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What makes o man a polvgamist? Promiscuity and a gross contempt for the law?

Meany—perhaps most—people would say so. But here’s a man who, out of sincere

n-ﬁgf;:;:.: conviction, became husband 1o _ﬁt'r wires, ﬁl”ﬂ'r to 20 yYoungsters—

and fervently insists

he loves them all and will fight to the end o -"i!’l".u them

By EDSON JESSOP with MAURINE WHIPPLE
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gone, the rooms dark and silemi. Unless
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. Omly the wind and, in the fore of my
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hehind the plateaus that climb like stnirways
moantain ronge known as the Vermilion
Directly beneath these clifs lies Shart Creek,
for the decp gorge which runs along the

Eidson Jessop. Seel e belongs to prociices
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and 20 children. 1 am what the world calls a

polygamist; a Mormon—one of those “hea-
thenish Short Creek cultists™ you may have read
about. In my grandiather’s day Mormons were
thought to have horns, and maybe T seem equally
strange to you now. Actually, 'm nol strange at
all; I'm merely living celestial marringe, which is
the law of God.

But despite my obedience to the covenant, de-
spite the size of my family, today | am the loneliest
man in the world, Shorntly after 39 of us had been
arrested for our beliefs, we were released from the
jail in Kingman. Arizona, to await trial, 1 arrived
home at night—to find my house sbandoned, my
family gone, the rooms dark and silent. Unless
you've lived through it, you can’t imagine what
thut means. No sound. no hushed childish giggles,
nothing. Only the wind and, in the flare of my
match, the red sand seeping beneath the doorsills
—the red sand that conquers everything but the
grave in my country.

Yet it is a country 1 love. Perhaps if 1 tell you
something of it—its vast emptiness—you will bet-
ter understand how even a family of 20 children
might not seem large.

From the North Rim of the Grand Canyon, a
hawk looking northward would not see the scat-
tering of houses making up my village: they are
hidden behind the platcaus that climb like stairways
to the mountain range known as the Vermilion
Cliffs. Directly beneath these clifTs lies Short Creek,
named for the deep gorge which runs along the

I AM thirty-four years old. 1 have five wives



state line, dividing our town inte a Utah side and
an Arizonn side.

There are only two roads into Short Creek.
Both are ungraded clay trails which are often im-
passable after a storm, making Short Creck innc-
cessible 1o cither state. Also, the Colorado River
cuts off most of Mohave County from the rest of
Arizona—so Kingman, our county seat, although
only 135 miles [rom Short Creek by air, is 423 by
raad.

Short Creek isn't much 1o look at, and it's hard
to réach. Thot's why we live here, Many years
ago the Mormon leader, Brigham Young, was
urged to move 10 the Salt Lake valley-desert be-
cause “nobody else wants it.” Brother Brigham
agreed, saying: “If there is a place on this earth
thut nobody else wanits, that's the place 1 am hunt-
ing for.” So with us. We don't like to live on
parched soil, we don't like 1o go without modern
plumhbing and refrigerators any more than you
would. We have windmills and wells, but there isn't
cnough water for farming—and certainly not
enough for the Nowers and lawns we'd grow if we
could. Yet it is just because Short Creck is barren
and rejected that it was to us the promised land, If
nobody else wanted it, we figured that maybe the
world would let us have it, and here live in peace.

I am a carpenter, and men who work with their
hands are not supposed to notice stull like scenery,
But | notice. As one comaes Lo appreciate a plain but
good woman, | have come to uppreciate this hard
land. Carving out our Jife here has been like plan-
ing rough lumber—it takes sweat and time for



the pattern to show up. But now I love the pattern
—the smell of sage after the rain, and the changing
lights on the cliffs. I love this house, which I
planned and am building myself. It has 19 rooms
and an encircling veranda, and will have French
doors that open . . .

But I can't be sure 1 will ever finish my house.
We at Short Creck know it is Satan who prompts
our enemies. We expect to be persecuted. That
is the Lord's way of testing us. But now that I am
getting a taste of what persecution means—of how
losing a loved one is like stepping suddenly into a
dark hole—will I have the strength to stand firm?

