly said, “Uncle Roy was the greatest man on earth. Rachel, I
want you to never forget what a privilege it is that you have seen the Prophet.”


 

The most important rule in the FLDS religion is this: Never question the Prophet. Even after Uncle Roy’s death, Father continued
to read his sermons to us every day at 6:00 a.m. before breakfast—before we did anything else at all, in fact. These readings
were considered vital to our spiritual growth.


Uncle Roy’s teachings were very specific. People in our church should conduct themselves with humility and obedience—to the
church, to our parents, to our husbands. Women had to wear long dresses, with sleeves to their wrists and skirts to their
ankles. Boys should not so much as touch a girl’s arm before marriage. The Prophet determined who and when a person should
marry.


With Uncle Roy’s passing, my paternal grandfather, Rulon T. Jeffs, assumed the mantle of Prophet of the FLDS. While Grandfather
Rulon was still alive, Father preached to us about the Prophet from the stand at the meeting house and from his living room 
chair almost every day. “God and the Prophet do right,” Father said.


Being the descendant of a Prophet made you something like royalty in the FLDS. I, and some of my siblings, had Prophet blood
on both sides of the family.


Uncle Roy had been the Prophet since 1949, three years before declaring our church a completely separate entity from the Church
of the Latter-Day Saints in Salt Lake City (commonly called the Mormon Church). Before that schism, our church had considered
itself a subsidiary of the main church in Salt Lake, but in truth, Uncle Roy’s declaration was kind of a formality; our people
had already been excommunicated from the traditional LDS Church back in 1935 for refusing to give up polygamy.


In those days, the Prophet had been John Y. Barlow, whose older brother, Ianthus Barlow, was my maternal great-grandfather.
Ianthus left the church when his brother became the Prophet because he didn’t want to follow his younger brother, but Ianthus
continued to practice and teach his family to live polygamy.


More than four decades later, in 1978, Ianthus’s son, Isaac Barlow—my mother’s father—rejoined the church with his family.
By then, Uncle Roy was the Prophet. The Barlows stayed for only a few years, but it was long enough for Isaac’s daughter Annette,
and three years later his daughter Barbara, to marry a young schoolteacher named Warren Jeffs. Both girls were seventeen years
old at the time of their weddings.


I was born in Salt Lake City in 1983, the oldest child of Father’s second wife, Barbara Barlow. That made me the first child
born into his polygamous family, his first plural child. My sister Becky, who was summoned to Uncle Roy’s casket with me,
was born to Barbara’s older sister, Annette, technically making Becky my cousin as well as my sister, although we never thought
of it that way. It wasn’t uncommon for sisters to marry the same man. It was right after my mother’s wedding to Father that
her family, the Barlows, left the church again. They objected to my mother’s not being allowed to choose her husband, but
Uncle Roy had told my mother to marry my father, and that was that. The Barlows took all of their other children with them
when they left, leaving Annette and Barbara to their fate within the church.


According to the FLDS church, leaving is the most wicked thing you can do, and Father taught his young wives that they were
so very blessed to have married him because the Barlow family would all be down in hell, and only the two of them were good
enough to escape damnation. I don’t know if this was why Mother Annette and Mother Barbara weren’t affectionate with their
children. I knew my mother loved me, but she was hard to get close to, and she didn’t talk very much. She would never hug
one of her children for no reason; it just wasn’t her way. Mother Annette was the same with Becky and her other children.
Father sometimes said it was up to him to be both mother and father to us, as though it was his role to be close to the children.
Yet the mothers who came later, who came from families in the church, did not withhold their affection from their children.


This is how I grew up in Sandy, Utah, a suburb of Salt Lake City, knowing that we were different from everyone else. Our families
were large, we dressed modestly, our hair had to be braided a certain way. We belonged to a church the outside world didn’t
seem to understand.


“It’s good to be different,” Father would often say to us children. “If we were like everyone else in the world, we would
be very wicked like they are.”


