
Free 
The Jesus Factory

 PDF Download

 Scott Lindquist

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/lybXX/The-Jesus-Factory-Scott-Lindquist
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/lybXX/The-Jesus-Factory-Scott-Lindquist
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/lybXX/The-Jesus-Factory-Scott-Lindquist
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/lybXX/The-Jesus-Factory-Scott-Lindquist
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/lybXX/The-Jesus-Factory-Scott-Lindquist


An Adventure Novel of the Spirit that Reveals the Lost Message of the Hidden Apostle. This is

the story of one man's search beyond religious fundamentalism to discover the real meaning of

Christ's message. Out of the ruins of ancient Turkey, comes a new messenger and a new

gospel that will change the world. The Jesus Factory is the story of love, faith, ambition, greed

and power. It reaches into each one of us to our very core; challenging our long-held beliefs

and identity as Christians. In the midst of our own dark night of the soul, we can find hope and

a new spiritual truth, if we have the courage to face our own belief systems. This is the story of

a new journey of faith and a new gospel which was lost. Your journey will bring you face to face

with the lost message of the hidden Apostle. This courageous book will take you to new heights

and fill you with hope as you find your own new spiritual identity.Meet Peter Andrews, a young

handsome charismatic minister and the woman of his dreams, Ann Park. Together, they heard

the call to preach the gospel and save souls for Christ. Peter had everything going for him;

good looks, great personality and a fire in his belly to become the greatest preacher the world

had ever seen. Ann also felt the call to preach, but because she was a woman, she was not

allowed to fulfill her dream. Their story is one of love, tenderness, ambition, tragedy and

redemption. They were happy and content, until they met Jeremiah, and then their world turned

upside down.What would you do if a diabolical presence made you an offer of power, money

and world fame? What choice would you make? When Jesus was tempted, he had the

courage to choose wisely, but what if you had that choice and you didn’t know the offer was

malevolent, but thought God was making the offer. Would you have the courage to choose

wisely?This story reaches into the very darkest corners of the human heart and the motives of

today’s religious power brokers. It is a journey that you won’t soon forget. Do you have the

courage to face your deepest held beliefs to find the real truth?

About the AuthorScott Lindquist, C.P.P., C.P.S. Scott Lindquist is a certified crime prevention

practitioner and crime prevention specialist. He is a graduate of the Florida Crime Prevention

Training Institute, and has written three non-fiction books on rape prevention. He has been

featured internationally in Cosmopolitan magazine (both US & UK) as well as other magazines

in the Caribbean and in Australia. He has given hundreds of crime prevention seminars and

been interviewed on hundreds of TV and radio stations worldwide. He has made it his life's

work to find solutions to violence against women. This new fiction work carries on his

commitment to find solutions to gender injustice at its very core. He is a committed follower of

the Christ and is a member of Unity. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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dreamt of in your philosophy. William Shakespeare, “Hamlet”, Act 1 scene 5 Chapter OneA

Godless Place Even though the Northside State Sanitarium prided itself in a clean and

comfortable environment, free from the traffic and noise of downtown Chicago, it was still a

godless place. The complex of pink stucco buildings once belonged to the Catholic Church. It

had been St. Mary the Divine Hospital and still bore the markings of saints and angels at the

entry gate.Here time had no value and the only allowable God lay in a bed next to you. It was

the perfect place to get away from the world—and from God.Peter sat there on the side of his

bed, staring out the window. It was fall and most of the leaves had already left their branches. A

godless place, there was no more depressing place than the sanitarium in Chicago when it

was cold. The bone-chilling wind off the lake swept through the spires of the city and drained

the color from the sky. During this time, the sun left its orbit and wandered to friendlier

places.Looking at the barren trees, he watched one last leaf fall to the ground. That was him.

He had dropped away from the tree of life. His soul was gone and there was no Son for him

either. He was dead inside. The only thing left was the shell that kept him moving, and it hadn’t

moved from this place in eight months. At five o’clock, the last medications would be given.

Tonight was the night. He had hidden his sleeping pills for weeks; twenty pills, that should do it.

