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To my precious son, Stephan;
and to one of thefew Prince Charmings
left in the world
my beloved husband, Hank

In_ memory of
Leo Joseph Ryan

“Greater love hath no man than this,
that a man lay down his lifefor hisfriends."
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PREFACE

SR St
e tmg X]mUmatee(?r and. with It m}/ ?
oughts e i one sos rng ier

Ly &feencﬁ'{m by

o’\t}l ee top Into fresh, deep woungs.
y[ur oses ave heen three:

0 anSWfr vaL ]%uestlons bout the inside of
Peop esT?m What elsm a/vdpeor%Ie|ntoth

Kt rq;?o&s%%%d’é i ﬁPndVXPYh.nk. g aloled ueedrahe
comma 0{ rgsaeso%mme beglven—a g

%g us who ?I?vem od to rec
0 rowns rtcomin smactualg IVIN outtheprm p
C rlstgaveus—whe everwear acp hatever wedo..B
reco nzb our weaknesses a? then strengthenin
I R e o
hope, the Pﬁstonmlch ?Ylanm{o ?oveang
Eas lon reached me even as | cursed n}] | do not
ret to bgamod |.C Hstlan | hav mu gromﬂg
et to do and am, stil{ in the process of sorfing-out t
|scor]cept|on50fear ler yearsan cor] orm nglm Ideas

values to the Scriptures, Nevertheless, | e that
w at Gog has done mpmyﬁlfe Isgenuing, and I desire to
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Epgrk faith i the hearts of m c? tho have Ios% I, never
It, or feel tooalrenatedan far away ever to find Go

My thanks go to m}y husband, who cared enou%h for
thetruth o be publistied that he f({aveu hrsbrrde
months or more than a week after | nad just returne
O Ak a0 o baratts who | b hrougn el

W utthrou

and et the ?oved epthroughr all. : g

My gratifude goes to Dean MerrrII who spent hours
away from his family fo interview me and then write the
manuscript; to his wife, Grace, who, true to her name,
grafrously %veuR her huspand, carin aI ne for three
hildren “under the age of SIX (lesp rt roken foot
During those days_ spe. al o cope Yvrt a case of
pneumonra In one of t errt ree-year-old twins.

Frnaly but not Jeast, I send m apprecratronto SIsters
Anne Fletcher and Margaret Burns, w ?pr?tece me at
the C enacleRe}rea Ho sernWarrenvrl linos, where
the Interviews for this book took Pace They provr ed a
geaceful [atmosphere and their ovrngrconcern for mP/
motional turmoil was very touching. They were a pefi
feet example of Christ’s love breaking down all barriers;
we are all God’s children.
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Q ||g GEORGETOWN

the pan AMERICAN 707 droned on through the night
as | peered into the moonlignt for a glimpse of the
Guyana coast. All around me sat the two dozen or o
memners of the Leo Ryan delegation—the congressman
and hisaides, reportersand ph%tor%r%)he,rs,an, thirteen
desperate relatives—some of them T ﬁklng this trgR for
the second tlme—-wong to see their loved ones In the
settlement,s%mewhe e below called Jonestown. [t was
Tuesday nignt, November 14, 197&3. -

| was'unigue among them: | had no blood kin in the
Peogles ,Temgle comm%ne. But | had come ouf of_ia
concernjust as deep, a hope that Jim Jones would still

