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CHAPTER ONE
SEDUCED

hg

His broad, coný dent smile and brown-rimmed glasses caught my 
attention. I paused before getting into my car to see if he was headed in 
my direction. The refreshing March breeze scattered the leaves on this 
afternoon in 1978. I quickly put my shopping bags in the trunk. I didnôt 
know whether he was a Jesus freak, or someone who hit on every 26-year-
old female for a date.

I paused and watched him before I climbed into my car. My gut reaction 
told me to lock the doors. I watched him move closer. Oh no, here comes 
one of those Jesus Freaks, I thought. His big smile and the way he was 
zeroing in on me gave me every indication he was a religious fanatic 
wanting to convert me. Jesus Freaks, as I thought of them, were very easy 
to spot in the 1970s, especially because they were every place I went in 
Los Angeles.

By the time he reached my Mercury, I was already inside with the doors 
locked. I had sized him up to be maybe 30 years old, 5ô10ò and 160 pounds. 
As he ran, he exuded coný dence. His manner of dress was very sexual: 
his shirt was unbuttoned almost down to his waist, and a necklace. He had 
reddish light brown curly hair that was not too long but not too short, just 
slightly below the ears. He carried a manôs leather pouch slung over his 
shoulder, and he had on tight-ý tting pants, his feet clad in boots.

He ý nally reached my car and started pounding his ý st on the driverôs 
side window while waving some pamphlets he held in his hand. I rolled 
down the window slightly to say politely, ñI donôt want anything to do with 
a Jesus freak.ò He may have looked quite sexy, but I wanted him to know 
my distaste for religious fanatics.
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The stranger said, ñIôm not a Jesus freak,ò as he held up pamphlets that 
were sexual in nature; they showed the earth and the moon making love in 
a cute, comical way. ñDo you think a Jesus freak would distribute literature 
like this?ò

ñNo,ò I replied. ñI guess not.ò I could feel my resistance waning.
ñMy nameôs Gideon Harper, I work for a Christian group raising money 

for homeless children and recovering drug addicts. Would you be willing 
to help us out with a donation?ò He smiled as I took a dollar from my purse 
and slipped it to him through the crack in the window. In return, he gave me 
several pamphlets as well as a small book for me to read.

Leaning into the window, he said. ñHey, whatôs your name?ò
ñBillie.ò
ñDo you think I could come over to your place and play you some of my 

music? Youôd get a better understanding of my message.ò
I normally would have said no, but I found this man intriguing. There 

was deý nitely something different about him. Having been previously 
married to a musician, I knew Gideon had found my weakness. I gave 
him directions and my telephone number. Of course, it wasnôt uncommon 
during the 1960s and 1970s to meet total strangers and immediately strike 
up friendships.

ñWould you let me see your eyes?ò he asked as he was about to leave. I 
removed my sunglasses. ñI knew you had beautiful eyes! And green, cool.ò 
He walked away, bouncing with each step, and opened a door to an old beat-
up Plymouth. My impression had been Jesus freaks had money and were 
preying on the public for donations to better their own existence. I began to 
think maybe this man might be sincere. And, well, he was attractive.

When I returned home in the afternoon, I spoke by telephone with one 
of my girl friends, Dana.

ñAre you out of your mind to let a Jesus freak in your house?!ò she 
asked.

ñNo, heôs harmless. Donôt worry,ò I assured her.
This was the year ñThe Hillside Strangleròðthe mediaôs collective 

name for Kenneth Bianchi and Angelo Buonoðwas kidnapping, raping, 
torturing, and killing women from late 1977 to early 1978 in the hills above 
Los Angeles. So Dana and I always left each other pertinent information as 
to our whereabouts. I gave her Gideonôs contact telephone number, located 
on the back of the pamphlets. 

After Dana and I ý nished, I started reading the pamphlets still in my 
hand. The one Gideon had shown me with the earth and moon making love 
was on top so I started to read. It was entitled, ñSex Works,ò by Moses 
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David, and I found his writing about Jesus different than anything I had 
ever read.

Heçs like a lover: What else matters? He brings you love; He makes 
your life & gives you happiness & all you ever wanted & more! You donçt 
know why, but just to look at Him turns you on! 

Heçs your electricity! Heçs what turns you on! Heçs what gives you such 
a charge! --You donçt care Who He is or What He is or Where He came from 
as long as He keeps Loving you like this & makes you so happy & takes 
such good care of you!

What a strange concept, I thought as I ý nished reading. I never 
envisioned Jesus as a turn-on before. This writing spoke as if Jesus was 
a personal lover. I wasnôt a religious person; however, I had been brought 
up as a Jehovahôs Witness. My parents were not Jehovahôs Witnesses, but 
they believed the private Bible studies would give me a solid religious 
background. By the age of seven I was going door to door with the elders 
distributing The Watchtower and The Watchtower and The Watchtower The Awake. During the 1950s until 
through the 1970s, Jehovahôs Witnesses taught Jesus was Godôs son, 
but not a divine being. Jehovah (God) was to be worshipped with no 
middleman. Their teachings also stated only 144,000 who were faithful 
and dedicated to Jehovah would join him in heaven; Hell did not exist. If 
an individual was not among the chosen 144,000, death was death and that 
was it. As an adult, I often asked, ñWhatôs the point of worshipping a God 
who is going to condemn me to eternal nothingness?ò This bewilderment 
left me an atheist by the age of 23.

Gideon brought his guitar that night to my mobile home. He strummed 
away while singing songs of happiness and joy. I began to feel emotional 
within. He sang, ñKiss the Sun ... I see the sun coming over the mountains 
chasing the darkness away, Sun shine and new skies, a new life that never 
dies, all of our fears washed away. All of us holding hands join together 
as one, as we sing our song the birds sing along. Kiss the Sun.å He then 
started whistling like a bird. I loved how he could let himself go, with no 
fear of feeling like a fool, so very free.

ñDid you get a chance to read any of the pamphlets I gave you today?ò 
he asked.

ñYes I did, and I found them quite interesting,ò I answered.
ñHave you asked Jesus to come into your heart?ò
ñNo,ò I answered.
ñPray with me to ask Jesus to come into your life so you too can know 

the joy of the Lord.ò
Why not, I ý gured? After all, I really wasnôt serious about all of this. It 

was just something different to do that particular evening. I wanted to see 
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what this Gideon Harper was up to. I didnôt think Jesus cared one way or 
another about me.

I was also looking for a unity I had lacked for many years in my 
own life. Having always felt like an outsider and never part of anything 
signiý cant, I wanted to experience the joy Gideon seem to radiate. I was 
lonely; I had become somewhat of an outcast among my friends who were 
still partying very heavily, whereas I decided to quit using pot and pills six 
months earlier. It was time to move on from adolescence. Maybe I wouldnôt 
openly admit it, but each man I met, Iôd ý nd myself sizing him up as a 
potential husband. I was looking to settle down and be married.