In Kingman, just before the keys rattled in my
cell door, I took out a pocket mirror to see if 1 had
shaved carefully enough to meet my family. Some
of the brethren are growing chin whiskers in the
old-time way, but I think I'd pass for an average,
mild-looking American. My eldest daughter, who
will be ten in December, says I have “dreamy” blue
eyes. That makes me smile, although the word
smacks of outsider slang. My hair is blond and
curly—and so is that of my daughters. One of the
nicest pictures in the world is the sight of my 14
little girls with their peaches-and-cream complex-
ions and natural blonde ringlets, all scrubbed and
starched in their summer dresses, ready for Sunday
school.

My daughters and I get our coloring from our
ancestors, who were British. My grandparents on
both sides were Latter-day Saints—Mormons—
and they stood side by side with Brigham Young
a century ago during thosc carlier persecutions.
After Brigham died, they waiched the church
leaders give in to their persecutors and exchange
the old dream of the State of Deseret, that paradise
all their own, for Utah and union and peace. But
like hundreds of other Mormons, my grandparents
—on both sides—never gave in. Plural marnage
runs strong in my family. My great-grandfather
was one of those early polygamists who served
time in the Utah State Penitentiary. 1 am next to
the oldest of 33 children. My mother had 26 broth-
ers and sisters—although she was the only one to
accept the fullness of the gospel.

Originally my people settled in Millville, a little
town in northern Utah. [ was born there, but
lived for 21 years in Salt Lake City, where 1 grew
up like any Mormon boy. In high school I hated
to diagram sentences and loved to play basketball
—and always I was active in the church. After
high school I was apprenticed to my father, a car-
penter, and later worked at the trade myself, doing
fine cabinetwork and helping to build houses—all
the while continuing with my religious duties.

In 1942, when 1 was twenty-two, 1 married
Margaret Hunter. Margaret, five years my junior,
was an Idaho girl with the same kind of Mormon
background as my own. (She now has two brothers
in the Short Creek group.) Like any other young
Mormon couple in love, we were, married and



sealed to each other for “Time and Eternity.” We
were very happy.

But it was wartime, Shortly after our marnage
I was drafted—and then, within a few months, dis-
charged because of rheumatism. The experience
lasted just long enough to upsel the routing of our
lives. While we were still uprooted Margaret and
I came to realize that something was lacking in our
existence. We both longed for a way to shut out
the hate and evil in the world, to draw closer some-
how to our heavenly Father—io live the gospel
maore fully. After much prayer and study of the
Scriptures we came to see that the only way to live
the gospel spiritually was to live it physically—
which the church had not done since 1890, when
Mormon president Wilford Woodruff issued the
manilesto outlawing polygamy.

The Argument for Plural Marriages

No mortal can set aside a decree of God; the
manifesto was not a revelation but merely a polit-
ical agreement between the heads of the church
and Congress. If plural marriage was once com-
manded of God, it is still commanded of God. The
church had apostatized and gone against the com-
mandment, but that was no excuse for us to do so0.

Therefore, in the spring of 1943 Margaret and 1
moved to Short Creek, 1o join the community of
fundamentalist Mormons. The trip was bricl in
hours, but it spanned an cternity in the changes it
brought in our lives.

The revelation which motivates the people of
Short Creek is clearly set forth in Section 132 of
our Doctrine and Covenants: “1f any man espouse
a virgin and desire to cspousc another, and the
first give her consent, and if he espousc the second,
and they are virgins, and have vowed to no other
man, then is he justified . . . For behold! I reveal
unto you a new and an everlasting covenant; and
if ye abide not that covenant, then are ye damned;
for mo one can rcject this covenant, and be per-
mitted to enter unto my glory . . . All covenants
. . . that are not made . . . and sealed by the Holy
Spirit . . . are of no efficacy.”

To us, the foundation of Mormonism is its
priesthood organization, representing God's au-
thority on earth—the authority He restored in the
spring of 1829 when Peter, James and John ap-
peared to Joseph Smith, the Prophet. It is this
priesthood authority (which the church as a whole
lost with the Manifesto) which directs us, and
which the state of Arizona is now fighting.