“That is why you children are so special,” he said, “because you are privileged to know the Prophet, the greatest man in the
world. He gives us teachings straight from the Heavenly Father.”


As principal of our private church school, Alta Academy, Father had full control of what we learned. Every morning at the
beginning of the school day, there was morning class, held in the meeting room, which all of the students attended together.
Father taught us about the dress code, about keeping our bodies covered, and that boys must not touch girls and vice versa.
Afterward we all lined up and went off to our various academic classes. The boys and girls shared classes through fifth grade,
and then the boys and girls were separated, and the girls no longer had any communication or social life with the boys.


None of the teachers at the church school had gone to college, including Father, but Father was a very good teacher all the
same. He’d taught himself how to program computers, and he could explain math all the way through trigonometry. We were also
taught reading, science, history, and English up through eighth grade.


In addition, we were schooled in the history of the Mormon Church (at least as the FLDS saw it). We learned that Joseph Smith
had been a chosen Prophet of the Lord, and that Mormons had been persecuted and driven from their land in the nineteenth century.
We were taught that the world was always, and would always be, against us. Our only protection was to obey the Prophet. And
if we ever left the church, we would be damned, and of all of hell’s angels we would be the most miserable. If we were good
and stayed sweet, then we would be blessed.


We lived in a lovely area at the mouth of Little Cottonwood Canyon, about six miles east of downtown Sandy, and Father often
took us hiking up the mountain across the street. Home was an unremarkable brick house built in the 1970s, but there were
eight bedrooms, one for each mother, and the children shared with the siblings closest to our own age, which were usually 
half siblings. Boys and girls not only didn’t share rooms but were forbidden to enter one another’s rooms—ever.


Becky and I were allowed to watch a couple of kids’ movies when we were little—I remember Bambi and Cinderella—on a VCR in our grandmother’s bedroom. We were also allowed a few children’s books and schoolbooks, from which we learned
to read. Books from the outside world—“gentile” books—were monitored very closely. Romance titles, especially, were forbidden;
it was wicked to even think about a boy, let alone like one.


We had very little money—Father didn’t earn much of a salary as the principal of our church school. Most of the family’s income
was generated by Mother Barbara, who did commercial sewing out of the house. We had several large industrial sewing machines
in the family room. Sometimes we children would help Mother clip threads and turn her finished products right side out. But
with so many of us to support, there was still never enough. Father refused to live off the government, so we did not have
food stamps, Medicaid, or any of the other kinds of assistance that other FLDS families relied on when they needed to.


As a result, all of our furniture and bedding came from secondhand stores. Nothing matched. There was ugly pea-green carpeting
throughout the house, and our hideous secondhand couches were embarrassing. I loved it when every once in a while we’d get
something new from Kmart or some other discount store. I dreamed of having a beautiful home with matching couches in the living
room, coordinating rugs and towels in the bathroom, and my own bedroom where the furniture and décor harmonized.


There were several bathrooms, but there was one no one used unless you were in danger of wetting yourself. That one was off
the mudroom by the kitchen—we called it the mud bathroom. It was always messy, and the toilet seat was always freezing. Since 
no one liked to use it, it was a good place to hide and read a “gentile” book if you could get your hands on one.


Every morning Father drew up a list of chores for us, and no one was left out. He would put a mother and certain children
on kitchen duty to prepare the meals and clean up, another mother and several children on house cleaning. A mother and older
children were tasked with tending the younger children.


Every day, one mother and one of us girls was assigned to laundry duty, and it took all day. Laundry was an enormous chore,
and I hated it when it was my turn. There were no laundry hampers, so there were always great piles of children’s clothes
on the floor. The entire family’s laundry pile looked like a mountain to me, and it had to be sorted and folded into each
person’s individual basket. One mother overheard me complain about having to do all that folding and yelled down to the basement
to me, “You can’t come upstairs until it’s done!” Complaining was considered a sin, so my punishment could actually have been
more severe.