Gideon took my hand and said, ñRepeat after me the following. 
Heavenly Father:

I confess with my mouth and believe with my heart that Jesus is Your 
Son, and that He died on the Cross-that I might be forgiven and have Eternal 
Life in the Kingdom of Heaven. Father, I believe that Jesus rose from the 
dead and I ask You right now to come into my life and be my personal Lord 
and Savior. I will worship You all the days of my Life! Because Your word 
is truth, I confess with my mouth that I am Born Again and Cleansed by the 
Blood of Jesus! In Jesusç Name, Amen.å

I repeated the prayer as Gideon dictated. When we ý nished, I asked him, 
ñIs that all there is?ò I personally was hoping a bolt of lightning wouldnôt 
come through the ceiling striking me dead since I didnôt believe in this.

ñYes, you are now saved. You are now a child of God and will live with 
Him in Heaven.ò

ñThat was certainly easy. Whatôs next?ò I asked.
Gideon said something that startled me.ò I want to show you the Love 

of God.ò
ñWhatôs that?ò I was unnerved by the remark because I had an inkling 

of what he meant.
ñI want to share my body with you.ò His face was serious as he spoke 

the words. There was no sign of þ irtation or amorous behavior.
I was stunned and wasnôt sure of how to respond. ñYou mean, have sex 

with me?ò
ñBy sharing my body, Iôm showing you the love Jesus has for you. He 

wants you to know how much He truly loves you and Iôm His instrument 
to demonstrate His love.ò

ñIsnôt that considered fornication?ò I knew some clauses in the Bible.
ñThe only fornication which matters to God is becoming part of the 

worldly system.ò He said this with such authority and coný dence that I was 
ready to believe him.
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ñBut I was taught sex without marriage was wrong.ò It was not like I 
hadnôt participated in sex with different lovers; I just wanted to know why 
this so-called Christian was promoting sex without marriage.

Gideon replied, ñThatôs an old church teaching. It doesnôt apply to 
the teachings being sent to Godôs prophet of today, His new church. God 
only cares about our showing love to one another. Godôs only law is love. 
Nothing else matters.ò

What a unique come-on. I never heard this approach to get me to have 
sex. This man was really going to take me on a trip unlike anyone else 
before and I was going willingly. ñOkay, letôs go to my bedroom,ò I said. 
I ý gured this guy hadnôt been laid in a long time and I would give him a 
good time. What if Jesus was in bed with us? This would be my donation 
to his Christian cause.

It was the most unusual lovemaking I ever experienced.
ñThank You, Jesus for this precious little one who desires Your love. 

Bless her Father and let her know through me how much You truly love 
her. I am nothing before You God, thank You for using my body as your 
messenger.ò He kept repeating while making love. These statements 
sounded really weird, but I ý gured this guy really loved God and what was 
I to know of worshipping God?

The minute we ý nished having sex, Gideon jumped up and went to 
the bathroom sink to clean his penis. ñHereôs a towel you need to clean 
yourself,ò he said, tossing a towel to me. ñItôs important we keep ourselves 
clean to keep from spreading any diseases.ò I found this more embarrassing 
than having sex.

The next morning, Gideon sat at my dining table, his legs crossed 
and constantly tapping his left foot nervously. As he ate the only thing I 
had in the house, homemade split pea soup, he told me more about the 
Christian group he belonged to. ñWe have taken the Book of Acts from 
the Bible, literally, and weôre living together sharing everything we have 
just like the disciples did right after Jesus died. We spend all of our spare 
time memorizing the Bible, and then we go out either as entertainers or 
witnessing on the streets to share our love of Jesus.ò

After breakfast, I drove Gideon back to where he was staying in 
Westchester with others who subscribed to the same religious beliefs. It 
was a nice looking cottage-style house with four bedrooms, a huge dining 
room, and a large garage in an upper middle class area. I couldnôt help but 
wonder how this group could afford living in this house. Only a few of the 
members were present, and they appeared sweet, friendly young people in 
their mid-20s. Each one hugged me and said with bright smiles, ñWelcome 
to our Family. Weôre so happy to meet you. Itôs a beautiful day, and we 
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are happy you are here to share it with us.ò Each memberôs eyes sparkled 
indicating alertness, unlike my friends who always look glassy-eyed and 
dazed.

This was such a change for me, to be around people who radiated 
happiness. Although they called themselves The Family, they ofý cially 
called themselves ñThe Children of God.ò They encouraged me to come 
back and visit them again.

As I was about to leave, Gideon spoke with real warmth in his voice, 
ñThank you for the evening we spent together and opening your heart 
freely to Jesus.ò I really didnôt think I would see him again. I felt I made 
a mistake having sex with someone I didnôt even know. I had never been 
comfortable with casual sex, but I felt pressured by the free love of the era, 
so I went along.

Surprisingly, he called me the next day. ñI had such a wonderful time 
with you last night and would really like to see you again,ò he said on the 
phone. ñWould you like to come to our communal home and have dinner 
with me and my Family this evening?ò

I immediately said I would be there. I was excited. Gideon had done 
what he said he would, calling me, and I took it as a sign of his caring for 
me. With anticipation, I prepared myself as though it was our ý rst date. I 
shampooed my long brown hair, carefully applied my makeup, perfumed 
myself, and dressed in my nicest casual outý t.

That evening I returned to the house in Westchester for dinner. Gideon 
was extremely attentive, introducing me to everyone. ñThis is the special 
young lady, Billie, who I told you about,ò he announced while holding my 
hand. I was surprised he had talked about me to everyone. Maybe this man 
really did like me. I would be lucky if this charming well-mannered man 
fell in love with me.

The dining room had a long table similar to what you would see set up 
at a carnival food tent. The atmosphere certainly reminded me of a carnival, 
with all the children running around and the diversity of the adults. There 
seemed to be about 20 members present, with several pregnant. Many of 
the young women looked like they needed a good grooming and wore very 
old clothes. One had on boots with large chunks of leather missing. Several 
of the young men looked older than their years, as if they were burned out. 
I couldnôt tell if it was from alcohol, drugs, or Jesus.

While waiting for dinner I spent time talking with different members. 
Gideon dismissed himself to help out with the children until dinner was 
ready. Boy, I thought, he is extremely caring. Each of the members seemed 
happy and full of life. The person who struck me as the most interesting 
was a slow-talking Texan named Jack. He was a small-framed 30-year-old, 
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wearing Coke-bottle glasses. He had a bad complexion, and his black hair 
appeared greasy. Dinner was taking an eternity to be prepared and I kept 
wondering why I had been asked to dinner at 6:30 when it was now 7:30. I 
was beginning to get very hungry.

Jack said, ñI think weôre all going to have to get on our knees, and pray 
for Jesus to bring food to us miraculously.ò

I found this amusing. I was used to constant negative and obscene 
comments from my friends. In the same situation my friends would have 
commented something like, ñWhatôs wrong with this fucking bastard 
whose cooking? Why canôt they get their lazy asses moving?ò No way 
would my friends have found humor in being delayed.

ñWhat do you think of our menagerie here tonight?ò Jack asked, 
indicating the children as well as the adults moving in different directions 
throughout the house.