Most churches dream of going back to the
bosom of Abraham—and Abraham and other
prophets of the Bible such as Moses, Tacob, David,
and Solomon were polygamists. How can you enler
the glory of Abraham except by living the laws of
Abraham? All Latter-day Saints believe that as we
are now God once was, and as God is now we may
become. That is, perhaps thousands of years from
now, each of us may become a god and, under the
direction of our Saviour, each may create and pop-
ulate his own world. To enter into godhood, we
must live all the laws of the gospel—and to us the
laws of the gospel include plural marriage and the
United Order {we in Short Creek call it the United
Effort, but it means the same: donating all prop-
erty to the community, which, in turn, measures
and supplies the needs of cach member).

Some of the newspapers claimed that we in the
United Effort had gullibly enriched our leaders in
Salt Lake and clsewhere by contributing tithes. Ac-
tually, Short Creek could not have made the grade
without the help of our Salt Lake brethren. This
much 1 will say: living the United Order, as well
as celestial marriage, calls for all a man’s self-
discipline, Loving your neighbor as yourself is not
always casy. But the faithful are rewarded with a
joy that others cannot fathom. 1 know that Mar-

et and myself, once we entered the movement,
elt dedicated.

Those now arrayed against us are trying to put



new minds in our bodies, and it cannot be done. If
some of us have to suffer to give the world our tes-
timony, s0 be it. We can only hope that our chil-
dren, raised in this belief, continue faithful.

Shortly after we settled in Short Creek (and
while Margaret and [ were awaiting the arrival of
our first child), we discussed whom I should take
as second wife, Call her Marie. She was pretty and
bright; she had been a part of our high-school
crowd and she was near Margaret's age. What in-
tercsted us in Marie was that she came from a
background like ours and was idealistic and of an
inguiring mind, I should like to state that she came
1o Short Creck of her own volition, ance [ had writ-
ten her, and that Margaret stood up with us ot our
sacred rite. Of course there was no civil cere-
mony. However, my second sealing was fully as
harmonious as my first. Today Margaret and 1
have five daughters, Maric and I three.

Soon after Marie joined the family my brother
Jay was killed while {elling trees not far from Short
Creck. Seventeen months older than I, Jay seemed
the younger—a good man and true lo the gospel,
but more fun-loving. Jay had taken both his wives
in Salt Lake City. His first wife, whom I'll call
Rayola, is a gay girl with snapping brown eyes. |
courted her before she met Jay, but she probably
found me too much of a sobersides. Girls like
Rayola sometimes find cclestial marriage difficult;
after her first baby was born, Jay took his second
wife, Paity, and Rayola said later: “When Jay first
mentioned Patty [ thought 1'd have to black his
eyes—but you learn to swallow some mighty big
swallows!" ~

Adfter my brother died, I was obligated, accord-
ing to the laws of Isracl under Moses, (o assume
his responsibilitics and take to wife his widows and
“rais¢ unto him a posterity.” 5o Rayola and Paity
were sealed to me—still just one month before my
own first child was born. Rayola already had two
children and Patty one; they now have five children
cach.

Four vears later I took my filth wife, whom
I'll call Alice. A year older than Margaret and
Marie, she was a northern Utah gir with the same
imterests as the others. She, oo, came to Short
Creek and the covenant of her own free will. I now
have two children by Alice. Altogether I have 20
sons and doughters, of whom the eldest (Rayola's
first-bomn, Jay) is twelve, and the youngest is four
months.

At this stage of my story I can anticipate your
question: Can a man love five women at once? I've

heard the question before; always I answer: Can a
man love five children at once, or five friends, or
five brothers and sisters? Show me the monogamous
outsider who has not had a mistress—at least in his
heart. Here in Short Creek we do not love in secret
disgrace, we love in honor; we do not have abor-
tions, we have children,

Mot that we in Short Creek are without faults.
In any family, children quarrel; but I've observed
less quarreling in a large family where each child
nccessarily accepts responsibilities almost from the
moment be is born. As for my wives, show me five
women anywhere who will not harbor some jeal-
ousics. But the revelation charges: “Prepare your
heart.” Until our women have conguered self, they
know better than Lo attempt the covenant.