When they gave him his nightly dose he would ask for more water to get them all down. Then

he’d be off to dreamland and Hell. Hell, that’s where people like him went, even if he didn’t

believe in it anymore. He wondered if you could go to a place that you didn’t believe in. He

didn’t know and he didn’t care. He just wanted the pain to stop.For months Peter had sat



silently in his room, staring from the emptiness in his soul into the darkness of the world. He

had been God’s chosen, but now his choice was to end it. He wanted no more gods in his

life.He could hear Nurse Randall’s cart coming down the hall. Every night she brought her tray

of pills and potions, like a peddler selling snake oil. The noise of squeaking wheels and

banging trays was unmistakable. No one liked Nurse Randall, not even during the sanitarium’s

Catholic days. She had the disposition of an aunt that the family tolerated and the children

dreaded. Perhaps it was her size, she was only four feet tall, or her elf-like manner and gravely

voice that gave her the name of the Troll of St. Mary’s.Whatever it was, no one messed with

Nurse Randall, not even the doctors. As Peter braced himself to face her, suddenly the door of

his room opened and Wendy stepped in.“I’m the new assistant. Nurse Randall will be here in a

few minutes. I thought we might get acquainted.”He looked at her and there was something

about her eyes. She looked familiar. Maybe it was the blond hair, the smile; something. Peter

had second thoughts. He wasn’t prepared for this. It was one thing to kill himself in front of

Randall. He didn’t care what that would do to her. But this new one? This girl? He felt

something, some spark of a connection. Was it possible that he felt compassion? He thought

that part of him had died long ago. As she got closer to him, he saw something gleam around

her neck. A gold necklace flashed across his eyes. It was a cross. A sudden spike tore through

his mind like a blinding light in a tunnel. Then she took out a Bible from behind her back and

held it out to him.“I thought this might bring you comfort.” She said.He screamed out in pain,

throwing the Bible on the floor.“Get that crap away from me! Garbage! God damn you! I told

you I want that crap out of here!”With that he started throwing pillows, papers and furniture

around the room. Wendy recoiled in absolute terror. Then he got on his knees and started to rip

the pages out of the Bible. With each page, he screamed;“Lies–—crap—garbage!”Then he

turned on her, looking into her eyes with all the hate and pain of his tormented life…“Get the

hell out of here!”Wendy didn’t have to hear it twice. She threw open the door and rushed out of

the room as lamps and other objects smashed against the door. Once outside, she slammed

her fist on the emergency lock button. The door bolt slid shut and locked Peter inside with his

madness. She turned around and looked inside through the window in the door. Peter was like

an animal, drooling and cursing the air. Randall grabbed Wendy by the shoulder and spun her

around.“You did that! You’re responsible. If you think I’m taking the rap for your stupidity, you’re

plumb out of your mind! Well, don’t just stand there, hit the emergency button.”Wendy ran down

the corridor and pushed the red emergency button, which rang out on all floors. Throughout the

facility, exterior security doors and wings were locked down automatically. The digital warning

lights flashed 132 along with Code Red. All available attendants ran to 132. Once the

attendants pushed their way into the room, Wendy watched them try to subdue him. Peter

screamed and thrashed like a wild animal, throwing himself around the room, she saw pills

tumble out from under his pillow.The attendants knew what to do. The sleeping pills meant that

they had a potential suicide on their hands. They had to make sure he couldn’t hurt himself.

Holding him down, they pinned his arms behind him, while Peter grunted and cursed at them.

Wendy couldn’t understand how a man of God could come to this.Nurse Randall and Dr.

Gaskin rushed in and administered 800 mg of phenobarbital to calm him down and within

seconds the drug started to take effect. Peter started to breathe heavier and his arms and legs

felt numb. The attendants picked him up and tied him to the bed so he couldn’t move. Wendy

couldn’t watch any more. She turned her head away and cried. Get the hell out of here! The

words rang in her head. What did she do wrong?After a few minutes, Gaskin came out of the

room. He was covered in sweat. It had been a hard take-down. He looked at Wendy.“Do you

think I enjoyed that? What the hell happened in there?”“I don’t know, she said, I just started to



talk to him and gave him a Bible.” Gaskin exploded. “Jesus Christ, what the hell were you

thinking? Didn’t you read the chart?”Wendy’s confidence and bravura were gone now. She

answered like a seven year old child,“No.”“In my office. Now!” He said.As she walked down the

corridor to Gaskin’s office, she could feel the stares and judgment of all the nurses and

orderlies that she passed.“In here, Larsen.”Gaskin closed the door after Wendy walked in and

sat down.“I’m so sorry, doctor. I was only trying to help. I didn’t mean to upset him.” Gaskin

tossed the chart at her.“Read, girl.”Gaskin slammed the office door as he left. She looked down

at Peter Andrew’s chart and tried to read, but her eyes filled with tears. All she could think of

was Get the hell out! The words on the chart leaped out at her. Written in red ink was the

warning: Patient is to have no contact with any religious symbols, including crosses, Bibles,

and especially pictures of Jesus.What happened? What happened to him? She spent the next

hour reading Andrew’s chart. There were pictures of his wife, and daughter and something

about a man called Jeremiah. She was shocked at what was written. When she was done, she

slowly closed the cover of Andrew’s chart. Standing up, she walked to the window and looked

out. She wondered how a god, any god could have cursed him so.Dr. Gaskin came in and saw

her looking out the window. “Did you read it?” She nodded, not looking at him.“Now you know.