ñI ý nd it quite interesting. You all seem so happy,ò I said politely. ñIôve 
been around religious people before in my past and they never seem happy. 
They donôt laugh and always have solemn faces. What makes all of you so 
happy?ò

ñI know Iôm going to be taken care of by God. Since Iôm taken care 
of all the time by my Heavenly Father I see no reason to be sad. I have 
been with The Family for over eight years and have always seen my needs 
taking care of. This belief makes all of us here very happy. We all have a 
good sense of humor.ò Jack said. ñIt says in the Bible, óA merry heart doeth 
good like medicine!ô God has created us with a sense of humor. When I 
look around at some of the outrageous things that go on in life, I just have 
to laugh. I realize God has a sense of humor. After all he made me. If you 
canôt laugh at yourself youôre just too full of pride. So I keep laughing.ò

ñItôs nice to be around such happy people. I havenôt been happy most of 
my life and I sure would like to feel like you.ò

ñYou hang around with us, and youôll be happy in no time. I think 
I better go and help out with dinner before the children go berserk.ò I 
watched Jack join the poor young befuddled cook who was in way over her 
head trying to feed twenty people. Jack started whirling pots and pans in 
the kitchen with the expertise of a short order cook.

Most of the members of The Children of God were single, unmarried 
young women with children who didnôt have any place else to go. The 
young women outnumbered the men six to one.

There was only one married couple among this society, an attractive 
couple named Tom and Karen, whose eyes locked in constant loving 
glances. They had a seven-month-old baby girl. Tom looked like an all-
American collegiate. 32 years old and six feet tall, he had blond hair, blue 
eyes, and was meticulously groomed. He had been a computer programmer, 
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but quit to join The Family several years earlier, and was made leader of 
this colony ð what The Family called different homes. ñI think this is 
funny since I live in a mobile home park called Colony Cove,ò I joked.

Tom replied simply, ñThere are no coincidences.ò I was beginning to 
think maybe he was right. I had never believed in coincidences prior to this 
experience.

Karen was a petite 28-year-old southern beauty, with shoulder length 
brown hair styled like Farrah Fawcettôs. ñIôm so happy to have you here this 
evening,ò she said. ñItôs nice to have someone my own age to talk with.ò 
She looked at my boots and continued, ñI just love your boots with the lace 
up straps, your denim blazer, and skirt. Iôd like for us to get together soon 
and talk about the latest fashions. I can see we have the same taste.ò I liked 
her stylish manner, and what seemed to me an ideal marriage, something 
I desperately wanted. My marriage had failed two years previously due to 
my husbandôs chronic depression and my severe health problems. I wanted 
to share my life with someone. I was tired of dating and trying to ý nd Mr. 
Right.

Thanks to Jack, dinner was ready, and everyone joined together at the 
table holding hands as Tom led all of us in a prayer. ñDear sweet Jesus: As table holding hands as Tom led all of us in a prayer. ñDear sweet Jesus: As table holding hands as Tom led all of us in a prayer. ñ
you blessed many with the five loaves and the two fishes, may we too, know 
your blessing as we share this food with our sister, Billie. May each one of 
us know Your peace in our hearts, and Your love in our lives. Bless the cook 
who prepared this food. We are thankful to have You as our Eternal Lover 
who will never leave us. Continue to pour out Your love on us this evening. 
In Jesus Christçs precious name we pray, Amen.å

Dinner consisted of a large salad, big jars of brewers yeast powder, 
potatoes, corn, and chicken. It seemed everybody tried to ý ll up on the 
salad, liberally sprinkling the brewers yeast on the salad, since there was 
very little chicken for 20 people. Tom told me, ñEat whatever you want. 
You are our sister in Christ and are welcome to all we have. ñ I thought they 
were very health-oriented from the way they were eating, especially with 
the brewerôs yeast, which I thought tasted terrible.

As we were eating other members of The Family returned to the house. 
They had been out all day distributing literature and asking for donations. 
They seemed tired, but had a smile on their face as they popped into the 
kitchen. Each one would state to me, ñGreetings, Sister.ò The happiness 
they all expressed was new to me; my family and friends were constantly 
depressed and stressed.

After dinner, the men sat at the table with me, talking about Jesus and 
their experiences as members of The Family. The women were cleaning up 
the kitchen or bathing the children, and seemed to be hard at work, never 
sitting down.
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The main subject was to be willing to forsake everything you possessed 
and knew for Jesus. It was mandatory to submit to this doctrine of 
forsaking all to be accepted as a true disciple by The Family. To me, it forsaking all to be accepted as a true disciple by The Family. To me, it forsaking all
seemed very frightening to give up everything for the unknown. ñThatôs 
how you learn to live by faith,ò Tom explained. ñYou put your total trust in 
Jesus and He will never forsake you and will always provide for you. I try 
to never depend upon my wisdom, my understanding, or what I think is the 
thing to do. I look directly at Jesus for His direct revelatory, revolutionary, 
immediate guidance.ò

He started quoting different Bible scriptures that backed this ideal, 
such as Acts 4:32, äThe just shall live by faithå, and äAnd the multitude of 
them that believed were of one heart and of one soul; they had all things 
common.å Members started telling me their personal stories of how they 
found The Family and knew they needed to give up everything to follow 
Jesus. As frightening as this sounded, I found myself wanting to know 
about their lifestyle. The magnetism of these people drew me in.

ñEver since I forsook everything in my life for Jesus I have been happy 
and have never gone without anything,ò Tom said. ñI know the most 
important thing in my life is to be part of Godôs chosen Family.ò The other 
members shared Tomôs sentiments and said similar words.

ñThink about this,ò Tom told me as he wrote down several Bible 
scriptures for me to read.

ñDoes a little child understand the love of its parents?ò Jack said. ñNo, 
the child just feels it, knows it, accepts it, and receives it! So you donôt have 
to understand all about God to know His wonderful love. All you have to 
do is receive it. Donôt try to ý gure Him out -- just let Him in. Itôs just that 
simple.ò 

ñI want to have this faith and trust in God,ò I said. ñIôve never known 
God intimately before and really want this experience.ò

ñWe are all here to help you learn.ò Tom commented. ñWe dedicate 
our lives to teaching Jesus to those who hunger for His word. All you 
have to do is study and spend time with us and you will have an intimate 
relationship with God.ò

After sitting at the dining table for several hours, we moved into the 
sparsely furnished living room. Lightheartedness followed with guitars and 
singing, with no more discussions on Jesus. Even the lyrics to the music 
were void of Jesus, ñOh, the time to be happy is now. And the place to be 
happy is here. And the way to be happy is to make others happy and weçll 
have a little heaven right here.å 

When the singing began, I noticed Jack couldnôt sing on key if his life 
depended on it. Jack saw me looking at him and laughed, ñGod loves even 
the crows!ò He wasnôt intimidated the least bit by the obviously talented 
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singer, Gideon. I started to really admire this sweet Texan for not being 
afraid to be who he was.

ñDo you know the music of the rock-and-roll group Fleetwood Mac?ò 
Gideon asked me as everyone took a break from singing.

ñYes, I do. Why?ò
ñWell, one of our top leaders used to be in Fleetwood Mac. His name 

is Jeremy Spencer, and heôs currently working on an album here in Los 
Angeles. He wrote all of the songs, which have Godôs spirit; the message 
of our group is going to go to the entire world. Even with all of his fame 
and money he realized living for Jesus was more important than any earthly 
possessions. Right now Fleetwood Mac has a song out called, óIf Only 
You Believe.ô Itôs all about miracles. So they are trying to imitate Jeremy. 
They realize heôs happier and more fulý lled than they are with all of their 
riches.ò

ñWow, thatôs incredible.ò I was very impressed how someone would 
walk away from fame and money to serve Jesus. I thought The Family must 
really be Godôs chosen people.