We had a nice-size kitchen, but mostly empty cupboards. It seemed like there was never enough food to eat, and what there
was, we children thought was pretty yucky. There were years when we didn’t eat much milk or meat, and we never had sugar or
any kind of processed cereal or candy. The mothers would get buckets of raw honey when they could afford it. Mostly we subsisted
on homemade whole-wheat brick bread, mush, beans, veggies in the summer when we grew them, and a lot of brown rice.


In other ways, our childhood wasn’t so different from what children outside the church experienced, except we had a bigger
family than most. I was the third of seven girls in a row before Father’s first sons were born. My sister Becky and I were
practically twins. We shared a bedroom, secrets, everything. When we were five, Father had us start violin lessons with Jennifer 
Wall, who was extremely talented and made the learning fun for us. (She eventually married Father.) We played with our dolls
and rode bikes, and we went swimming every Thursday at our uncle Wallace’s pool. Father taught us all how to swim when I was
seven. He took extra time with me, teaching me all the different strokes and how to dive. Every Friday night we each had to
get up in front of the family and perform a song or a play. Father took us fishing at least once every summer. When Father
came home from a stressful day at work, he’d ask us children to act out plays and skits for him. Sometimes he would join in,
acting out silly antics to make us laugh. He favored the girls, and spent far more special time with us doing fun things than
he did with the boys.


Most of the time, our imaginations were our favorite entertainment. Using the few movies and books we’d read, we pretended
for hours, making up stories and adventures to keep ourselves amused when we were not in school or doing our assigned chores.
There was also a large front yard, and a small forest of trees in the backyard—we called it “the woods”—where Becky and I
went to get away from everyone else and build huts or tree houses. It was our happy place.


There was also a large garden that we planted with all kinds of vegetables during the spring and summer. Each day, one of
the girls would be assigned to water and weed. There was a small orchard of fruit trees—apple, plum, pear, peach, and apricot—and
we often snacked on the unripe fruit. There was also a beautiful array of roses by the front porch. The bush closest to the
front door was my favorite: a Peace rose, which produced large flowers of pink and yellow.


Encircling this Eden was a six-foot-tall cement wall, a defining characteristic of every house I lived in. As a child, I thought
these walls were meant to keep the wicked world outside. But in time I came to realize that they were there just as much to
keep us in.






2
Sins of the Father


“Rachel, Father wants to talk to you on the phone,” Mother Annette said one day in the summer of 1992.

I picked up the handset. “Rachel, come over to my office,” Father said.

Father had recently started singling me out for special attention, inviting me to spend time with him without the other children
around. At the time, there were seven of us girls and three little boys, aged three and younger. I had no idea why he chose
me above all the others. He’d take me for a drive or shopping or to eat at a restaurant, just us two, but mostly he had me
spend time with him in his office. Usually I would read one of the books he had lying around, or help him clean up or do some
minor task he gave me.


When I arrived that day, the light in the office was very dim. The blinds had been pulled closed, allowing only a small stream
of afternoon sunlight to peek through the slats.


“Come in, Rachel.” Father was sitting in the chair behind the desk. “Come closer,” he said, and waved me over to him. He pulled
me onto his lap. He moved his hands around underneath me and then slid me off his lap and turned me around to face him, pushing
me to my knees. His pants were undone and his genitals were exposed. I gasped. I had never seen a man’s parts before, only
my little brothers’ when I was told to change their diapers. Father had always taught us that our bodies were sacred and that
it was a sin to let anyone see them uncovered.


Father took my hand and placed it on his penis. I tried to pull away, but he held my hand firmly, placing his hand over mine.
He began squeezing my hand up and down.


I closed my eyes and turned away, but with his free hand he reached for my chin and turned my face back toward him. “Rachel,
look. This is what a man looks like.”


I was so frightened. I wanted to run. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry my heart out. But I didn’t dare do any of that.
Strict obedience to our father and mothers was the second most important rule, after never questioning the Prophet. I was
afraid of what Father would do to me if I didn’t obey.


