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It has been said that the love of power is the most TEMPI‘E
fundamental of all human motives. Driven by an

insatiable desire to control his followers, Jim Jones pE“plE’s 'loHB

tormented, twisted, and taunted his “family” until
they submitted their wills, their bodies, their minds
and spirits to his brutal tyranny.

No novelist could conceive a more demented plot
or devise a story so gruesome and strange. Thisis the
grim and shocking account of Jonestown—and why
it happened. Here is Jim Jones from a new
perspective, with insights into how and why this
former choirboy and ordained minister has found his
place in history’s gallery of madmen. More
importantly, it is the story of a follower who
questioned—and found the truth.

Under the People’s Temple pavilion in Guyana
there is a fitting epitaph for the victims of Jim Jones’s
brand of religion. It says simply, “Those who do not
remember the past are condemned to repeat it.”
This book was written with that thought in mind—so
that the world would remember Jonestown and,
through greater understanding, never permit a
repetition of its atrocities.
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“There’s Going To
Be a Mass Suicide!”

On Saturday evening, November 18, 1978, my
wife and I were watching the NBC special “Heroes
of the Bible.” Suddenly the program was
interrupted. “We have an NBC news bulletin.
There is an unconfirmed report of a shooting
incident in Guyana, South America. The report
states that unknown persons fired on California
Congressman Leo Ryan and members of his party as
they attempted to board their aircraft at the Port
Kaituma Airstrip. It is believed that NBC reporter
Don Harris was killed. Congressman Ryan was
visiting Guyana to investigate a California religious
cult which had established a commune there. NBC
will keep you advised of any further developments in
the story.”
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I jumped from my chair and grabbed my head, “O
dear Jesus. O God, you've got to do something.
Now!”

My wife, Vicki, stayed glued to the television as if
another news report would come back on. “Calm
down,” she said. “Calm down.”

“My sister and my mother are down there,” 1
shouted back. “The suicide pact! Remember? The
suicide pact. I've got to get down there. Get my
clothes together.”

“Stop it! Stop it!” she screamed. The suicide pact.
It was all so preposterous. I had told her before but
to what extent she believed me I never knew. I
rushed into the bedroom throwing clothes madly
into a suitcase. “Where are you going?” she asked,
following me back to the door.

“To the Portland airport,” I snapped. “T've got to
get to South America before they kill themselves.”

“Wait! Phil, honey, please. Wait! Call someone
first.” Vicki pleaded with me and then to stall for
time she said, “Make a reservation. Maybe you
won't get on.”

We have an office in our home. I went in, sat
down, massaged my head and tried to think. Calm
down. Vicki’s first words seemed to just reach my
conscious level. All right, calm, calm, easy does it.
You have a pretty wild story. At best nobody will
believe you but if you sound too excited you'll
definitely get nowhere. Anyway, you can’t get to
South America in time to do anything.

2

PEOPLE'S TEMPLE—PEOPLE’S TOMB

Vicki stared at me anxiously, “What are you going
to do?” ;

I looked back and smiled, “Relax, I'm okay now.
I'm going to call San Francisco.”

The Human Freedom Center in Berkeley,
California knew all about Jim Jones. It was made up
of Jones’s ex-cult members who lived with fear but
also a determination to expose the sordid affairs of the
People’s Temple. During my long, frightening, and
lonely investigation of Jones they had provided
priceless information. They had also been very
frustrating. Some suspected me of being a Jones
counter-agent. All of us ex-members carried a little
remnant of the paranoia Jones instilled in us. We
could not get rid of it. I finished my conversation
with Berkeley and then hung up.

“It’s true,” I told her. “They confirmed it. There
are several dead and wounded. Listen, Vicki, you
may not believe me but that suicide pact is real. I
was a part of that cult. It's real. Whatever he says
goes. There are going to be thousands of deaths.

I talked to information and then dialed the White
House. “Hello [stay calm, I told myself], there’s
been a shooting in Guyana.”

A young man spoke on the other end of the line,
“Yes, so what?”

“Well, this will be very hard to believe,” I said,
“but there is a cult involved in this and they have a
suicide pact. If anything on the outside threatens
this cult, they'll all kill themselves. There are going
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to be hundreds of dead bodies tomorrow morning.”

The young man at the White House broke into
laughter and then, click!

I hung up. Vicki stared at me, “What happened?”

“He laughed and hung up on me.”

Vicki looked at my untouched iced tea, then back
to me, "Well, it was pretty stupid, phoning the
White House.”

“Yeah,” I said. Then I dialed the White House
again. “Waitl Don’t hang up! Don’t hang up! Listen
tome,” I pleaded. “T'm the man you just talked to.
Listen, I've had correspondence with one of the
president’s aides on this cult. I've been pleading
with him to direct the justice department to
investigate them. They are involved interstate and
international. It's not out of their field. And one of
the presidential aides talked to me personally during
a trip out here in Oregon and he promised to show
the president the information. Look, I know this
sounds stupid, but this is for real. A lot of people will
be dead. Hello? Are you there?”