Wives Trost Hoshband to Do What's Best

Maturally, a great deal depends on the husband,
And although intimate mattérs are my own busi-
ness, as with any decent-minded man, I will say
that [ try to be impartial. You must realize that a
plural family is, above all, a unit. My wives trust
me, A man of our faith never walks the chalk line
a5 does the man with only one wife. [ spend my
time where I'm most needed, perbaps where there
is sickness or trouble. My wives trust me to do
whatever is best for the family as a whole.

Of course, x man has to be something of a dip-
lomat. Even when my families lived separately, 1
rotated my evenings; once a week we met together
at our Home Evening. When you pray and sing
together, air your problems and your grudges, play
games and visit, and afterward sample Marie's
special angel-food cake or Alice’s cream puffs, you
not only have fun—you forge bonds that will en-
dure through éternity.

Naturally a man values his wives for different
qualitics, just as he values his (riends. Perhaps one
wife has pretty hair, and another is wonderful with
the children; perhaps one is witty and keeps him
cheerful, and another brings him closer to God.
Mevertheless, he should be chary in praise as in
blame. We belicve in covering our bodics and we
frown upon make-up; silence itsell is reprooaf
enough if one’s wives come out with short sleeves
or panted faces. If a wifc burns her bread, a man
learns to keep still until she turns out a batch he
can praise.

Fortunately my wives are nearly all of an age,
and good friends. They co-operate cfficicntly, one
handling the sewing for the family. another the
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cooking and so forth. What counts is nol the
number of wives, but the number of uniled
wives, In fact, there are times when I wish
ming would at least get mad at me separately,
instcad of all together.

I suppeose our way of life might secem pious
and boring to you. Actually we have a lot of
fun, although to prevent bedlam, we have cer-
tain routines. It is wonderful to see all my
youngsters in the moming at family prayer,
each kneeling beside his chair at the table, hand
over eyes, while a little one lisps out a plea 1o
God 1o bless “Jay in his arithmetic today . . "
After the prayer there's always a scramble as
the children climb into their chairs. Usually 1
sil at the head of the table with Margaret at my
right, Maric at my left, and my other wives dis-
persed among the kids. Before we eat, one of
the youngsters asks the blessing on the food—
and then confusion! Delieve me, it's a job 10
teach table manners to 20 hungry youngsiers.

A Man Who Has Inherited the Earth

I think it is the evening hours that are most
holy 1o me—the family prayer preceding sup-
per, the twilight story-and-counscl time when
the children are weary from school and play . . .
then bedtime, There is nothing like a houscful
of healthy, happy, sleeping children to make a
man feel that he has inherited the earth and the
fullness thereof!

As a people we have been called many names.
But the cpithet that hurns most s “lascivious.”
In Short Creek we observe a law of strict chas-
tity. We belicve in continence except for pro-
creation, and a wife is honored by her hushand
while expectant and for months after the baby
18 born. 'We have been called immoral—yet you
will never hear the Lord's name taken in vain
in our homes; and you will hear very litle back-
biting or evilspeaking.

Our children are branded as “underprivi-
leged.” Why? None of my 20 children has
ever had a serious illness—just the usual mea-
sles, whooping cough and the like. In lact, with
263 children in our town, we've never had polio
or diphtherin, there are no mentally retarded,
and only one deformed—and he was born else-
where. They say our children are undernour-
ished. Yet on any winler morning a Short
Creek child loads up on hot catmeal, fresh milk
ond eggs, home-baked whole-wheat toast and
jam. Last summer one of my wives put up 2,500
quarts of fruit and vegetables.

It's true that we don’t have much fresh meat,
because we can't afford a decp Irecze; recently
we acquired cold-storage lockers, but because
of the arrests they're nol even unpacked. Bul
once a year we kill snd can a beel, and every
fall we get venison.