I felt my mind opening to the possibility I had been wrong about 
Jesus, and it was time to put aside Jehovah and let Jesus in. It was then 
as the evening closed, I decided to study the Bible. My life was now in 
transition.

I knew I wanted the joy and happiness they sang about and seemed 
to embody. Maybe this God thing really worked? These people certainly 
seemed to indicate something I never saw before. It had been a wonderful 
evening for me ý lled with new interests and ideas. My mind was racing. I 
wanted to join in with all of this joy as quickly as possible. I didnôt want 
this golden opportunity to pass me by. I said goodnight and received hugs 
from every member. ñBe sure and call me tomorrow. I love having you as 
my new sister in Christ, and I want us to stay in touch,ò Karen said as she 
hugged and kissed me.

Gideon walked me to my car. ñEverybody loves you. I knew you were 
special the moment I saw you. Oh boy, oh joy, oh Jesus, youôre going 
to make a great addition to Godôs Family,ò Gideon said as he kissed me 
goodnight.

My own family had never been demonstrative with affection. My 
mother harshly criticized me from the moment I could ý rst remember. I 
canôt remember a kind word from her lips, and I never received neither one 
hug nor a single kiss from her my entire life. My father was pretty much the 
same, but without the criticism. This opportunity to be part of The Family 
with their foundation of love was like a warm embrace I had waited for my 
whole life.
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Lady, my terrier, greeted me at the back door as I entered my home. I 
took her outside. ñThe man who was here is going to help me to change 
my life,ò I said to her. ñWe are going to be happier than we ever have 
been before.ò Lady seemed to understand what I was saying. I pulled my 
neglected Jehovahôs Witnessôs Bible off the bookshelf, and started looking 
up the Scriptures from earlier in the evening. I could not sleep as I thought 
about dedicating my life to Jesus.

The next morning I telephoned Karen, and her engaging personality 
made me feel like we had been friends for years. ñYou must come to dinner 
again tonight. We really love you, and want you to be with us,ò she said 
warmly. Of course I wanted to speak with Gideon, but I didnôt ask for him 
since I didnôt want to appear too eager.

During the day while listening to the radio I noticed how every song 
seemed to speak about a spiritual life. There was: ñDust in the Wind, Carry seemed to speak about a spiritual life. There was: ñDust in the Wind, Carry seemed to speak about a spiritual life. There was: ñ
on My Wayward Son, Blinded by the Light, You Light up My Life, With A 
Little Luck, and Sometimes When We Touch.å Each song spoke to me as 
though I had been asleep all of my life, and now I was awake for the ý rst 
time. How had I missed out on this spirituality coming through the radio? 
I felt as though God was speaking to me personally through each song, 
showing me He was very real. God must have thought I was special to 
manifest Himself to me.

I was greeted with hugs and kisses as I entered the Westchester home. 
Gideon sat next to me and held my hand. ñI missed you so much today,ò he 
said. ñI was out litnessing1 all day. I kept thinking how wonderful it would 
be if you were out litnessing with me. Iôm really happy you have joined us 
again. We really love you.ò

Some new faces of The Family made an appearance that evening. 
A mated couple, a term used by The Family for those in a committed 
relationship, Rachel and Joseph were at dinner. Rachel was 30 years old 
with the appearance of a homeless person, her teeth decayed, her hair 
short and tangled, and her clothes tattered. Joseph, in his early 20s, did 
not have such a run-down look. Yet this quiet young man continually 
stared at Rachel with love in his eyes. ñWe have had such a wonderful day 
witnessing to so many hungry souls. The Lord has just blessed us all day,ò 
Rachel commented. She played the guitar and sang with a look of total 
ecstasy on her face, ñWe all live in the fifth dimension; lifeçs so good in the 
fifth dimension.ò

ñWell, Iôm real tired. Being pregnant just pulls down my energy. I loved 
sharing with you this evening. Jesus really loves you, and so do I,ò she 
whispered as she hugged and kissed me. Rachel did not appear pregnant.

1 A term used by The Family for distributing literature, for money, and witnessing 
to people.
 A term used by The Family for distributing literature, for money, and witnessing 

to people.
 A term used by The Family for distributing literature, for money, and witnessing 
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With her look of utter rapture, it seemed to me Rachel was only visiting 
this planet from the other dimension. Rachel and Joseph retired to their 
bedroom, and proceeded to have sex. It was impossible for anyone in the 
living room not to hear their loud copulation.

Gideon returned with me to my home. It was another wild night of 
lovemaking, and once again Jesus was along with us on the ride. Gideon 
was still shouting to Jesus in my ear, ñBless this little one who desires 
You so much. Let her know the full power of Your love.å He was a very 
demanding sexual partner who I was more than willing to satisfy. I knew 
I was in love with him. He possessed all the ideals I thought I wanted in 
a man. He was dedicated, had reached a higher plateau, and did not use 
drugs, or alcohol. Gideon started telling me his life story as he held me 
close while we lay in bed.

ñIôll be 30 years old in June. I left home right after high school and 
started hanging out on the Sunset Strip helping out with band equipment 
for rock-and-roll groups that entertained at the nightclubs,ò he said 
comfortably. ñI became a hippie, much to my parentsô disapproval. They 
wanted me to go to college and have a professional career. Even before I 
heard of Moses David, I knew I couldnôt be part of the system. I started 
learning how to play the guitar and frequented the nightclubs. I began to 
use drugs very heavily, especially LSD. My whole life became sex, drugs 
and rock ónô roll.

ñI became good friends with Tex Watson2. Have you ever heard of 
him?ò I nodded my head, yes. ñWe started a leather business together. We 
made jackets, purses and anything else related to leather. We shared an 
apartment for short time. ñ

I had been a big fan of Sharon Tate. When Gideon made this revelation 
about his former relationship with Watson, I was shocked. Charles Manson 
was an ex-convict with a charismatic personality. He had turned a group 
of hippies into his personal community, and several of the members, under 
his leadership, became vicious killers. I asked Gideon if he ever met 
Charles Manson, and he told me he had. He said Tex brought Manson to 
their apartment along with some of his women followers. Gideonôs only 
comment was ñManson wasnôt willing to share his women.ò

I thought his comment about one of the most notorious madmen in 
history was rather frivolous, but, with his religious philosophy, it was 
typical of Gideon to think about someoneôs failure to share sex as a serious 
þ aw.

He continued, ñIôm Jewish by heritage, but never followed the faith. 
When I was living in Hollywood, I had had a poster in my bathroom. The 
2 Watson was later the killer of the actress Sharon Tate and a follower of Charles 
Manson.
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poster referenced Jesus saying, äHe that eateth my flesh, and drinketh my 
blood, dwelleth in me, and I in him.å I had the poster up as a joke, but 
one evening while having an acid trip, I started visualizing Jesus. I started 
communicating with Jesus and had a conversion to Christianity while on 
LSD.