Now you know why there can’t be any religious symbols anywhere near him. We’ve made

some very important progress, but another setback like this one could put him beyond our

reach.”“I don’t understand.” She said. “How could God do this to him?”“God? God had nothing

to do with it.”“This is such a godless place.” she said“It’s supposed to be a godless place. We

treat the mind with science, not superstition, Miss Larsen.”“I’m sorry—I didn’t…”
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he’d be off to dreamland and Hell. Hell, that’s where people like him went, even if he didn’t

believe in it anymore. He wondered if you could go to a place that you didn’t believe in. He

didn’t know and he didn’t care. He just wanted the pain to stop.For months Peter had sat

silently in his room, staring from the emptiness in his soul into the darkness of the world. He

had been God’s chosen, but now his choice was to end it. He wanted no more gods in his

life.He could hear Nurse Randall’s cart coming down the hall. Every night she brought her tray

of pills and potions, like a peddler selling snake oil. The noise of squeaking wheels and

banging trays was unmistakable. No one liked Nurse Randall, not even during the sanitarium’s

Catholic days. She had the disposition of an aunt that the family tolerated and the children

dreaded. Perhaps it was her size, she was only four feet tall, or her elf-like manner and gravely

voice that gave her the name of the Troll of St. Mary’s.Whatever it was, no one messed with

Nurse Randall, not even the doctors. As Peter braced himself to face her, suddenly the door of

his room opened and Wendy stepped in.“I’m the new assistant. Nurse Randall will be here in a

few minutes. I thought we might get acquainted.”He looked at her and there was something

about her eyes. She looked familiar. Maybe it was the blond hair, the smile; something. Peter

had second thoughts. He wasn’t prepared for this. It was one thing to kill himself in front of

Randall. He didn’t care what that would do to her. But this new one? This girl? He felt

something, some spark of a connection. Was it possible that he felt compassion? He thought

that part of him had died long ago. As she got closer to him, he saw something gleam around

her neck. A gold necklace flashed across his eyes. It was a cross. A sudden spike tore through

his mind like a blinding light in a tunnel. Then she took out a Bible from behind her back and

held it out to him.“I thought this might bring you comfort.” She said.He screamed out in pain,

throwing the Bible on the floor.“Get that crap away from me! Garbage! God damn you! I told

you I want that crap out of here!”With that he started throwing pillows, papers and furniture

around the room. Wendy recoiled in absolute terror. Then he got on his knees and started to rip

the pages out of the Bible. With each page, he screamed;“Lies–—crap—garbage!”Then he

turned on her, looking into her eyes with all the hate and pain of his tormented life…“Get the

hell out of here!”Wendy didn’t have to hear it twice. She threw open the door and rushed out of

the room as lamps and other objects smashed against the door. Once outside, she slammed

her fist on the emergency lock button. The door bolt slid shut and locked Peter inside with his



madness. She turned around and looked inside through the window in the door. Peter was like

an animal, drooling and cursing the air. Randall grabbed Wendy by the shoulder and spun her

around.“You did that! You’re responsible. If you think I’m taking the rap for your stupidity, you’re

plumb out of your mind! Well, don’t just stand there, hit the emergency button.”Wendy ran down

the corridor and pushed the red emergency button, which rang out on all floors. Throughout the

facility, exterior security doors and wings were locked down automatically. The digital warning

lights flashed 132 along with Code Red. All available attendants ran to 132. Once the

attendants pushed their way into the room, Wendy watched them try to subdue him. Peter

screamed and thrashed like a wild animal, throwing himself around the room, she saw pills

tumble out from under his pillow.The attendants knew what to do. The sleeping pills meant that

they had a potential suicide on their hands. They had to make sure he couldn’t hurt himself.

Holding him down, they pinned his arms behind him, while Peter grunted and cursed at them.