1




THE BROKEN GOD

listen to his “precious daughter,” as he had often called
me, and would Tet me escort out those who wished to
Ieave his | ungle kmgdom | knew l\/IarceIme hrs wife,
would R er arms around meémcemorean wecome
metot ouseholdw ere na spentsomeof he mos
rm ortar}t #]arts of my life. E \|/en tlh%ughk L
es Temple a few Vears earlier, | had ke
reIaPronshr ﬁrth the Jo¥teses ever since, and R/Iarc ?
had ottens gBe away to my house for rest and rejruve
nation. If I coul onIyseethem agam perhaps the Tears
of those aroun me on th ea/ane c? be laid to rest.
It was 11:30 p.M. when we fina IP/ settled onto the
tarmac of Temehri A rrgort at Georgetown, Guyana’s
ca rta Jonestown lay 15 gung le milesto the northwest
ﬁpressrve trogrca heat and humidity came steam
m toward ouria ithearrcraftdoorwa?oepe]e The
W) gressman a at er ¥ear old with stlver arranda
lean frame, wgsw ds % tor ceive the hospitality of
American ambassador John Burke, while the rest 0T us
on the crowdeét flight formed Ion%vlmes at the customs
checkpoint an Warte%t {0 explam aywe had come to
this obscure corner of South” Americ
Thus Jt was not until the next day that Leo Ryan ang |
were abIe fo continug the conversatron we_hdd briefly
egun urm%astopoverm Port-of-Spain, Trinidag. At
that trme We ad barely touched the basic facts—that |
had |ve(§t with the Jonéses asateena er |n Brazil t]hat
% considered me one of the family, tha Jt ad
eg mytwo chrldren after two of { er . and that |
hewt e movement from_ins| eoutO efore It was trme
to reboara. Sitting now in the loppy of eorgetowns
Pegasus Hotel, we resumed our discussion, and | ex-
pldined how m%ch the Joneses ﬁtr meehnt t(o me.
ou know.” he said after g while, * I% %woul be
really good If you came with me to the ambassador’s

12



(Georgetoum

housetonr tfordrnner | think your story would carry a
oto weight with h

eo decrded to take one of the concerned relatives as

|, @ bearded, six-foot-six young black man named Jim

Co bb, whose mother, brothers andt Irteen- ear -0ld Sis-
ter lived inJonestown. T t) swentwr Leo at sIx
oclock that evening ahaIf wn the street to the
ambassadorsplantatron style mansron We sat talking In
the large 1 cervrnr[q room” until Mr, Burke finally %p
peared. and In spite of Leosgolrte Introductions, 1t
came obvrous that the ambassador did not wish to add
two more pfa%s to his table. Jym Cobb and Iea% ed ?ur
selves out 0 tesrtuatron ana returned to the hote

| was convinced, t |at my best ch ances for
successatJonestown a |n eeprng m& Istance from the
Ryan ?roup Peoples Temple had fittle reason t0 ap
gecraethe comrng of a congressman or his (fl ?
omplaining relativ had to make my apPea rect
to Jim Jones, and(! ha ﬂ ﬁ lt with tota rnnocence
When Leo appeared at the hotel later that evening, I told
him, “Tomor owmornrn%I orngto ooutto Camaha
Gardens” (the People neadquargers n
%/lea%geetown and make arrang ments to See Jim and

r

“Bonnig,” hesard “that’s not safe. | was aIready there
this mornrng and 1t not exactly a friendly Iﬁ)ace

Bt t]veto oalone, 'can't be cannected with
an od ese A |'m rn todo rseomernlrkeodtrmes
andsay, 1, everyho [y e heen hearing the news, and
Iwasconcerne bou aIIot}/oB andlw ttoseeJrr]t
We go Into an argument about whether 1sh d be
allowe todothat Finally Leo said, “All right—I IIIet}/ou
PO on one condition: you must OT starrs and write a
etter to both John Burke and myself, promising that |
you're successful and you actually get ermrssron t0 go,

13



THE BROKEN GOD

uIIbe ackfromJon own W|th|ntwent¥ lhrhoura
our e arture An you e not, we aré authorize

ome
You\ﬁ%
BF | came downstalrs Thursday morning with
etter erene%
don‘twantyo t0 go out there, Bonnie. It’sjust too
dangerous,’

“Leo— thongh twe discussed all that last night,” | said
Wlthat|n0g§ [Titation.
ou Te a st bho n woman!” he exclaimed,