We residents of Short Creek have been called
backward. Yet of the four teachers in our grade
school, three are working on their master's de-
grees. Among our housewives are several col-
lege gradunies and three registered nurses,
Almost every family in town owns a piano. We
have movies, and my children are cxperts on
classical music. Short Creek has its own orches-
tra, which includes instruments like the viola
and cello and French horns that the boys taught
themselves to [pln:p from self-instruction books.
Mearly every family in town subscribes to mag-
arines. Last winter, I attended adult-education
classes three evenings a week, studying physi-
clogy, practical science, organic cullure, dra-
malic art and square dancing. We make our own
entertainment, writing, directing and acting in
our own plays and often composing the musical
SCOres,

Also, through the United Effort, the com-
munity has been slowly accumulating material

ions such as a polato-and-grain farm, a
sawmill, a shingle mill, cannery, automobile-
repair shop, dairy herd, (ruit drier and carpeniry
shop. When we can, we men contract for out-
side jobs. Of course these group projects have
had 1o precede home building. Being the Effort

carpenter, [ helped with other homes before 1
could start my own.

I've mentioned my house, but 1I'd like to tell
yvou more about it. It's of ihe finest cimder
blocks, and when it is finished it will have three
storics, 10 bedrooms, a big playreom for the
kids, two kitchens, a sewing room, three bath-
rooms, a dining room, a living room and a den
for me. I've assembled the beds, but our new
kitchen range still sits ounside—and, because
my children begged so hard, 1 stopped shinglin
mrﬂ.n up their ;Fﬁ:'gmund in the garden: a E;ml-
munity swing thal holds séveral little ones at
once, single swings, whirligigs, tecter-totlers,
bars and the dollhouse.

But today I can’t be sure I'll ever finish my
housc—this long dream of my wives—or that
my children will ever again use these swings and
teeter-totters. Our people have known other
pelygamy raids. But they say this time our fam-
lies are to be broken up, our property conlis-
cated—a shameful procedure in a country
whose constitution guarantees every citizen the

ight to worship God according to the dictates
his own conscicnce.

Although we'd been alerted for woeks 1o ox-
peet a raid, it was a shock when it happened,
that unforgettable night of July 26th. When the
lights of those 100 cors came in sight, grinding
over the roads from Fredonin to the east and
Hurricane o the west, we barely hod time to
sct off the dynamite—anaor for retaliation, as t
claim, but as o warning to our women and ki
back in town to get up and dress. At the show-
down | was proud of our people, assaulted by
strange, angry voices, vet standing there in the
schoolvard under the Siars and Siripes, singing
America.

The next doy the siate of Arizona set up ils
Fcrlnh!l: soup kitlchens in a vacant fcld and
orced us to ling up, plate in hand, like so many
relugees. Then we had to hunker down on the
ground, in the sun and the flies, eating tasteless
tood brought from Phoenix—within sight of our
own homes, stocked with fresh garden vepe-
tables, milk, cges. home-haked bread ond the
civilized comlort of chairs and white tablecloths,
They even broke inlo our community stere to
feed us canned stull from our own shelves. Any
deputy could have had the key just by asking.
But no—having declared us criminals, Arizona
had to bust o few locks to prove it

The jniling problem stumped them: Short
Croek has no jail. So they had to incarcerate us
“eriminals” in our church.

Shamed in Presence of His Children

We could laugh at that. But being shamed
before our children was another matter. [ admit
it hurt when the embarrassed deputy entered my
home and read the warrant for my arrest belore
my family. It hit hard to have my children
hear their father accused of “unlawful and no-
torious cohabitation,” "bastardy,” “rebellion™
and “insurrection”—I, Edson Jessop, who in all
my life have never lifted n finger in violence. It
hurt until 1 had 1o blink tears when my little
girls, scared and bewildered, clung to my legs
and cried and kissed me good-by as | climbed
into the deputy’s car 1o go to jail.

But nothing hurt like the home-coming to an
empty hearth—our discovery that the state of
Arizona bad spirited 154 innocent women and
children away to Phoenix just to keep us hus-
bands and fat from aur familiss.

What will be the outcome?

We shall never give up. We have taken our
wives in good faith. Before we abandon them
as concubines and our children as illegitimates
we shall fight the state of Arizona with all our
strength. We shall commit no violence; we'll
passively resist, as Gandhi did.

If God made the heavens and earth, if He
could save the Hebrew children in the fiery fur-
nace and Daniel in the lions' den, cannot He
prompt the courts of America? Our wives and
our children are in His hands. il



ARIZONA| RAIDED SHORT CREEK— WHY?