Wendy couldn’t understand how a man of God could come to this.Nurse Randall and Dr.

Gaskin rushed in and administered 800 mg of phenobarbital to calm him down and within

seconds the drug started to take effect. Peter started to breathe heavier and his arms and legs

felt numb. The attendants picked him up and tied him to the bed so he couldn’t move. Wendy

couldn’t watch any more. She turned her head away and cried. Get the hell out of here! The

words rang in her head. What did she do wrong?After a few minutes, Gaskin came out of the

room. He was covered in sweat. It had been a hard take-down. He looked at Wendy.“Do you

think I enjoyed that? What the hell happened in there?”“I don’t know, she said, I just started to

talk to him and gave him a Bible.” Gaskin exploded. “Jesus Christ, what the hell were you

thinking? Didn’t you read the chart?”Wendy’s confidence and bravura were gone now. She

answered like a seven year old child,“No.”“In my office. Now!” He said.As she walked down the

corridor to Gaskin’s office, she could feel the stares and judgment of all the nurses and

orderlies that she passed.“In here, Larsen.”Gaskin closed the door after Wendy walked in and

sat down.“I’m so sorry, doctor. I was only trying to help. I didn’t mean to upset him.” Gaskin

tossed the chart at her.“Read, girl.”Gaskin slammed the office door as he left. She looked down

at Peter Andrew’s chart and tried to read, but her eyes filled with tears. All she could think of

was Get the hell out! The words on the chart leaped out at her. Written in red ink was the

warning: Patient is to have no contact with any religious symbols, including crosses, Bibles,

and especially pictures of Jesus.What happened? What happened to him? She spent the next

hour reading Andrew’s chart. There were pictures of his wife, and daughter and something

about a man called Jeremiah. She was shocked at what was written. When she was done, she

slowly closed the cover of Andrew’s chart. Standing up, she walked to the window and looked

out. She wondered how a god, any god could have cursed him so.Dr. Gaskin came in and saw

her looking out the window. “Did you read it?” She nodded, not looking at him.“Now you know.

Now you know why there can’t be any religious symbols anywhere near him. We’ve made

some very important progress, but another setback like this one could put him beyond our

reach.”“I don’t understand.” She said. “How could God do this to him?”“God? God had nothing

to do with it.”“This is such a godless place.” she said“It’s supposed to be a godless place. We

treat the mind with science, not superstition, Miss Larsen.”“I’m sorry—I didn’t…”“Look, Wendy.

When the Catholics owned this place, God was a part of everything they did. There were saints

and crosses and pictures of Jesus everywhere, but now that the state owns it, most of that stuff

is gone. It has to be.”Wendy felt the whole weight of judgment and her stupidity well up inside

her. Taking a tissue out of her pocket, she wiped the tears from her eyes. “When I came here, I

thought I could make a difference. You know, when they hired me to use my journalism

education to try to get the patients to open up and write their stories, I thought I could help.



Now I don’t know if I belong here.”“You were hired on a part-time basis as a favor to a friend of

your family, Dr. Williams; a classmate of mine at the University of Chicago. Don’t think we don’t

need you here. You can be of great help to these patients. You want to be a journalist, a news

anchor, and one day I’m sure, in your fondest dreams, to win a Pulitzer or something,

right?”Hearing her own fantasies come from Dr. Gaskin, she had to laugh. “Pretty stupid,

huh?”“No, not stupid at all.”“He told me to get the hell out. When I was young, I stood up to my

minister when the church condemned gays. I kept asking questions about homosexuality, and

when I wouldn’t let up, Reverend Johnson threw me out of the church. He said the same thing

—get the hell out. I told him that’s what I was trying to do, to get the Hell out of his

church.”Gaskin had to laugh. “You see, even then you had guts. That’s the kind of courage that

you’ll need as a reporter.”“I didn’t show much courage tonight.”“You showed determination and

a desire to help one Peter Andrews, but you lacked one very important thing.”“What was

that?”“You didn’t do your research. If you had, you would have known what to do and what not

to do for Peter Andrews.”“Research—I’ll remember that.”Wendy left the office. Outside in the

hall, she stopped, then turned around and went back to Andrew’s room to see if he was all

right. She stood outside his room and peered through the window in the door. He lay on the

bed with his arms tied to the rails. They had even put a cloth in his mouth so he wouldn’t bite

his tongue.As she stood there leaning against the wall, she thought hard about what Gaskin

had said, that God had nothing to do with what happened to Peter Andrews. She shook her

head and said, “No, God had everything to do with it!”Sitting in the sanitarium cafeteria, she

tried to eat her dinner, but her stomach felt like a Gordian knot. She had to cut through all this

stuff about God and help him. She was determined to learn all she could about Peter Andrews.