There was a long pause before the voice at the
White House spoke. “Look, I've got things to do, all
right?” Click!

I must have looked pitiful. I could see Vicki’s face
reflecting my own. I dialed the White House again.
“You don’t understand. There’s a madman over
there. I've been investigating him for years. Listen,
I'm a businessman in Portland, Oregon. I'm not an
idiot. I know you don’t just call up the president, but
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put yourself in my shoes. This is going to be a big
incident. There will be many ramifications—even
political ramifications. The president’s wife called
Jones up on the platform and shook his hand at a
mass rally in San Francisco. The president should be
informed, at least informed.”

“Okay,” the voice at the White House said. "Call
the state department.”

“But surely vou have an aide at the White House,
someone who could take the information and make a
decision about its importance. That's why I called.
There’s not much time. I can’t just start with a night
watchman at the state department and work my way
up. Please!”

“Call the state department:™

“What's the number? How do I reach them?”

“I don’t know.” Click!

For the third time the White House had hung up
on me. I dialed information and reached a night
clerk at state. “This is life and death,” I pleaded. “T
have inside information that might help.”

“There’s no one here to talk to you,” the man said.
“I can’t get anyone at this hour. Call the FBL.”

I hung up and then took a big drink of the iced tea.
For the first time since the news bulletin I let out a
big sigh and slumped back in my desk chair. I felt
exhausted. Vicki began to rub my shoulders and

neck. From the other room came cheers from the TV
set. David had just killed Goliath. Vicki began to cry
now. “I hate to see you this way,” she said.
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“Vicki,” T said, “my mother and my sister are
down there. I know what is going to happen. I have
to stop it.” I slumped on the desk and began
weeping. And then slowly I began to get more
strength. I felt anger.

Maybe Guyana is too far away, but someone else’s
mother and sister are in the People’s Temple in San
Francisco. God, I'll make a deal. I'll get the police
into San Francisco to some of those people if you'll
get someone else into Guyana and save my mother
and sister. Please God. I'll doanythingin my power.
An hour later I called the FBI.

“There’s a madman down there,” I explained. The
FBI listened patiently to my story.

“Are you sure there’s been a shooting in Guyana?”
the voice asked.

“Am I sure?” I shouted back incredulously. “You
mean you don’t even know that?”

“Let me check,” he said.

An Agent Rasher returned to the phone this time.

“And there’s going to be a mass suicide,” I
explained. “It will happen in Guyana and it will
happen in San Francisco.”

“What do you expect me to do?” Rasher asked.

“Get in there!” I shouted. “Break into the
People’s Temple in San Francisco. I can get you
affidavits for probable cause, I can show the
interstate connection. Get the FBI in and secure the
place, confiscate weapons and poisons. I know
where they stash the stuff.”

PEOPLE'S TEMPLE—FPEOPLE'S TOMB

“You know we're in a different time zone, " Rasher

aid.
Sﬂu“Yes!_IEhlt this is an emergency. You've got to get
someone into the temple.”

Rasher paused and then gave me a telephone
number. “This is Mr. Bushnell, Deputy Assistant
Secretary to Latin American Affairs. Give him a
call.”

I reached Bushnell immediately. “You know
about the Jim Jones cult and you know about the
shooting?”

“Yes,” Bushnell replied. “We've set up a
command center for Guyana.” There was some noise
in the background. “Just a minute Mr. Kerns, stand
by.” He returned to the phone moments !atelz;
“We've just got a confirmation. Leo Ryan is dead.

“Listen,” I said. “It’s not going to end there.
Congressman Ryan and the reporters who are dead
are only the beginning. Jones will kill them all. He
will convince them to die with him. There’s going to
be a mass suicide!”

My wife looked at me and cringed. I was not
arﬁc;ﬂating very well. I sounded crazy.

“Well, who is this Jim Jones?” Bushnell asked.

I paused—calm yourself, I thought, easy does i't.
“Jones is a preacher,” I said, “and a Socialist. Onlyin
the last few years he’s been more Socialist than
preacher. He's done a lot of good with drug addj,cts,
with the poor, with people in prison, but he’s a
demagogue. He has a messianic complex and he

7




PEOPLE'S TEMPLE—PEOPLE’S TOMB

rules his followers like God.

“Listen, Mr. Bushnell, I was in the cult. Jenes has
gone crazy. They do anything he tells them. In a
public meeting he ordered a man to pull his pants
down and grab his ankles to show his rear to the
whole congregation. Then Jones said, ‘T had sex with
this man and he gave me a rash.” Mr. Bushnell, I'm
sorry this is so crude.”