“Rachel, see how a man goes hard when you touch him? Don’t turn away, look.”

Why is he making me do this? This is wicked. Father himself teaches us so. Is Father doing this because I am eight years old? We were taught that eight was the age of accountability, when all of our sins would be on our own head.


As his breathing got faster, the feeling of shame in my heart seemed to thicken and curdle.

I walked home from his office that afternoon feeling like a true sinner. I had done a terrible thing, and I was afraid my
mothers and siblings would be able to tell what had happened in Father’s office. When I got to the house, I went immediately
to my bedroom. I couldn’t eat dinner with my family; I was overwhelmed with guilt. Finally, as my sisters came to bed and
settled in to sleep, and darkness filled the bedroom, I wept silently into my pillow until I fell asleep.


The next morning and every day afterward, Father behaved as though nothing had happened.

 

“Girls, let’s go on a hike!” Father said as he walked in the front door one warm day in July. We scrambled to find shoes and
socks, since we stayed in bare feet as much as possible in summer to keep cool. Since we had to wear long dresses and long
underwear, bare feet were our only relief. There was one designated sock basket for the whole family, and we’d have to dig
through it trying to find a pair. That day I ended up with one blue sock and one black sock that was too big, so the heel
rode up to my ankle.


When I walked out on the porch, I saw Father with some of my sisters and our dog Sunny—one of the German shepherds we had
over the years—already heading toward the road to cross over to the mountain, and I ran to catch up to them. As we stood in
our obvious church dresses and braids waiting for cars to pass so we could cross, the driver of a red car lay on the horn
and yelled “Plygs!” out the window at us. We got that a lot, gentiles laughing and pointing at us.


The first part of the hike was an easy walk up the dirt path to the water tank. From there, the trail steepened. Father and
Sunny led the way up the deer trail to the ridge. Every so often, Sunny would come back down to check on us girls. We were
lagging behind, talking and laughing and getting winded. “Girls, if you want to save energy, you’ll be quiet and keep a constant
pace,” Father said. We quieted down and continued walking.


At the top, we climbed over the ridge and down the other side of the mountain to what we called Lookout Rock. We clambered
up to the top and looked out over Bell’s Canyon and a beautiful stream weaving through the valley below. It was easy to forget
ugly things for a moment.


“Race you down to the stream!” Father said, and took off running.

We took off after him. As I ran, the cool canyon air blew against my face; it felt like freedom.

About halfway down, Becky and I stopped at Bell’s Cave, an abandoned mining cave dug into the side of the mountain.

“Do you dare go in there?” I said to Becky.

“I don’t know. It’s so dark,” she said. “Do you?”

We tiptoed to the mouth of the cave, Becky holding the skirt of my dress, and I the sleeve of hers. We took a few careful
steps in until the darkness began to crowd us.


“I don’t really feel like it right now,” I said, trying not to sound afraid.

“Yeah, me neither.”

Then we heard a sound at the far end of the cave. I grabbed Becky’s arm and we both turned around and ran. 

The other girls and Father and Sunny had already reached the stream by the time we got there. “Where were you?” Father asked
with a slightly furrowed brow.


“We were trying to be brave and go in the cave,” I said.

“Get a drink from the stream before we head home,” he said.

We cupped our hands into the ice-cold water and drank our fill. It was a treat on such a hot day.

As we headed back down the mountain toward home, Father and Sunny walked ahead; Becky and I took our sweet time. Suddenly
we heard a loud screech, followed by yelling. In the distance we could see Father running toward the road in front of our
house. Becky and I started running to catch up.


“Go straight to the house,” Father said. “Don’t come over here.”

Maryanne had been walking with Father, and she helped us younger girls cross the street, but she was crying. “The lady in
the car didn’t see Sunny running across the road,” Maryanne said. Sunny’s back right leg had been ripped off during the accident.
While we sat in the hall and cried, Father went to get someone to put Sunny out of his pain.


“I’m sad about Sunny, but I’m glad it wasn’t one of you girls that had been run over,” he said when he came back in the house.