\k// roke t
Te reedlg tea% v dlckenn ‘that | could
ens or % make ar-
yt

ta deal

na

haveone %u tLama

[)an ements, aE that osdrver rovige e em-
would'ta emean walt or ewhe | Was In (?]e
mor[nn | was on m%vv%out eed t

to the large two-story uilding surroun ed bya

o ntone arnceoUndln | knew | simply had to pla
ns¥a tbeggn pXra Pn¥

orIm| ht pever get any o afion f

Inda S wn “the person In LI

ardens, e d known each ther

INce. 197}1] | had a ?red er chl (i BS ecla
In, Who W; no abri antnlne earo tLIn
eenwatc Ing fro edooro rggr custom

ar avvhe wearne rHec P /{0 seewno had come, an
e%red atlmlgamﬁ t

y association,
makemaé%t\péanscg i T aﬂimm 3? ?ﬁeé’ n§°
M $ pockets and bgéan saunte ”ﬁ towgra ne butldlng

nsud enly Lin Houtthe rontdoo

Get off this. pro er(%ameﬁtorr@ vate property! Get
off, or | mca?n) WVO“CGI& P property

Bythlstlmel as close enough to reach outand touch
14



(Georgetoan

her as | allled off.m sunglasses Perhaps she had aot
recogniz F dalsme—Bonnle Ianswcfé
" \Was a shesa| Joramoment The fear suddenly

drained out of me, an |ax
%utshe 500N resumedh 1}% Igerence, Iknowwg
E e enemies,” she sn

0U are—and you came wit a

i “Yes, Lln%ly | ca eont e same plane, and | nP g
roomm? one of the mothers who wa tstosee er
son. But [ want P/ou to know that I came down be&ause
I'mJim and Ma |esdau%hter and 1I'm concer

not our ene II'| want to do Is see Marc
She was aJn ant. “Get oﬁt this property% Fore | call

he olice.”

§ressed m?/ Eomt ‘Listen. Linda—| have ettersn%
her mmoynP se InJim’sown han WHtlngetellagmet
Imvyelc etovisitthem anytime I cnoos | choose

S A e
OYH I tO say to me, Use the pnone ana maxe an ap-
B e
T

on te ham radio foJonestown and te rea
want t? see him

i g;e'yttegss. AT
egélve ﬁr r\r)\)/ ?gm number at the Pengus Hote| and
gggps ould promise to let meknow Jim’s re-
rgrhotn ﬁnosmga thm% ethln% dg ene%tmat

Wasente anned. [ reac N
gateand g J]yp,ald]ltonherarmaslsal L|n



THE BROKEN GOD

Iove Tyou |’m here because Lreal l}/ care. This hasnt t%een

ntré1 E%rme came because I'm concerned about
An this tou(thar |tt8n Woman who claimed to
have een a memboer of the Charles M ns% 8a atone
E ﬁ }pantocr too She tried to cho trie tears,

ea
ﬂnt knc}/W a¥ thg Qloure here with a ro pof
Beopewﬁeaeou t0 est og S, ﬂneree éi
ngernea newthataso t Spot had been touc

hot
Idtdn“t etanan erunttllaeth extday, on Frida
after |eo %yan nc?wn ?'} >ForJ N stown>t
Was |sa 0|nte nott ea eto om an
the u fvvagl ane arere eId
nmeten eo stnce mosto
g/ a5 NiS to C|dew owetan age
eC| dttwasmoretm ntto ave eme onP
ly four eatsv‘ge orreaveF The restcug
€0 eater mswentwe he relatives
noc oice but t sndo on nda morntn nd takea
voetosle% 0 Wou to o evote toJim
een oneoJ| sbo Iguards Ant ony
a a)rlls brot roftlmsajtstant la Katsaris: FK
erny |ver% Cafol B% Im ang evgrlywerebac
A t;olg and Carol were White. [t seemed a'good repre-