This was research and she was going to master it.Wendy spent the next three nights during

her dinner hours, reading all about Andrews in magazines, newspaper articles and the Internet.

He had reached the top, making the covers of Time, Newsweek and Christianity Today, no

small feat for a man of thirty. They were all early articles that gave no clue as to what happened

to him or why he was here. He was young and blond, with a charismatic personality and the

body of a California surfer. But his most striking feature was that he was a powerful speaker.

He could wrap an audience around his finger with the emotional peaks and valleys that made

their spirits soar. In those golden days, he had a fire in his belly. Part preacher and part rock

star. The press even dubbed him Reverend Hunk. He was at the top of his game. But that was

all gone now. What really happened to Peter Andrews?The next night, about eight o’clock, she

slowly opened the door and slipped inside his room. He seemed to be sleeping. She walked

over to his bed and looked down at him. He was so handsome and yet so vulnerable. His head

was covered in sweat. She went to the sink and wet a washcloth. She felt so sorry for him. As

she started to mop his brow and face, his eyes opened. She stopped, waiting to see how he

would react. When he didn’t move, she said,“I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I didn’t mean to upset

you.”As he looked in her eyes, he felt something. As she stroked his head, his eyes closed and

he drifted off. His mind didn’t know if he was alive or dead, but at least he was at peace.For the

next week, she kept her distance, not wanting to disturb him. Finally after repeated requests,

Gaskin finally relented and said she could have some limited contact with him.The next day,

most of the non-violent patients were allowed into the courtyard. Today it was unseasonably

warm and the walls around the courtyard kept out the wind, which was always cold. As Peter

sat there drowsing, he felt a warm hand on his shoulders. He opened his eyes to see Wendy

adjusting a blanket around his shoulders.“I brought you your lunch out here.”With that she put a

tray of food in front of him. He looked down and saw chicken and rice. She continued to talk

and help him eat, but try as she might, he wouldn’t eat the rice. He said nothing, but she



noticed a tear coming down his face. She reached down and touched his hand. His eyes

closed and with a deep breath his troubled mind took him back to happier times and

Ann. Chapter TwoWoman, Know Thy Place The Richland Theological Seminary was the poor

man’s school for young ministers. Its history developed from the Methodist tradition. In 1987, it

had faced a schism between the Evangelicals and the Moderates. The Moderates won, but

everyone knew they couldn’t keep power for long. There was a sense that a strong

fundamentalist wave was coming. Two professors were targeted. Doctor Linda Price, a

perceived feminist theologian who referred to God as both male and female, and Doctor

Edward Jeffers, a liberal professor who had the courage to look at the creation story in an

entirely different light. His explanation that the origin of the Garden of Eden story was an

ancient fable about civilization so shocked the students on the first day of class that two young

girls fled the classroom in tears.“I know this information is shocking to you students who have

always, like children, believed the pleasant little Garden of Eden story, but the truth is that

many historians believe the tale originated in Sumer, which is now Iraq. The origin of the story

came from many stories and legends that were used to explain the creation of man and

woman and the beginning of life.Let’s look at some of these stories; in one story, there was a

naked primitive savage, who had been raised by wild animals. After a time, he became like the

other wild beasts and could neither talk nor communicate with humans. His body, though

naked, was covered with fur like an animal. Now when he came into the village to steal food, he

frightened the people, so the elders determined that a young woman should be sent out to

speak to him and perhaps get him to stop. But when she went to him, she fell in love with him

and he with her. Their love changed him and made him tame. Then all of his fur dropped off of

his body. He followed her back to the village and became a peaceful member of the village, i.e.,

he became civilized.”“Professor, you’re not saying this was a historical fact, are you?” asked

Peter.“Of course not; this is just a symbolic tale of how ancient people explained how savage

man became civilized. They believed that when the man marries and forms a family, he

becomes less like an animal, less violent. I believe that the American West became civilized

when women and families moved into the rural areas. Their migration eventually brought

churches and schools and more permanent towns. When this happened, the saloons became

less popular and the undesirable cowboys, drunks and prostitutes were eventually driven out. It

is the common belief that guns tamed the West, but I think it was women and children who

really brought civilization and tamed the frontier.”“What about the Devil, Professor? Isn’t the