That night after the evening meal, we had family prayer, and Father thanked Heavenly Father that we were all safe. Then he
hugged us all good night and sent us to bed.


 

Three days later, I was on the swings with Becky when I heard Father call out, “Rachel!” from the path that led to the school.
A shudder ran through me—I’d avoided being alone with him for the last week or so, since my last visit to his office. I slowly
slid out of the swing and walked toward him, my eyes on the ground.


“Come clean my office for me,” Father said as I approached. “Will you?”

I knew saying “I don’t want to” would anger him, although that was exactly what I wanted to say. He expected my obedience.

“Yes,” I said, and continued walking with him a few steps behind.

“Rachel, why aren’t you walking by me?”

I knew he knew why, but I caught up to him, keeping my arms folded to avoid any contact and trying to convince myself to ignore
the bad feeling I had about this.


When we reached the school, I climbed the stairs to his office behind him. He put the key in the door, which was always locked
whether he was in there or not. (His sister Rachel, the principal’s assistant, was the only other person who had a key.)


I decided I would clean Father’s office as quickly as I could and get out of there before anything weird happened. I got the 
cleaners and rags out and started washing down the windows. Father took a seat on the couch while I worked. My hands were
shaking as I straightened the phone and papers on his desk. I vacuumed the floor and put the chairs in their proper place
by the desk, and then I was done.


“Rachel, come here.”

I looked over at him. His pants were undone, and his penis was visible.

“Come here,” Father said again.

Terrified, I slowly walked toward him. When I was close enough, he took my arm and pulled me onto the couch beside him. He
placed my hand on his erect penis and began moving it up and down. After a few minutes of doing that, he stood me up, lifted
my dress, and pulled down my underpants. He sat me on his lap, returned my hand to his penis, and put his hand between my
legs and began to rub. He didn’t say a word as he did these things.


Father wasn’t just my father—he was the son of the Prophet, the principal of our church school, the man entrusted with the
spiritual education of all the children, most especially his own.


When he was done with me, Father said, “You can go home.”

The sun on my back gave me some relief as I walked back to our house.

“Rachel, come eat your dinner,” Mother Annette said when I stepped inside, as though she knew I was planning to go straight
to my room again. I sat down at the place that was left for me, and my mouth went dry. Dinner that night was a dish we called
“cheesy business,” which consisted of whipped potatoes, corn, spaghetti sauce, and cheese. I usually liked cheesy business,
but it didn’t look appealing to me. I forced myself to swallow each bite until I was finished so that I did not seem disobedient.


That night as I lay in bed, I tried to convince myself that Father would probably never do those weird things to me again,
that he was just feeling different this last week.


But things only got worse.

 

That summer, Father summoned me to his office over and over again, at least two or three times a week. Each time, he was more
determined to get me to touch him on my own, without his having to take my hand and make me do it. I refused. I held my hand
back and looked away, while he kept saying, “Rachel, put your hand here.” In the end, he would have to put my hand on him,
and he would not let me leave his office until he had had his satisfaction.


One day in his office, as he sat on the couch exposing himself to me, there was a new intensity when he said yet again, “I
want you to touch me.” He took hold of my arm and kept saying it over and over. “Rachel, I want you to touch me.” I realized
he wasn’t going to let me go until I obeyed, so I did.


The next day, Father took me for a ride alone to do some shopping for school.

“You didn’t pass the test yesterday,” Father said, as he was driving. I looked at him, confused. What test? “I told you to touch me to see if you wanted to, and you did it. That shows me that you have immoral thoughts and desires.”


He tells me I must obey him, and now he says he was just testing me?

I didn’t say a word to him, just turned my head away to look out the window and cried silently.

 

“Becky, let’s pretend we’re camping on the mountain,” I said to my sister when we were playing in the yard one afternoon.
“I’ll be Father, and you are my wife. Melanie, Shirley, and Angela”—our little sisters—“can be our girls.” I had to play Father 
because I was the oldest girl playing. Besides, we didn’t have any big brothers, only little ones too young to play.