Tthetr departurre for the |rPort at two olock that
afterno earful time tor all ot us. eowas ear
are que strhpe io 0 Shirt a]n |||p
aroun IS Waist t eren rontoft ote Isat
eo promise me you won' s néttent t|n o
ton Now t eta eswretu and | an
C[nm 0 bg cautious; n‘tknmghow Jone
mind works. T eresnothtng e won't ao to stop you. |



(Georgetown

know ou re getln aIa startmtheday but if you sta
overn én]e coy| some nalidwoman Into yo
N en asht eplcturea across t eStaes—

do anyt I(Wn
e back, kissed me on the cheek, and
SaJ;Je IS-Iqur?enzleyou don”tlimolw me. 1'd Tike to see %m try

| urged him to give Marceline Jones the same messa
Ihaol]glven%r Ind Amos—t%atlw In Georgeto nﬁrgg
pmg or a way to come see them. Antl wit
Leo was gone
Itwas te at evenin whenwroomm te retu}r] %d
fromatri 0%wnon Ilha %haG rdens with t

new t at een cleared to com

tq one town SE cr ﬁ<edv(¥| herso% raoho an

Sal ecoul 010 see Bson

en | ada es—tel onn| hatl

talked to therthlsa ernoon nd he said to tell her to

come a ea

| was ecstatic. Web ganm king plans to ackuen arla/
qenextrgornln an erea}/f(o 0when % rtere
Pane ade Itsre orn runtop% Leoand the rest,
eals. or ehr saet[y ermoi ere forgotten In th

anﬂﬁ at, after three ays in the country, |

" dﬁ?&% ﬂyl\? ve:Om%%?e?%)quawnedangto nglr |Stte|%1 8
Stf]aq In t ﬁigﬁge rP1en ﬁ]eg ? % ﬂe rarf) Itwalem

lert, t nﬁre%s ansa| e ca (n% m Lamaha
ardens where t received 3 one-sentence

ragjo message from Le
e eeﬁnie o

eteen Ire weex, eager to heay about mypas
wﬂﬁt e Joneses, and opeful ﬁwgat | couIJ 30 some g%oo
17



THE BROKEN GOD

once | saw t e a|n Iae wasn? a cawcmus sort of

ﬁn | coul o oncp] ethatth ere not oln%
weImJoBestown ?]ndt tLeowas aying a very seriou
v ooﬁltwe%en gn%l me/s nted our omt ent t
a(’:\ﬂy ther an togedvxgthﬁ\ geaofcﬂ man
oar mg the outhoun Iane anyway. Jlm on S, Invita-
tion still'stood; Icom(ec%me e same as In years
gone 3/ ut someé mg Was glnlteplwr n(T;

Sheand I decide } g %ra% Eﬁ fordlrec
tion. By the time we finish ewwem%s got
%ountl we found ougmore There was nothing to do but

alt. .. and remember



IRABERRIGNEOW

IT WAS EARLY IN 1962, and m Syfa ther was waiti mp E
line att Belo Horlﬁonte ost office when a cler
mQtlone Im over to hjs wi 8
I B T e
El ﬁl;ﬁ weWmna outtﬁlrtyyearso%wn apackage in
; ure—how can | help 3/0u7 m}/ ther asked. Onc g
e B
ﬁmm—amlssmna ere?ortelast three

years ou us(s come to B e[g
“Yes,| JUS recendy,” the man replied. “My name’sJim

19



THE BROKEN GOD

Jones, and we're from In?iana oljs. My family and | are
still iving in a hotel until we find a place.”

Within'a few minutes m fa%her nad learped_that he
wasapastorofaqrowmgc urch called Peoples Temple
but that he hag eft thé con re%anon in the hands of
assoclates in order to come to Brazil. He sounded as if he
Intended to stay for a while, although he didn’t say what

o,

It was only natural that my father invite the Joneses to
our home iri'the suburb of Venda Nova for a meal durin
those first days of agjustment to a new country. To S
around a tabl? with Norih Americans and (ﬂ)eak English
tog,ether would he a welcome treat. The date was éget.