My wife shot me a disapproving glance.

“Once his marriage committee decided to break
up a couple in love,” I explained. “He ordered the
girl to have sex with another man before an audience
of a thousand. The man’s crazy. I'm sorry to have to
be so crude but now I'm sure you can believe me that
if he says kill yourself, they will do it!”

“Calm down,” Vicki whispered. Once again she
began to rub my back and neck. “Calm down.” Mr.
Bushnell waited silently on the line.

“He had public beatings in the church,” 1
continued. “T was in the cult for years. I began to
question things and there were some mysterious
deaths. Finally a young man was killed. I know he
was murdered. He was a teenager and he was
carrying thousands of dollars. They tampered with
his medical charts. The mother wanted an
investigation but they blocked it.”

Mr. Bushnell was silent. I felt sick. I was not
convincing. I sounded scatterbrained. I was too
excited.

“You've got to believe me. I've been investigating
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this guy for years. Jones personally th1?eatened to l,dll
me. I've interviewed hundreds of people. I1ve
walked a thousand miles back and ft?rth across San
Francisco.” Then I remembered, “There was an
article in Newsweek. You could have researchers get
it for you and newspaper accounts in the San
ancis;co Examiner. He was referred to as a murder
suspect, and accused of jury tampering.

“Listen, Mr. Bushnell, these people have
practiced mass suicide. They rehearse it like a fire
drill over and over. If we act now we can save some
lives. Pleasel”

Mr. Bushnell spoke at last. He spoke very softly,
“This is really hard to believe.” :

I sighed from exhaustion. Laughter came from the
Johnny Carson show in the other room. I’t must be
really late in Washington, D.C. “Yes, it’s hal"‘d to
believe.” I looked at Vicki. She turned away. “Mr.
Bushnell, if I were in your shoes I wouldn’t believe
me either, but what are you going to do? I can get
you evidence. There are people like myself who will
sign affidavits. We can get probable cause th‘flf a
crime will be committed and they can break into
People’s Temple and save some lives.” :

Mr. Bushnell replied, “I didn’t know about th:Es
mass suicide thing. We know very little abou t“tl,us
whole affair.” Then suddenly he snapped, “T'm
sorry, L have an urgent call comingin.” He hun:g up.

I looked at Vicki. She had dozed briefly in the
other room. Now she stood propped up against the
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office doorway with another glass of iced tea for me.
"Did they know about the mass suicide?”

“No,” I admitted. “But Vicki, it’s true, honey.”

I called the state department back. Mr. Bushnell
came on the line. “I've notified the FBI and I gave
them your story.”

“Okay,” I answered. “Here’s what we've got to
do. We've got to get a warrant and break into Jones's
temple in San Francisco and save those people from
their leaders. Contact the California State Justice
Department. And we've got to get into Jonestown in
Guyana.”

Bushnell sounded only casually curious, “Why
not the San Francisco D.A.?”

“There are Jones peoplein the D.A.’s office. Jones
was under suspicion for tampering with the polls.
Look, he’s a power broker. He delivered twenty
thousand votes to Mayor Moscone and got
appointed head of the San Francisco Housing
Authority in return. He’s got people.”

I began to break down. Hold on, don’t break, I
coached myself. “When I was in San Francisco
trying to find my mother, I lived alone, hidden. I
went to the D.A.’s office with a big file of tapes and
correspondence and gave only them my telephone
number. When I got back Jones’s people were
calling, threatening me and warning that my mother
would be chopped to pieces. They had to have
gotten my number from the D.A.’s office.” That was
stupid I thought, I am sounding incoherent again.
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“Believe me. Call California State ]ustjce. The
people at the Human Freedom Cent,:er in Berkeley
can tell you about the D.A’s office. R

“Okay,” Bushnell said. “We'll contact California

ustice.”
St&llt]‘il]ng up, gulped down myiced tea and called the
California State Justice. There was no answer. Is my
mother dead? There had been no news bulletins. No

- news is good news. I can’t get into Guyana, God.

Please take care of my mother and sister. I will get
help into San Francisco. I dialed the San Francisco
police department. Officer Fourntey answered.

“Did you get a message from the state
department?”

“Yes, we did.”

“And what did you do with it?”

There was a pause. The officer may have been put
off by my directness. “We've given a copy to the
D.A. investigation office.” ik

I telephoned the D.A. investigation office. : .[,),ld
you get the message from Washington, D.C.?” I
asked.

“Yes.”

“Can you get it to the D.A.?”

“I'm sorry. He's at a birthday party.”

“Can’t you get his signature? That’s all we need.
We have probable cause.”

ENo:

“Do you know what you're doing?” 1 pleaded.
“There is going to be a mass suicide. Don’t you

11











































































































































































































































































































































































































