There'’s no penalty for polygamy in

FOR YEARS the whispers
had been heard in Arizona,
Utah, Idahs and other
Weslern staies: somewhere
fn each of thoso sintes was
a colt of practicing polypa-
mists, men with as many
ay six ar seven wives and
literally dorens of children:
fundamentalist Mormonas,
still adhering to the con-
cepd of plural marriage
that was oollawed by the
U5, Supreme Court and the heads of the Morman
chureh n 1890,

In Fredonia, Arizona, and Hurricane, Unah,
there were more than whispers; there were hard
facts, Midway between those fowms was the
parched, ramshackle, almost innccessible border
community of Short Creek, located in a remote
area first explored in 1860 by the frontier scouts
of Brigham Young, great leader of the Latter-day
Saints. The practice of polygamy had mever
ceased in Short Creek, In 1935, the sate of Ari-
zonia had ralded the community and had ablained
three convictions for “open and notorious miscon-
duct,”™ [n 1944, the Federnl Bureau of Invesligation
hnd raided the town again (along with several other
places in Ultah, daho and Arizonal; there had been
n few maore conviclions. Mevertheless, visliors re-
ported, there were still men in Short Creek with
more than one wife and many children—and the
communily was geowing larger every yvear,

In Kingman, Arizona, seat of Mohave Couniy,
superior court Judge J. W, Faulkner collected some
of the facts, County officinls reported that in hard
it wellare reguests would pour in from the i
Lated litile wvillage—and often n number of wamen
applving for reliel would It the same man as
their husband.

There was another, more disquieting, repon;
some of the wives wene youngsters, thirteen, lour-
leen, ffteen years ald. In Arizona, the age of
consent ks eighteen. Paremts may permit thelr
daughlers to marry at sixteen, bul no younger—
even if the child is pregnant. Pregnancy al that
age is presumptive evidence of statulory rape.

Deeply disturbed, Judge Faulkner brought his
facts 1o the attention of Governor Howard Pyle
in March, 1951, He pointed out that the resi-
denis of Short Creck, living o co-operalive coms
munnl life, considered themselves a “charitable and
philanthropie erganization” wnder the law, and
wernd paying no property taxes—yel were demand-
ing expanded school facilities to fake care of the
community's rapid growth, The population was
increasing not only from normal causes but thraugh
a vigorous recruliment program. Even more trou-
bling were reports that Short Creek was not o
umique community; there were other groups of fun-
damentalist Mormons in Utah, Colorado and 1daho
—and in Mexico and Canada.

Ta Judge Faulkner, plural marriage was lawless,
immaoral and, if allowed to continue, dangerouy—
no matter how sincerely religious in intent. He was
concerned about the children—might they nat be-
come the victima of this archale doctrine?

Aroused, the governor asked the atate legislature
for funds to conduct an investigation, The sate
lawmakers appropriated %10 . and the Burns
Deetective Agency in Loa Angeles was hired for the
job. For several months alter that, the people of
Short Creek, always hard pressed for cash, were
cheered by the proapect of finding work a3 movie
enfras: film scowts had appeared in town, askin
questions, taking photographs and talking o

Governor Pyle

using the region as the wene of a Western thriller.

The movie scouts were Burns agents, quictly
gathering evidence,

Early this vear, Governor Pyle and Altormey
Genernl Ross F. Jones el that the time had come
for nctien, In ithe two years ihat hod elapsed since
Judge Faulkner had spoken to them, Short Creck™s
population hod risen to 368, The commuanity was
[ast becoming the second largest in Mohave County;
residents were predicting s population of 2,000 in
pnother couple of years—which would put Shor
Creck almast in o closs with Kingman, the county
seat, And the lorger the village grew, the harder
it would be 1o break wp the cult.

The Sharl Creek raid was planned for months
—=in strictest secrecy, lest the familics of the
community learn about it and thwart arrest by
drifting oscross the siate line 1o Utah (ih
learncd anyhow, bul did nothing). The $50
appropriation required to finonce the operation
was embodied in an omnibus approprintion bill
and listed us part of the povernor's emergency
fund; only a fow leaders of the legislature knew
what The money was for, Al ong point, o bill
petunlly was drafled appropriating the moncy
for “grosshopper conirol.”