Garden of Eden story a story about temptation and sin?” asked Peter.“Peter, the serpent was

never identified as the Devil until much later. In ancient mythology, serpents were gods and

stood for wisdom; in fact, the serpent was also the symbol of the Goddess. When the early

church fathers wanted to eliminate the appeal of the various nature cults and pagan religions,

they made the snake symbol into something evil. The other part of this story is the issue of the

veneration of Mary. Many pagans were drawn into the new Christian religion because they

could transfer their veneration from the Goddess to Mary. The most important thing to

remember,” Jeffers said, “is that the Creation story is a myth and was never meant to be taken

literally. If you take it as actual fact, then there are too many inconsistencies that just don’t

make sense.”“I have a question, professor.” asked Ann“Go ahead, Miss Parks.”“What about the

story of Cain going into the Land of Nod to find his wife. If Adam and Eve and Cain and Abel

were the only humans, where did she come from?”Jeffers had to laugh. “Oh, what a tangled

web we weave, when we believe the Bible literally. This is one of the inconsistencies that I

spoke of. In reality, none of this matters. If you understand that it’s an allegory that was written

by very primitive man to make sense of how we all got here…”Ann had to interrupt. “Then I



have to ask why, if this is just a fairy tale, why has the church used this and other parts of the

Bible to justify their subjugation of women.”That remark prompted boos and jeers from some of

the male students. Jeffers stepped in.“Stop that! Stop that at once. We’ll have none of that in

my class, do you understand? She has every right to ask the question. Go ahead, Miss

Parks.”“Thank you, Professor. As I was saying, even today, when a woman feels like God has

called her to the ministry, she is shut out because of prejudice and bigotry.” Ann was visibly

upset and on the verge of crying.“Miss Parks, I understand you’re upset. Why don’t you see me

after class and maybe I can explain all this to you.”“All right,” she said.“Now I want to make one

final statement about taking the Bible as the literal word of God. Anyone who believes that

every word of the Bible is the divine word of God and a factual reality will inevitably create

ridicule from historians and people who think.“But Professor, shouldn’t we defend the Bible as

the word of God?” Peter asked.“There is no need to get caught up in defending the Bible if you

really understand it. Unfortunately, most ministers today are totally ignorant of its history and its

complexities, and what’s worse, they have no desire to learn. That’s all for today. Class

dismissed.”After the students left, Jeffers closed the door and sat down to talk to Ann. She was

still visibly shaking. She wiped her face with her handkerchief, took a deep breath and seemed

to calm down. Jeffers went over to the water fountain in the rear of his class and poured her a

glass of water. He handed it to her and sat down. “Are you all right now?”“Yes, professor, I’m

better. You see, I wanted to be a minister, too, but the administration here won’t let me take the

necessary courses to be ordained.”“You know Ann, most ministers and church administrators

believe that the church has always kept women from ministry because Jesus wasn’t married,

and then there’s the scripture from Paul in First Timothy.” Jeffers thumbed through his Bible

until he found the verse:Let a woman learn in silence with all submission. And do not permit a

woman to teach or to have authority over a man, but to be in silence. For Adam was formed

first, then Eve. And Adam was not deceived, but the woman being deceived, fell into

transgression.“With all due respect, Professor, Paul was misunderstood. He was influenced by

the Greeks, and the Greeks under Aristotle believed that a female was nothing more than a

deformed male. Aristotle’s ideas about women had colored all of Greek society and eventually

found their way into the foundations of European culture. If we really understood the history

and the culture of that time, Paul’s time, we would know that he was really not prejudiced

against women at all. But we take Paul’s writings out of context, and besides, who knows if he

really wrote all those things anyway.”“I can see you have some very strong views on this

subject. You’ve done your research, haven’t you?” said Jeffers“Yes, I also know that the Jewish

society, as well as much of the ancient world, with the exception of Egypt, was also against

women having any power at that time. You know, it really makes me mad to think that in most

churches, it’s women who do the bulk of the work. If it wasn’t for them, these churches would

fail, and yet for all their devotion and work, they are still second class Christians.”“Ann, I must

say you’re absolutely right, but unfortunately it doesn’t make any difference. There’s no way

that this denomination is going to change their views of women, not with the fundamentalists

taking over.”Ann thought for the longest time. She was trapped in an organization that refused

to change. In her heart, she knew it was all a waste of time. “I suppose you’re right, but it still

makes me mad.”“You know, there are other jobs in the church for women: education, music,