ñI wandered the streets of Hollywood throughout the night. Early in 
the morning I went into a restaurant to get breakfast and after eating, I 
realized I didnôt have any money to pay. A stranger volunteered to pay 
for my breakfast and told me afterwards, óDonôt come into a restaurant 
again without money.ôò The stranger seemed magically to disappear after 
paying for the breakfast, and Gideon believed the stranger was his guardian 
angel.

ñGod started moving quickly in my life. A few days later, while on the 
beach in Santa Monica, I met the Children of God. It was 1969. Hopi, the 
daughter of the leader of the Children of God, was on the beach singing 
and preaching to the hippies. Jose, one of the top leaders, sat down with me 
and he explained their Revolution for Jesus, and how I could be a part of 
this movement. I knew this was the right thing for me and I immediately 
forsook everything I owned and moved into their large shelter in downtown 
Los Angeles. I changed my real name to Gideon, to show I had become a 
new person in Christ. I lived 24 hours a day learning about Jesus. I went out 
witnessing and singing every day.

ñI was moved to Texas shortly after joining and was there for about 
one year. At this time in the Children of God the men and women lived 
in separate dormitories. Having sex outside of marriage was considered 
a sin. I just couldnôt be without sex for very long. I met a young girl in 
The Family in Texas and we married shortly after meeting. After our 
marriage we went to New York, then to London where The Family had 
large communal operations for sending disciples throughout the world. We 
went to Germany, Switzerland and eventually France, Italy, Libya, Turkey 
and Greece. I learned to speak nine languages. I write most of my songs in 
English, French and Italian.

ñAfter all of this traveling, in 1977, my wife disappeared with our two 
children one day. I found out they were back in the United States with her 
family. She could not accept many of the new teachings in The Family. 
I came back to the United States to try to persuade her to continue our 
marriage at the end of 1977. She refused. Then I met you.ò

After hearing his life story I thought him the most fascinating person 
I had ever met. I wanted to know more about the Children of Godôs 
teachings. From the history I received from Gideon, it seemed The Family, 
in its early stages, was similar to most Christian religions with their views 
on sex, only having sexual relations within the bounds of marriage. Now it 
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seemed The Family had found a glitch in the Bible, as interpreted by Moses 
David, also known as ñMo.ò James 2:15 ã 2:17: If a brother or sister be 
naked, and destitute of daily food, and one of you say unto them, Depart 
in peace, be ye warmed and filled; notwithstanding ye give them not those 
things which are needful to the body; what doth it profit? Even so faith, if 
it hath not works, is dead, being alone. According to Mo, this scripture had 
been misread for centuries. Mo taught if someone needed sex you were not 
being a true Christian if you did not provide for his or her needs. Their Jesus 
seemed to focus on sex. ñI believe I understand a bit about the philosophy 
of The Family, but do you have sex with anyone you want?ò I asked.

ñIf Jesus tells me a person needs to feel His love, it is my duty to 
provide love to them,ò he said, ñThis is a revolutionary approach, but I 
have seen many people led to Jesus through this approach. You wouldnôt 
have found Jesus if it wasnôt from my sharing with you sexually. Youôre 
proof this method works.ò

So I was nothing special to him? I was just another convert? I wanted 
him to love me. I didnôt want to be just another notch on his belt for Jesus. 
It was true I was learning to develop a relationship with Jesus, but I wanted 
this þ esh-and-blood man. ñDo you care about me?ò I asked, hoping he 
did.

ñI love you as my sister in Christ,ò he replied with a smile on his face.
ñIt feels like we have something special together. Not just Jesus, but 

something very real between you and me,ò I whispered after lying close to 
his body for a few minutes.

ñI have learned to be an instrument God uses to bring people into His 
kingdom. Do not get attached to me, as I am simply a messenger,ò he 
said.

This comment stung me like a wasp. I wanted to be with Gideon all the 
time; besides, he was my link to God. How could I not be attached?

But I said nothing. My goal was to be the ideal Christian woman. That 
way, he would fall madly in love with me and we would live happily ever 
after. I felt God put us together for a reason. If God joined us together, how 
could Gideon not love me? I now believed nothing happened by accident. 
For the ý rst time in my life, I viewed everything as a miracle. I truly felt, 
through these short few days with The Family, Jesus was the answer to all 
the confusion and problems previously existing in my life. I felt happier 
than I had in many years, and I attributed this feeling to Jesus.

A few days later, I ý nally understood Gideon did not love me as an 
individual. I went to meet him and have dinner at The Familyôs communal 
home. To my surprise, Gideon had a date with a beautiful woman he met 
while distributing literature. He invited her to the house to have dinner, 
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to get to know other members of The Family, and sample their unique 
lifestyle. Exactly what he had done with me.

He hadnôt given me any warnings about seeing another woman. This 
revelation devastated me. Besides, I was never very good at competition. I 
found it impossible to eat as I was overwhelmed by depression and a sense 
of loss. All I could do was push my salad around the plate. Gideon really 
doesnôt belong to me, I thought to myself. Being the good actress I could 
be at times, I talked and laughed with everyone so Gideon could not see 
how crushed I was.

After dinner everyone departed for the living room. Gideon motioned 
for me to stay in the kitchen. ñI really love you,ò Gideon said holding me 
close. ñYou are such a special person to understand how much this girl 
needs to know Jesus. You really have Godôs spirit living in you to be able 
to share me with another person. I am just Godôs instrument to lead this girl 
to Jesus. I want you to know I love you and you are my mate.ò

He hugged and kissed me tenderly as he said these words. After he left 
the kitchen, I stayed behind struggling with this concept. Would I really be 
able to share Gideon with another woman just so she could know Jesus? 
After a while, I decided I loved Gideon enough that I was willing to try.

After a few minutes of pulling myself together, I joined everyone in the 
living room. The look on the young ladyôs face appeared quite skeptical. 
I could tell she really wasnôt interested in ý nding Jesus or hearing about 
Jesus, but she faked interest in The Family while they gave the same 
message they had given me in the beginning. Everyone started to sing and 
play instruments.

Jack and one of the other brothers asked me to go with them to the 
supermarket to get some ice cream for dessert. In the supermarket, I tried 
to get Jack to tell me more about living this free lifestyle, using sex as a tool 
to attract people to Jesus.

ñNow, darling, nobody says you have to have sex with anybody,ò Jack 
said in his slow Texas drawl. ñAll you have to do is let the love of Jesus 
show through your eyes, which are the windows to your soul. People will 
respond to this love coming through you. Just be yourself.ò

We walked down the frozen food aisle. ñI know Gideon wants to have 
sex with the girl who is at the house this evening. I just donôt understand 
this. I feel what we have is very special, and I donôt understand why he has 
to have sex with somebody else. You just said all you need to do is let the 
love of Jesus show through you. If only this love has to show, then why do 
we have to have sex with someone? ñ

ñJust keep reading the Bible and youôll understand what you are 
supposed to do,ò he said, avoiding my eyes as he picked out the ice 
cream.
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I sensed Jack was uncomfortable with this concept himself, because he 
had hemmed and hawed, avoiding the real issue.