The ernor and niemey gencral of Uiah
were informed of Arizona's plan, and so were
the leaders of the Mormon Church in Solt Lake
City, which had long been embarrassed by the
setivities of the fundamentalists.

Lost July Ist, Arizona’s governor gquictly
irpmsferred the $50,000 fund to the attorncy gen-
eral's olfice and declared that a state of jnaures-
tion exisied in Short Creck—ihe nocessary legnl
siep io justily taking action.

J;'hu: was one big problem: there is no legal

penalty for polyvgamy in Arizona, Both Arizonn
and Uinh had been specifically reguired to
oullaw multiple marriage a3 a condition of
stinchood, back around the twm of the century
— bt when Arizenn’s code of laws was wrillen,
o statule covering penaltied for polygnmy wios
somehow omitted. Adorney General Jones had
1o find other grounds (or proscculing the Shon
Creek group. After some study. he concluded
that the community constituied a conspiracy
ngainst the state.

In 1942, Shont Creck had been legally or-
ganized os the United Effort Plan, a commuing
which claimed ownership of all the properiy
and carnings of its residents—with the excep-
tion of six people wha lived in Short Creck but
were pot members of the fundamentalist sect:
novelist Jomreed Louritzen and his wife, Laurit-
zen's  brother-in=law, Chiffasd Black: Mohave
County sherifls deputy Alphonso Nyborg [(who
was notified of ihe rald in advonce, and wha
helped Brimg it about] and his wife: and Don
Covingten, the town's only bachelor.

The trustees af the United Efort Plan controlled
all its assces, expenditures, membership applica-
tions—and marringes. Mo moan could take a wife
withaut their appraval: the reason, authorities be-
lizve, was to cnoble the elders 1o keep elose watch
of hlood lines and owodd inbreeding in the small
communily. Even so, (amilkes at Short Creek were
thoroughly scrambled, Some men were married to
their wives' daughicrs by previous marsiage. Elghty-
four-yeor-old patrinreh Joseph Smith Jessop (who
died soon after the raid) was the father of 28 chil-
dren, inchuding & four-year-old child who is the
greal-aunt by marriage of another four-year-old
m the communily.

According to the attorney general's office, every
pdult member of the Short Creck United Effort

i Arizonn—bml offieaals el !lll,‘:_'\‘ foumad I|J|-Ell|.}' of grl.lltlllt for action

Plan & a participant in the conspiracy. Under the
blanket conspiracy charge, many counts were listed,
ranging frem sdultery, bigamy and rape to mis-
appropriation of school funds, falsification of
public records and failure to comply with siate
corporation laws. In all, 122 warranis were pre-
parcd—aone for each of the 36 men and 86 women
in the commauminy. .
The Short Creck roid woa o major undertaking
for a siate with so fow law-cnforcement oflicials as
sparsely settled Arzona, Officials figured that two
officers would be needed lor every house in the
community—about 100 men in all. That mennt
ustng virtually the entire state highway patrol, the
couniy sheriff and all the regular and special depu-
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Asst. Avtorney General Poul Ea Prade (1) briefs
raps on siralegy belore 100-mon Short Creck raid

ties he could muster—plus o dezen sate liquor
control alficers borrowed for the occasion.

On the afternoon of Spiurday, July 25th, redis
dents of Williams, Arizona, the assembly point for
the roiders, watched wide-eved as atate highway
patrol cars began flooding into town. Most of the
60 cops thought they were going 1o attend a traflic
wchool. In nddition, there were 30 sherlls depu-
tics, severnl matrons to care for Short Creek's
women and children, and the 12 liquor-control offi-
cers=—=plus a number ol reporiers,

The raiders were bricfed on the plan, Tt was
afer dark when the cors, about 100 in all, began
e move oul of Williams at fve-minute intervals
{or the seven-hour deive (o Shord Creek, The rawul-
ing party was split inlo Iwo groups, one to travel to
the fundamentalist seitlemeant by way of Hurricane,
Lfiah, the other by way of Fredoma, Arizona. A
number of National Guardsmen, on loan for the
raid, and traveling in vehicles with no markings,
would follow to assist in caring for the people of
Short Creek alterward,