church administration…”“You don’t understand, do you? I was called to be a minister, just like

you or any man out there. God made me a female, and God called me to preach. Now you

explain that!”With that, Ann stormed out of Jeffer’s classroom. As she left, he thought long and

hard about her. She was right, and he knew it. He walked over to the window and watched her

walk across the campus. Jeffers had to admit it. “This is why Christianity is in trouble. When we



continually keep talented, thinking women like that out of ministry. God help us.”Peter had

heard Ann’s remarks, but didn’t really get a good look at her. When he thought about her

remarks, it did make sense to him. The information about the Garden of Eden made him feel a

little empty as his childhood story of creation and the birth of sin seemed to get smashed

against the footstone of logic and historical reality.The turmoil that surrounded Jeffers was

nothing compared to the downright hate that some students felt toward Dr. Price. What was

most shocking to Peter was how there were just as many women as men that were angered by

her reference to God as being as much female as male. It was hard to argue with her logic that

since God was a spirit; how could we state that a spirit was a male?

Gary J Arnold, “a True Myth!. This is my first time reviewing a book, and "The Jesus Factory" is

Scott Lindquist's first work of fiction. I can only hope that my review gives the book the justice it

deserves...which is much.I would like to begin by giving the context from which I am reviewing

"The Jesus Factory". The last twenty one years of my and my family's lives has been an

interesting odyssey through various denominations of mainstream conservative, evangelical

Christianity, from an independent charismatic church where manifesting the "gifts of the Spirit"

in general, and "speaking in tongues" in particular, was all but a prerequisite of membership, to

a small Southern Baptist church, where I became a cog in the "Churchianity machine" by

becoming the Adult Sunday School teacher and being ordained as a deacon, to a modern

"seeker-friendly" mega-church entertainment extravaganza venue where the only participation

necessary was to sit back and watch the show (be polite, and silence your cell phones, please.

And don't forget to give freely and abundantly to our new community center and sports arena

building campaign when the offering basket is passed...)! The latest and last leg of our journey

through orthodox protestant Churchianity has been in a small, ultra-conservative,

predominately right-wing Anglican congregation, where the only liberality smiled upon is in your

level of offerings. As I said, it has been interesting. While orthodox Christianity has had it's

place and time in my overall spiritual journey through this life, the Great Creator Spirit has led

me, over the last few months, along a different path of spiritual discovery, enlightenment, and

fulfillment. As a result, I can, to some degree, identify with the main character in "The Jesus

Factory", Peter. That is the vantage point of my spiritual journey from which I experienced Scott

Lindquist's first, but hopefully not last, work of spiritual fiction. I should also mention that I was

concurrently reading two other books while I read "The Jesus Factory", both sharing a very

similar spiritual flavor. One was a book about the interspiritual blending of Christianity and

modern neo-paganism, while the other was the autobiographical story of the author's personal

spiritual awakening to authentic relationship with his Creator outside the confines of the rigid

belief structure of evangelical churchianity.Mr. Lindquist's The Jesus Factory" was, of the three

books, the only work of fiction. Like the other two books, The Jesus Factory" is very

informational. There is much cultural, historical, and spiritual truth packed into "The Jesus

Factory"...much true "soul food", but these truths are woven into the framework of a fictional

story, which places it in the realm of myth. We are trained, in our 21st century minds, to equate

the word `myth" with falsehood, fairy-tales, or, at the very best, primitive stories told by

indigenous peoples to explain the forces of nature at work around them, for which they have no

scientific understanding. We understand" myth" to be synonymous Greek gods or urban
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legends... Zeus or Bigfoot. "Myth", however, can also be used to denote a body of religious

belief, or a story conveying a universal or archetypal human experience. "True Myth" uses a

creative framework to communicate timeless spiritual truth, and Mr. Lindquist's" The Jesus

Factory" is a "true myth". It is a rich parable woven with the threads of the archetypal quest for

spiritual truth and enlightenment. The same "true mythic" theme can be seen in the story,

contained in the Gospels, of Jesus going out into the wilderness to fast and pray (and

experience temptation) for forty days and nights.If I say that " The Jesus Factory" is a mythic

story, however, please don't mistake that for meaning that it is stereotypical or irrelevant to our

21st century life experience, for it is anything but. It is a story very relevant to America's current

cultural and religious landscape, and is far from being stereotypical. To be honest, I

approached reading " The Jesus Factory" as I do many things in life, hoping for the best while

expecting the worst. (I have a very low tolerance for "religious fiction" thanks to the abysmal