When we returned to The Family house, the young lady looked happy 
to be leaving, purse in hand. She thought she was having a real date with 
this sexy man. Instead, she was thrown into a den of Jesus freaks. I swear it 
looked as though she was dancing down the driveway as she left. She drove 
off, never to be heard from again.

ñShe just wasnôt ready to receive Godôs message,ò Gideon explained 
holding me close, at the picture window, as we watched the girl dance 
down the driveway. ñNot everyone is as receptive and loving as you are to 
the message of Jesusô love. Thatôs what makes you so special to me.ò
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CHAPTER TWO
CONVERSION

hg

After that evening, I was positive I could make Gideon love me. I was 
determined to be the best lover he ever had. I knew how to get to a manôs 
body and mind, but the soul was new territory for me. Gideon was the ý rst 
spiritual man I had ever been involved with. I was going to memorize the 
Bible and be the best student he ever had. I would change my whole life to 
ý t this manôs program. Or at least, these were the things I told myself again 
and again.

Before meeting Gideon, my main focus in life had been attending Los 
Angeles Kings games. I had been going to ice hockey games since 1968, 
and I knew almost everybody connected with the Los Angeles Kings from 
broadcasting personnel to the hockey players themselves. My involvement 
in the Los Angeles Kings Fan Club made it easy to have connections. I had 
established a reputation for not sleeping around, so I was usually invited to 
private parties given by coaches and management. I had met every famous 
hockey player there was to meet and enjoyed the privilege of being with 
the óin crowd.ô

I loved the excitement at the Los Angeles Forum. There were always 
celebrities, afþ uent people, and a great selection of interesting people at the 
celebrated Forum Club, which was all about sex and drugs ð people trying 
to get it and people who couldnôt get it. I had two season seats. A regular 
group of my girlfriends would meet at the games in the Forum Club several 
times a month, then after the game we would go out and party with the 
visiting hockey team at a Ramada Inn bar next to Los Angeles International 
Airport.

I wasnôt employed, because my health had been poor for many years. 
After having worked for several years as a sales representative for my 



18

fatherôs aerospace corporation, one 1974 morning I simply couldnôt get out 
of bed. The doctors did not know what was wrong with me, but nothing 
they did helped me get my strength back. In 1975, I ý nally was able to 
get out of bed but could not function normally. After this health collapse, 
I was never again able to work a 40-hour week. I went to various doctors 
continually, looking for an answer to my health problems. Someone my age 
should not be experiencing such severe fatigue and constant muscle pain. I 
just knew time was not on my side and I wanted to be married so I would 
not die alone.

I lived in a double-width mobile home which my father had purchased 
for me three years earlier. It was large, 24 feet by 64 feet, and beautifully 
decorated in modern style. It had a living room, a large kitchen with an 
island stove and breakfast nook. My favorite room was the den, located in 
the center of the house, which had a built in bar, bookshelves, my stereo 
system and television. My favorite place in the den was the loveseat ð a 
small sofa big enough for two people to sit on. There was a laundry room, 
guest bedroom and bath and a large master bedroom with my waterbed, 
which I loved, and a private master bathroom. When you were inside the 
mobile home you felt like you were in a real house. It was situated in a 
three year old mobile home park that was in a guarded gated community. 
There was a large clubhouse with a billiard room, sauna, showers, 
bathrooms, Jacuzzi room, and outside was a heated swimming pool. There 
were always different activities going on in the Recreation room such as 
bingo and wedding receptions. There is always something to keep you busy 
in the mobile home park. I felt secure and enjoyed my home.

My father provided for me ý nancially. At the end of 1976 I had a 
hysterectomy while in the process of divorcing my ý rst husband, Jeffrey. In 
1977, I broke my ankle. Life had few bright spots for me in those days. The 
only thing I had going was the hockey games. I had to sleep all day to have 
the energy to go out at night. By the time I was 26, I knew I wasnôt going 
to live to the age of 30. I didnôt want life to totally pass me by because of 
my lack of energy. Besides doing drugs, the only thing I really enjoyed was 
going to hockey games.

My three best friends, Christine, Dana and Liza, were atheists; my 
taking up with a Jesus freak came as a big shock, especially since I had 
been an atheist as well. I told each one of them by telephone about Gideon 
and The Family.

ñSounds like you found a very caring man,ò Christine said. ñBut I donôt 
understand this God thing. Since Iôve known you youôve only cared about 
having a good time. How come you want to suddenly dedicate yourself to 
Jesus? This guy must be really good in bed for you to want to become a 
Christian.ò
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ñI think youôve gotten a hold of a real lunatic, and you need to get away 
from him!ò Dana told me. ñAs fast as possible. I donôt know about your 
ý nding God. I think youôll get tired of this very soon.ò

ñIôm glad you have a new boyfriend, but this religious thing sounds 
very strange to me,ò Liza said. ñAre you still going to go to the games? 
Without you I donôt have the connections to get to the players.ò

My friends were very different from The Family. Their God was sex, 
drugs and partying with men. I liked my friends because they accepted just 
about anything; they were not highly judgmental.

My God had been drugs, hockey, and looking for Mr. Right, but six 
months before meeting Gideon I had decided to stop doing drugs. I felt 
the drugs were bringing my health down. I wanted to fall in love and be 
married again. I didnôt like being single and thrown to the wolves every 
time I went on a date.

Out of the three girls, the one I was closest with was Christine, who was 
blonde, blue-eyed, plump, and always wearing a mismatched wardrobe. 
We had gone to high school together, and I always considered her very 
intelligent. Her mother was dead, and her father abandoned her at a young 
age. Life had been very rough for Christine over the last few years. Her 
husband left her shortly after she had given birth to a baby boy in 1975. 
Left broke with only a beat-up car; she was struggling working in a factory 
to provide a living for her son. The only time she went out socially was 
when she joined me at the hockey games. I felt guilty with so much when 
she had so little, and gave my second season seat to her.

I had met Dana in 1976, sitting at the bar in the Forum Club. She was a 
petite redhead, which matched her ý ery temper. She kept a written record 
of all of the different people she had sex with. At the time I met her, the list 
was at 250. Her extraordinary worldliness was interesting to me. Publicly, 
she was discreet. Privately, her sexual appetite was voracious. She enjoyed 
life as a free spirit not wanting to be tied down. I never understood why she 
wasnôt looking for a husband. Dana worked in a pharmacy, as a clerk, and 
was good at swiping drugs. She only stole a small amount here and there, 
never enough to draw attention to her pilfering. It was wonderful when she 
would share these narcotics with her friends.

Finally there was Liza, who entered our group in 1977. She looked like 
a skinny librarian, very plain with a strawberry blonde bobbed hairstyle, 
and conservative dress. I had met her one night at the Ramada Inn where 
all the hockey players were gathered. After chatting in the bar, we went 
outside to my car to share a joint of marijuana. When we ý nished, I was 
very tired. I told her we would meet again the next time the players were 
in town, and went home. When I started to get out of my car, I discovered 
Lizaôs car keys on the passenger seat. Since I didnôt have her phone 
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number, I returned to the Ramada Inn to give her the keys. When I reached 
the parking lot I saw Liza wandering around crying hysterically.