Im Jones told_me later that somethln% sparked be-
tween the two of them that daiy at the g st office. Ed
Malmin impressed him almost immediately as a Pe_rson
of mtegrl%, a mﬁn to be trusted. He had found a friend,
but even rhore than that, a seasoned coIIeagu_e to whom
ne could turn with the questions he carried inside.

,I\/I%/ parents and mY brotrer, Mark, were Iﬁd Ao enter-
tain the newcomers; the only person wno scowled about it
was me. Atthe age of sixteen, Ithou&;htof_m selfas m?re
Brazilian than American. I'had lived in this ountry_al_gf
my %een years; | loved its P,eogle, and | smolderedinsige
at"the condescending attitudes of the American mis-
sionaries | knew to(yvard the Brazilians. 1 could see no
reason wh?(/ my Nordic features were In any wa%sugerlor
to the darkened complexions around me on the streets
each day. The matter was more than| 1‘ust academic: ithaa
become'a personal issue because of my Brazilian hoy-
friend, % %rk-halre,d, dark-gyed engmeermg studeqt
whom | had been d_at,lnPforaImostay ar. | loved him; in
fact, we were ynofficial EQ/e_n a%ed.lvlan of my friends in
Brazil were already married Dy this age, and | had no
reason to wait any longer.

20



The Rainbow Family

T0 Jhe missionaries, it was scandalous
And now more Americans were coming. aye]d In my
room that evening as long as | could, opening't edoor
only when my mother announced that the meal was
readly. | |mmed|ately recognlzed I\/IarcellneJonehs as the
WO anlhdseen(? a ortw% orelnte Belo
Horizonte shopping qistrict-—and had crossed to th eop
Rosnemdewalkto avoid. Her bIond halr r%”ed high on er
ead m%rked er Immediatel %saB erican; and the
fewer of those | encountered, eter
But the chlldren—what was this? Only one was Cauca-
3|%rrweatrh£%ea ear-0 9 nan})eg1 Stgphan it ce)%ftohetoet ers
Were 0| Il w bout el
and a og namea gou ustagp E1dert an Stephan. 1"P
toddler, Jim Eg/was undenla
They were all cheerfully mtroduced by thelr parent
W|thacomment about “our rainbow f am|¥ y.mind
Was spinning as we %athered around the Table. These
gejggéegbwouslydﬂ ot share the racial prejudices | had
e dinner conversation eventually came argund to
me and whatlwasdom —t%at na recently?mshed
r% school hy corr%s on ence study through the
A e(rlcan Schaol, a Chicago-hased pro%ram thal | was
working now as a secretar mterpreter orana ed mis-
sionarynamed Nellie Murdock and mak |n% mone?/
as 00t as some Brazilian men with families; that | would
grobably return to the States in the faIIforcboIIeT%e One
ther fact came out un erquestlonlng my boyfriend.
helg mP/ breath to await th (e reactiop.
ere was none. Jim an MarcellneJ%nes went right
on eatmqwnhouta remark, a raising oft eeyes 0f even
a pause plcked up my fork again, and soon the talk had
moved to aer d;otwcs
Jim exp alne at they had come to our city to rest

21



THE BROKEN GOD

from the pressures of their ministry in the States. He also
spoke In e%r,nes} tones about how Important jt was to find
a place to hide from the nuclear holocaust that was sure
to come. At any time, S(imf Nervous IRolmclan mi hd;
Press the buttorr that would a\mch_ World War 1)1
ne whole worlgd would pe engulfed inradioactive fallout.
He had reaq an article i Esquire magazine the year
before I|st|n? the nine safest places to be'in the event of
nuclear war._Qne of them' was_Eureka, California.
Another was Belo Horizonte, Brazil, and so he had come
with his family to see ifthis mightbe a haven to which his
entire c_on%re atlon should migrate. It simply wasn't safe
fo stay in the United States an Ionqer, ne'said, not only
because of the threat of war but also hecause of racidl

bigotry.

gfhe)gl told ofthe pain of losing Stephany, a Korean war
orphan the_}/ had adOﬁ)ted who had been killed In a car
accident with four other church _memb?rs—and how no
white undertaker in Indianapolis would bury her. Jim
wgﬁ certain that such a society was doomed fo destruc-
lon.