Becky went to get our sisters to join us, and I started gathering up “camping things” for our adventures—an old backpack,
some play dishes, a blanket. Almost every time we played pretend, we spent more time setting everything up than actually having
the adventure. It didn’t matter—we thought it was fun, and we stayed out all afternoon until Mother Gloria, father’s third
wife, called us in for dinner. I hated to go in and break the spell of a “normal” childhood.


 

“Rachel, do you want to come on a ride with me?” Father asked. By this time I’d had enough experience that I could sense when
he had that fishy feeling about him, but I was afraid to defy him. In the past, when I had disobeyed him, he punished me or
withdrew privileges from me. He might take my sisters and brothers on an outing and tell me in front of them, “Rachel, you
can’t come with us.” My siblings assumed I had done something naughty, and they would treat me badly for it. That hurt more
than what Father did, and I couldn’t bear it, so I had to make a choice. To keep my family’s goodwill and affection, I had
to stay on Father’s good side and do what he said. It was worth it to me to have my sisters’ approval, even if they hadn’t
the slightest idea of what I was going through.


Father took me on a drive up the canyon that day, up to the top of the mountain. When he stopped the car, he said, “I need
to use the bathroom. I’ll have to go in the trees. You come and stand guard.” He told me where to stand and walked off a little
ways.


“Rachel! Rachel! Come here!” Father called out, not a minute later.

With dread anchoring my feet, I had to drag myself step by step toward him. I stopped a yard from where he stood. He had his
back turned to me, but I could tell he was uncovered.


“Rachel, come right here.”

I took another tiny step, close enough that he could reach for my arm and pull me around in front of him.

“There’s a bunch of mosquitoes on me right here,” Father said, pointing to his genital area. “I need you to get them off me.”

“No, please,” I said, trying to look away.

“Yes, I need you to.” He pushed my head toward his genitals. I was short enough that I didn’t have to bend down very far.
“Get them off.”


I pulled away, but he pulled me back toward him. “Right down there, get them off.”

I began to cry, but tried to angle my face away so he wouldn’t see. I didn’t want him to know. Rachel, if you want to get this over with, you’ll have to do what he says. Just do it and it’ll be done. I opened my eyes. My father’s intimate parts were right in front of my face.


“There are no mosquitoes!” I said.

“Yes, there are.”

Father wasn’t going to let me go until I touched him one way or another, so I pretended to brush away the mosquitoes.

 

When I was ten, Father started taking me to bookstores and libraries to show me pornography. He would park me in the children’s
section, then go to the back of the store where the “adult” books were shelved, choose whatever he wanted to show me, and
bring it back to me. To other patrons, it looked like a loving father was simply reading to his child.


“Rachel, look what men and women do together,” or “Look what men and women do to themselves.”

If the children’s section was busy with other kids, Father would have me follow him to a different section of the store, say
gardening or earth science, where there weren’t any customers around, so he could explain to me how babies were made and born
in great detail. “Father, I don’t want to see.”


“I want you to look at these pictures.”

Father put his hands on either side of my head and forced me to look. I was embarrassed that other people in the store could
tell I didn’t want to look at what he was showing me, so I always ended up obeying him. Many times he would take me back to
his office, undress himself and me, and then have us imitate, minus the actual penetration, the positions in the pictures
he’d just shown me.


 

I rejoiced every time Father got a new wife because with each new marriage he left me alone for a few months. Father married
his fourth wife, Brenda Jessop, in the spring of 1993. When he married Monica Sue Jessop, his fifth wife, in September 1995,
he left me alone for six glorious months. I loved those six months of freedom, and I loved Mother Monica for keeping him occupied.


 

I spent a lot of time with my sisters during those months, pretending we were camping in the “woods” in our backyard.