ñI didnôt know how I was going to get home,ò she sobbed. ñIôm glad 
you came back,ò

We exchanged numbers and started meeting regularly at the hockey 
games. She worked as a bookkeeper for a small business, and drove an 
old VW bug. It turned out Lizaôs look was very deceptive. She would do 
any drug offered. She had absolutely no discretion about sex. Anywhere 
anytime was her motto.

In 1977 she embarrassed me by going to the airport hotel where the 
Atlanta Flames hockey team was staying, and having sex with as many 
players as she could. At the time I was dating the public relations person 
for the Atlanta Flames. Notiý ed of the free sex she was providing, he pulled 
her out of the hotel room, gave her a slap and told her to wake up to what 
she was doing. I considered Liza the tramp of our small group. Even Dana 
wouldnôt take on a whole hockey team!

We would sit around the bar at the Forum Club and discuss the different 
men coming in and out of the club.

ñThat guy looks like he would be a good kisser,ò I said.
ñLook at those beautiful blue eyes, I would love to get him into bed,ò 

Liza said.
ñI went to bed with that guy and he has the smallest penis I have ever 

seen,ò Dana said. ñThe one who can fuck the best is the goaltender over 
there. I could never get enough of him.ò

ñI just met this guy and Iôm going to take him home with me,ò Christine 
boasted. If the guy had a single dollar in his pocket I would have been 
surprised. I never could understand how Christine ended up with such 
losers when she was such an intelligent person.

ñWell, look who just walked in, your old þ ame Harry,ò Dana said to me. 
ñI never did get what you saw in such an obscene person. He manages to 
take anything you say and turn it into an obscene comment.ò

ñHe was a lot of fun,ò I said. ñHe always kept me laughing. Sometimes 
a girl just needs a good laugh. Of course using the poppers helped him stay 
hard for long time. Too bad our relationship didnôt work out.ò

ñHe couldnôt give me enough drugs to go to bed with him,ò Dana said. 
We all laughed at her comment. We were all looking for someone to share 
our life with even if it was only for one night. I found myself very bored 
trying to ý nd Mr. Right.

Two weeks after meeting Gideon, I met my girlfriends at the Ramada 
Inn bar. Dana was busy talking with a hockey player. Liza þ ittered from 
player to player; hoping one of them would be willing to have sex. I 
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could see her whispering into different playersô ears. She was deý nitely 
propositioning them.

While sitting in the lounge, I began telling Christine about my discovery 
of Jesus. What had begun as lust for Gideon turned into a yearning for the 
comfort of Jesusô love.

ñI canôt believe how many things appear different to me now. I see God 
in everything. God just never seemed real to me before. Now all I can think 
about is God and Jesus.ò

ñI just donôt get this,ò Christine remarked. ñMy life has been nothing 
but one problem after another. Thereôs no way I could ever believe there is 
a God. With all the problems in the world, how can you possibly believe 
there is a God?ò

ñI just know I feel a connection with Godéone I never felt before. I 
feel happy for the ý rst time in many years. I know God cares about me and 
everybody else in the world. I donôt understand all of it. I just know it feels 
right. I am learning that whatever you feel is Godôs message to you.ò

ñSounds kind of strange to me. How could you possibly want to be with 
a Christian? Youôve never shown any interest in religion before; although 
Iôm glad something has made you happy.ò

ñI really want to commit my life to Jesus,ò I said. ñIôm glad I have 
Gideon to teach me.ò

I noticed several of the hockey players listening in on our conversation. 
They looked at us like we were from another planet. They couldnôt believe 
two young women in the bar wanted to talk about God and not pursue 
them. When they detected our conversation about God wasnôt going to end 
anytime soon, they pulled their chairs far away from us.

Despite Christineôs cynicism, I knew sheôd like The Family once she 
met them. ñIôd like for you to meet Gideon. Heôs a great musician. I know 
you both have a lot in common. Letôs set up an evening for you to come 
over for dinner.ò

ñOkay, I just donôt want him to be shoving Jesus down my throat,ò 
Christine said warily. ñI want to meet this man. He certainly has made a big 
effect on you. Just make sure he understands I donôt believe in God.ò

Dana came over to our table and said, ñLet me interrupt this religious 
revival to ask a question. My apartment building is being fumigated for 
termites, and I need to stay away from my apartment for two days. Can I 
stay at your house this weekend, Billie?ò

I said she could, and she said, ñJust do me a favor and donôt talk about 
God. Thereôs no way I can deal with that subject. Iôll bring Quaaludes so 
we can have a good time.ò

I agreed, and left.
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ñWere your friends receptive to hearing about the love of Jesus?ò 
Gideon asked me the next day.

ñNot really. Only my friend Christine wanted to know more about what 
I am into. She wants to meet with you. I thought it would be nice if we had 
dinner together next week. Why donôt you bring Jack with you? It would 
be less stressful if another person were present.ò

ñThatôs wonderful,ò he said. ñSee, youôve already started being a 
witness for Christ. In no time youôre going to be winning souls to the 
Lord.ò

How could I possibly win souls to the Lord? I didnôt understand enough 
about Jesus to ý t on the head of a pin. I wanted this man to love me; therefore 
I was following his philosophy. Never before had I encountered such a hard 
time getting a man to fall in love with me. Any man I set my sights on I 
could win. I was looking for somebody special, which I felt Gideon to be. 
To win his love would be the biggest victory in my life. If winning souls to 
the Lord would get me Gideon, I would do my best at witnessing.

ñMy friend Dana needs to stay at my house this weekend because her 
apartment is being fumigated. Sheôs not receptive to religion,ò I continued. 
ñIôd like to spend time alone with her. I think meeting you would be a bit 
too much for her to handle. She thinks Iôve lost it to be involved with a 
Jesus freak. I would like to see how it goes with just the two of us alone.ò

ñFantastic. Just letting Jesusô love show through you will be a witness 
to your change. God calls many, but very few can accept His conditions. 
Your friends are already looking for God; they just arenôt aware of it.ò

ñHow do you know theyôre looking for God?ò
ñYou have told me about their going from lover to lover. This tells me 

theyôre looking for the ultimate lover, which is Jesus. Theyôve probably 
been turned off by the systemites3 of organized religion. When they see 
Godôs people living and working together, it makes a big difference.ò

ñI donôt know if my friends want to give up the drugs and the partying. 
Weôll just have to see how it goes.ò Although I was ready to give up 
partying and most drugs, a Quaalude was such a treat there was no way I 
would pass up the opportunity to indulge. I ý gured Jesus could understand 
my one indulgence.

I was seeing a psychiatrist named Dr. David prior to meeting Gideon. 
My appointments were twice monthly, and I told Gideon about how I 
wanted to tell Dr. David about Jesus.

ñYou need to have me come with you,ò he said ý rmly. ñYou donôt need 
to be involved with a systemite head shrinker. Heôs going to tell you that 
you need to continue your therapy sessions when all you really need now is 
Jesus. Has he really helped you any?ò
3 A Family term used to indicate people involved in the world.
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ñNo. Iôm much happier now Iôm connected to The Family. In the last 
few months of seeing him I havenôt found my life changing. The reason 
I started seeing him is because of so many health problems. Now I have 
turned my life over to Christ, I see myself changing. Gideon, I have had 
serious health problems for many years. I just donôt have much energy, 
and I get very tired quickly.ò I told him about having a hysterectomy and 
breaking my ankle.