In = little willage obout 60 miles from Shorl

By WILEY S. MALONEY

Creek, a Matonal Guard treck with o radio trans-
itter pulled off the road and prepared to relay
communications from Short Creek 10 Phoenix.
Mot far away, a sherils depoty posing as o tele-
phone lineman prepared io cut the phong wine
usied by the fundamentulist community. The plan
wis to cul off all communication 1w the seulke-
ment and 10 block the two poads that might serve
15 CHCAPE ML,

The two caravans, approaching Short Creek
from opposite directions, dimmed their lights
severnl miles oway, then pul them o aliogether
angd groped along the pitted clay roads in black-
feis, There was a moon that night—but it was
in total celipse over Arizonn at 4:30 A the

raid hod been timed for the period when the

carth’s chodow blacked oul tha moon com-
pletely, Just outside the town, the ralders heard
three sharp cxplosions: the people of Short

Creck, tipped ofl that a rald wos planned, had

posted gunrds owshide the settlement, The guards

had set olf dynamite 1o warn the people ihai
the police were coming.

As the raiders entercd Short Creck, all was
confusion, A crowd of men stood in (Font of
it white frame school singing Americn, Re-
porers and photographers milled around, ak-
ing guestions, fashing hulbs, Palice guicily
movied through the town, kaocking on doors.
The radios in the patrol cars ernckled: “This is
Squad I0. We have two girls here. We need
o matromn, "Sju:lr] 12 eniling. We have books,
documents and records. Send up a truek.”

The sun rose on & busy scene, Tents were
going up. Children were starting 1o ling up for
breakfan, under the guldance of the Matonal
Guardsmen. Bacon was frying and there wos
the fragrance of coffee in the still, warm air,

The men of Short Creek living in Arirona
wiere to be separated feom thelr familkes imme-
diately and taken to Kingman until they could
arrange bail. Extrodition wps sought immedi-
ately lor the adults in Ulabh. There were poign-
anl beave-tnkings. One young father appeared
with two litile girls and one of his wives, who
wis helding o boby, “Where ore you go-
ing, DaddyT™ one littke girl asked,

“lust over there” The father grstured
vaguely wward the school and abruptly walked
away. There were tears sircaming down his
sunbumed checks,

For severnl doys after the menfolk left. the
woomnen and ehildren stayed on in Short Creek.

But ihey kept slipping across indo Uiah, mak-
img extradition necessury in some cases. One day.
[0 women and 40 chillren disappeared and
couldn’t be found on either slde af t alate lbne:
nearly 24 hours later they were discovered 10 miles
away In the wilderness, hungry, sick, exhausted,
They had run away with a vague hope thatl friends
would pick them up in trucks and hide them. . . .

The afficials decided lo move the women and
kids 1o Phoeaix, where it would be casier 1o care
for them—and watch them.,

O August 181, in Kingnian, bonds iotaling 543,-
O were posded for the release of the (unda-
mentalng Mormons and they were freed from jail.
They headed back to Short Creek, When they pot
there, their wives omd children were gome. . . .

Trial of the Short Creek group is scheduled for
late this year or early in 1954, Meanwhile the chil-
dren are wards of the state, and plural wives may
mof consart with the children's [athers, {Arizona
suthorities have promised o try 1o keep mothers
and children together,) The ending of the Short
Creck story now rests with the courls, o bk
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Shart Creckers ‘;:|'|.|:|I.|'-t' neaunid Erave of l:.r|||||1|3;| .!nln-:l]: _Tl'l-i-|'||l. who died after raid, Il".:l'll'illl-;
three widows and 22 children ranging in age from & to 4. Edson Jessop is fourth from right




Assi, Altorney General Paul ba Prade (1) briefs
cops on strategy belore 1bman Short Creck eabid



Abave, Natlonal Cuardimea dole sl Tood 16 childres aflter rald. Right, bearded r-l.rilrlh
Joseph Jessap, B4, shown during rabd, dicd sson afterward, mowrning fate of his communiny




Thrae FJ.. (with ane rarcplion, & lslieg nelghbor muinan) are he wiees and elilldres of
Highard Jesmop, There wees & numbar of Jessop Camilies in Bhart Creek, ol of dhein Felaied