One day I said to Becky, “Let’s play like we are gentiles, and after a while we turn good. Melanie is your girl, and Shirley
and Angela are my girls. Levi”—the oldest of our little brothers—“can be the preacher who convinces us to mend our ways.”


We all rolled up our sleeves and leggings to expose our limbs like the gentiles. We set up our “homes” by making little huts 
out of branches, and we pretended our bikes were cars for transportation.


“Let’s go on a vacation together,” I said. We got on our bikes and rode around the house. When we got to the glass door, we
got off our bikes and admired our bare arms and legs in the reflection. It didn’t occur to us that anybody inside the house
could see us. We hopped back on our bikes and headed back to our huts in the woods.


Two minutes later Mother Barbara came out. “Father wants you to put on your pajamas for having bare arms and legs.”

“But Mother,” I said, “we were about to turn good. Levi was going to teach us about the gospel.”

“Do what Father says.”

We went in the house and put on our pajamas. While we changed, Mother Barbara answered a phone call. “Father wants you girls
to walk over to his office,” she said.


“Please, no!” we said. There were lots of people at the school. It was late summer, and the teachers were getting their classrooms
ready. We’d be humiliated, parading around in our pajamas in the middle of the day.


But as always, disobeying was not an option.

Father’s older brother, Leroy Jeffs, was in his office when we arrived. I was embarrassed that Uncle Leroy saw us in our pajamas.

“Have a seat,” Father said, motioning to the chairs in front of his desk. “I’m going to spank you because you know what you
were doing was wrong. Why would you ever want to be like the gentiles? They are filthy and immoral. That is why they go naked.”


Father picked up a yardstick and spanked me first, since I was the oldest, then Becky and Melanie.

“You should be grateful that you are part of the priesthood,” Father said when he was done.





3
Mind Games


“Get up, girls!” Father said one morning, flipping on the light in our bedroom, and then kept walking down the hall.

“But we’re so tired!” Becky said. We both fell immediately back to sleep.

Father came back a few minutes later and saw that we were still in bed. He reached for the light switch and flicked it off
without saying a word.


Good, I can sleep a little longer, I thought.

After a few minutes, Becky got up and turned the light on. “We better get up, Rachel. We have school.” We were in fourth grade
that year.


Father walked by again and turned off the light.

“Okay, I guess we can sleep a little longer,” Becky said, yawning, and lay back down.

After another ten minutes, it was my turn to get up and switch the light on. But Father was back again in a flash to turn
it off.


“Maybe there’s no school today,” I said and lay back down.

Becky and I had both fallen back asleep when Mother Barbara walked into our room. “Girls! School has already started! You’re
late!”


I rubbed the sleep from my eyes. “Father kept turning off the light, so we figured he wanted us to sleep.”

“You can at least get up and help me with the dishes,” Mother Barbara said.

We got dressed and went to the kitchen, working quickly to wipe down the counters and load the dishwasher. The day looked
temptingly sunny and warm, and we wanted to get outside as soon as we could.


The phone rang. Mother answered, said “Yes” and “No” a few times, and hung up.

“Father wants you two to go to school.”

“But we’re too late now. Why did he keep turning our light off?”

“I don’t know, but go get your books and get going.”

I could tell Mother Barbara felt bad for us, but she was as afraid of disobeying Father as we were.

On the way to school, I had an idea. “Let’s walk really slow, Becky, so we don’t get there until it’s time for recess. Then
we can slip in and put our books in our desk, and it will be like we were there all along when everyone comes back inside.”
So we dawdled, stopping to look at the dogs in the kennels and the chickens in the coop. Five minutes before recess, we hurried
to our classroom. Our teacher, Ora Steed Jeffs, was there helping a student with homework. Ora was one of Grandfather’s wives,
and she was very beautiful. Father was very fond of her, and often had her in his office for long private meetings. (After
Grandfather died, about eight years later, Father married her as well as a number of Grandfather’s other wives.)


“Why don’t you girls go outside with the other children?” Mrs. Jeffs said.

Out on the lawn in back of the school, our classmates were playing Steal
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