ñIôm positive Jesus will heal you. You are dedicating your life to Him 
and being faithful in memorizing Scriptures. I am certain you are going to 
be healed as long as you follow Godôs chosen Family. You need to keep 
claiming the verse from the Bible where Jesus says, Woman, thou art 
loosed from thine infirmity. When we are making love I can just feel your 
body being rejuvenated. Youôre going to be a mighty warrior.ò All my years 
of not being able to function normally might be behind me. I was beginning 
to believe a miracle would occur in my life thanks to Jesus.

ñPsychiatrists always think ý nding God is not the answer. You need me 
there to keep you strong in the Lord,ò Gideon added. ñYou donôt need him 
any more. You have Jesus in your heart, and He will take care of all of your 
problems.ò

ñYeah, Iôd feel a lot better if you were with me. Itôs going to be difý cult 
to tell him Iôm not coming back.ò

ñDonôt worry. I like to shake up these psychiatrists. They donôt realize 
they are being used by the Devil to keep us away from God. By thinking 
about ourselves all the time we donôt focus enough on God. They can never 
change my mind!ò

When we arrived at Dr. Davidôs ofý ce, he appeared surprised to see 
Gideon with me. I went into Dr. Davidôs ofý ce alone and told him I wanted 
to stop our therapy sessions. ñThis is not in your best interest to stop,ò he 
told me. ñYou donôt know this man or this newfound religion. Its okay you 
are involved with something you feel so positive about. I really believe you 
need to see me as usual.ò

ñNo,ò I said. ñI have found the answer for my life; the answer is Jesus. 
He will take care of everything for me. I donôt have to worry and try to 
analyze myself as much as I used to. I appreciate all you have tried to do 
for me. I think itôs best if Gideon speaks to you as he can explain what I am 
now involved in, far better than I can.ò

Dr. David invited Gideon into his private ofý ce, and I waited in the 
reception area. I donôt know what they said to each other, but when they 
emerged, Gideon looked triumphant. Dr. David simply looked dejected. I 
told him goodbye.

ñFeel free to contact me if you ever need to,ò Dr. David told me while 
walking me to the door with Gideon.



24

ñI really got to him,ò Gideon said outside in the parking lot as he jumped 
up and down in a victory dance. ñHe didnôt know how to argue about Jesus. 
I love smashing their ideals with Jesus. You donôt need a psychiatrist. All 
you need is Jesus.ò

My next big hurdle was going to be the weekend with Dana. It was hard 
for me not to discuss this newfound spirituality. I was excited by what I was 
learning, but Gideon knew Dana was a hard-partying person who did not 
want to hear religion. ñJust let Godôs light shine through you,ò he cautioned 
me. ñHe will reach her without you having to talk about Him. The best 
witness is your happiness.ò

Dana arrived Friday evening. We had dinner at my house, discussing 
the latest hockey player she was involved with.

ñHeôs good looking and really knows what to do in bed. He fucked 
my brains out the other night,ò she said. ñI just wish he wasnôt located in 
Philadelphia so I could spend more time with him.ò

I listened as she chattered on. Inside I kept thinking, donçt you want 
something more? Arençt you tired of sex with different men every week? 
Donçt you want to feel the happiness I have? I was beginning to feel I was 
part of The Family and wanted to share my happiness with everyone.

ñLetôs turn on with some Quaaludes,ò Dana said as she placed the 
sacred tablet in my hand. I felt guilty wanting to take the drug. I knew from 
Gideonôs teachings that drugs were the Devilôs instruments. But God help 
me, I loved Quaaludes too much to turn one down. So I pushed aside the 
guilt and fulý lled my desire to get loaded.

We both popped them into our mouths simultaneously. We sat down on 
the love seat in the den watching television, while waiting for that warm 
fuzzy feeling to materialize. It was just a brief time before we started 
feeling the effects of the drugs. I loved Quaaludes more than any other drug 
I had used in my life; it was comforting like slipping into a safe protective 
bubble no one could penetrate. The drug always made me feel very relaxed 
and at peace. Even with Jesus residing in my heart, I still liked the sensation 
I received from the Quaalude. Maybe Jesus enjoyed Quaaludes as well. 
From what I was learning in The Family, Jesus seemed to enjoy many 
earthly pleasures.

The evening went pleasantly as we watched television and mentally 
þ oated on a cloud of drugs. We went out to Hermosa Beach for breakfast 
the next morning. I didnôt go out for breakfast very often, so being with 
Dana gave me a good excuse to splurge.

ñYou may not like what I have to say, but I donôt like who youôre 
becoming. You are changing in a way that just doesnôt seem like you,ò she 
told me. I paused, my fork loaded with Eggs Benedict frozen in mid-air.
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Whoa, what a slap in the face. ñIôm still me. This is the ý rst time youôve 
seen me in love.ò I didnôt want to get into an argument because Dana could 
be vicious. I continued to eat so she would not see my displeasure. I could 
see my relationship with Dana was not going to continue. She hadnôt even 
met Gideon and already judged him as a loser. Hockey season was ending 
in a few weeks and I knew I would not be seeing her very often after the 
season.

I wasnôt going to tell Gideon I had taken drugs with Dana. I felt what he 
didnôt know wouldnôt hurt him, especially since he was very much against 
any drug usage. Sex in any form was all right, but drugs were Satanic 
to him. I enjoyed having sex with Gideon and learning about God, but I 
didnôt want to hear a lecture from him about entertaining Satan with one 
Quaalude.

I went home and started reading the Bible. I ý gured I better get back 
to Jesus after spending time back in my worldly ways. I was memorizing 
Scriptures for the ý rst time in my life. I was part of Godôs Army, one of 
His chosen people. Therefore it was my duty to understand what he had 
written in His word, the Bible. I was also to learn the new teachings God 
was giving to His army through Moses David.

I continued my daily visits to The Familyôs communal home. I 
wanted to grasp The Familyôs message. They would feed me a little more 
information about their beliefs every day. ñWe donôt follow organized 
religion,ò Tom told me as we sat studying in the living room. ñThe 
churches need to learn how to live like disciples instead of just preaching 
words. We dedicate our entire life to living the words that Jesus spoke.ò 
Members carried leather-bound books, the writings of Moses David. I still 
didnôt know much about Moses David, because they kept him shrouded in 
mystery. I was not allowed to see the books or the letters. Members would 
read to me from these writings, but I could tell they were only reading the 
simplest teachings.

After a few weeks, Gideon gave me a rundown on the leader of The 
Children of God, Moses David. His real name was David Berg, the son 
of renowned evangelist Virginia Brandt Berg. He was nearly 50 years old 
when he began preaching in a Huntington Beach, California coffeehouse 
run by ñTeen Challenge,ò a Christian outreach group afý liated with the 
Assemblies of God denomination. Bergôs early þ ock, a band of hippies and 
political radicals, left Huntington Beach in 1969 and relocated to Texas.

He claimed to have received revelations from God. While still in 
Huntington Beach in 1968, he identiý ed himself as the ñEnd Time Prophetò 
who would play a major role in the Second Coming, the long anticipated 
return to earth of Jesus Christ.