"Left Behind" series popular a few years ago.) Mr. Lindquist deals honestly and thoughtfully

with difficult family, societal, and religious issues that have no easy answers, and sometimes

no happy endings on this side of eternity. His passion for women's equality and empowerment

is obvious, as well as contagious, without dragging the storyline into an "all men are sexist

pigs" mentality. In fact, if I had to identify one main shortcoming in " The Jesus Factory", it

would be that perhaps Mr. Lindquist did not explore and explain fully enough how the

repression and exploitation of the feminine, in our culture in general, but more specifically in

our religious organizations, hurts not only women but also severely handicaps and weakens

the roles of women and men alike. If one part of society suffers, the whole suffers no less.That

being said, I can wholeheartedly say that " The Jesus Factory" is an enlightening, educational,

and reaffirming (though sometimes emotionally difficult to read) book that I would lovingly

share and recommend to all spirits having a human experience.”

Joe D. Edmiston, “Truly Enjoyable. I'm a bit of a nut when it comes to religious themed fiction,

and this book did not disappoint.  Such a well developed story line.”

Dr. Steve McSwain, “Fictional but hardly fiction. Scott has written a most remarkable novel. I'm

not sure how our paths crossed but I'm glad they did. As an author myself of non-fiction books,

I've been intrigued for years by those with the capacity to write fiction. When I first picked up

The Jesus Factory I wondered, "What kind of book could this be? Will it be good? Have a

message? Be worth my time?"By chapter three, I was hooked. I think I finished reading it in

two sittings. Could hardly put it down. Why? Because, while Scott has written a fictional book,

it's anything but fictional. His principal character, Pete, could have been named Steve

McSwain. In so many remarkable ways, the story of Pete is my own story. Indeed, the

circumstances and situations are all different, but the challenges in finding his higher self and

awakening to the Divine presence beyond the trappings of religion gone mad is my own

story.The American Religious Identification Survey says there are 34 million Americans who've

left organized religion. Most of these are former members of Christian churches all across

America. Many of them have been deeply wounded by the madness that is so much of the

Christian faith today. Caught up in rigid, legalistic dogmas and doctrines, an insistence among

the varied traditions that they are right which by implication means everyone else is wrong,

these Christians have left. But, the remarkable thing is, most of them have not left or given up

their hunger for a spiritual connectedness.In this remarkable story, Pete gets caught up in this

same kind of madness but, in the end...well...you'll just have to read it for yourself. Thank you

to God for allowing my path to cross that of Scott. Read this book. You'll find yourself in it and



you'll find healing through it.  Blessings.”

Vernon Morgan, “A Dynamic Psycho-Spiritual Adventure. I just finished reading your

sensational new book, "The Jesus Factory". I was only going to read a few chapters, but was

continually drawn into the mystery and ended up staying up almost all night to finish it. As an

avid reader of psycho-spiritual writing, it was a pleasant experience to not only be entertained

but given a wonderful opportunity to check into my personal priorities in my spiritual life. At first

the title seemed to isolate it into just another religious book about Jesus, but it takes the reader

way beyond that. In my life I have encountered many levels of the practice of Christianity. One

is someone who was raised into it without any exposure to other paths. The second is

someone who encountered a personal challenge and in the process of seeking for an answer

became totally absorbed into a Christian community, many times lead by a charismatic leader.

The third is what I would refer to as an "Authentic Christian", one that is sincere and does not

take everything in like a sponge, but challenges and questions like the Apostle "Thomas". Any

"Authentic Christian" will be moved and stronger in their quest, by reading this exploration into

the human drama of Spiritual Congruency. Well done, I look forward to seeing how the

"Authentic" mission develops in hopefully a full series of Psycho-Spiritual novels.SincerelyDr.

Vern MorganDestranologist”

Risi Finni, “AN EXCELLENT BOOK!. I recommend this book to anyone with an open mind, like

myself, who has either had difficulty in coming to terms with Christian dogma, and/or the

Christian portrayal of Jesus being God - and both (as well as 'the devil') becoming a massive

industry; or is simply in need of some 'truth knowledge'.Well done, Mr Linquist, you're depth of

knowledge is enticing, and encourages further research. Your storyline, stimulating, and fresh,

making this a 'must read' for anybody interested in truth, as opposed to fiction - even though,

the truth here, is presented in novel-form.Brilliant!Mama Y”

The book by Scott Lindquist has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 17 people have provided feedback.
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