M)é reluctance was gone. Here was Indeed a sincere
and nonest Christian Couple who practiced what all the
rest greaohed., | didn't know a lof about the danPer of
bombs and missiles, but | knew how | felt about their
openness and acceptance. At last | had found some
Americans whom | coyld respect, and | wanted to help
them in any way | could.

The opﬁlortunltsy came soon. In the dazs that foll w%d,
| found %self pendln% almost moré time with the
Jongses than with my own family, translating for them
and heIplng them get settled. | Would take the children
from the hotel to the h#gge p%rk dlrecfdy across from thg

elo Horizonte Postofl ewnere w athirandJlm ha

Irst met. For a few hours | would tenderly mother this

22



The Rainbow Family

wonderful assortment ofchildren. Even Brazilians in the
Eark would stare at me as | cuddled litde Jimmy with his
gnky Oajtr:ghalr and they couldn't resist asking, “Is that
Joneses eventually found a very simple three-
bedroom house W|th av ranctja and | \Xas sogn agreed
that | mlo (as well move in with them for the months
thatrema ne unt|IS {Jtember Iwasecstatlc The typical
teenage skirmishes with my parents about how | dresseq
and Where | went, and especially about my boyfriend,
were all In the ;fast
aIthwas %] gcmpng tttgmgewnhouttru seo[r]tetghe t(l)(]goroorn a
W hi up Wi S U
i % The three boy f ha%abedroom togethér; thg
g{hteran sharedabe room: and Jim and Marcie
had he third. There were no bedsPreads each bed had
only a pair of sheets and a g blanket. The only
income came from the church back in Indianapolis; a5 a
result, our usual diet was hread and rice, sometimes with
beans or another vegetable Meat was the exception.
Nevertheless It Was a happy Pp ace. Jim regaled the
Parroteac new day with “I love Polly mthemornmg
ot et neof"| Love Paris in the Springtime.” Marceline
H athe the three Koun ovs af one time In the
a tub, and stand bﬁe to admire the beaut)/ of the
black. oriental, and w |te podies all s Iashlng 0g ether
The tojlet t}rammgo |tteJ|err\t/yw it amlya fair,
Every time he was successful, we would all crowd into the
litde bathroom tq clap and cheer, even h#s father.
OIJlmt gndh Marcuteh tetrt? cohnséatr)td rein olrcm% to the
opted chyldre ey had beeén specially chasen
Ee appart oH gls%m&t rt/d Stephan tﬂe on %lologlca(i
child in the house, began to show su\;Ns of tension af one
Pomt When Marcle Fealized wh%t as ha penln% she
00K him In her arms and assured nim that he was Indeed

23




THE BROKEN GOD

their son. She got out snapshots of Stephan nursm(l; a5 2
baby inorder to make the point that he belonged to them
as secureh/ as anP/ of the others. _

Stephan was afways, however, the most fiercely deter-
mined of the lot. One day when Marceling had a bit of
extra money, she and | went to the butcher shoP_ two
blocks away,"leaving the children with Marja, a
fourteen-year-old Brazilian girl who dig housework for
us, Stephan was determined™to come along. _

“No, you can’t_gqo, Stephan,” his mothér said. “You
must stay here with Maria, and we'll be back in a little
while. L

We were standln? In line at the butcher shop when all
of a sudden a sm I,boyﬁ touched Oél_r egs.

What are you doing here? How did you get out of the
house?” we exclaimed: L

A mischievous smile crossed his face. “I hit Maria with
a broom.

Back at the house, we learned that he was not
exaggerating. He wanted to_%o to the butcher shop, and
when Marid wouldnt let him go, he gave her a V\;qu
whack with the klg),room_ In order to escape. Maria was In
tears, but Marceline said, “Under the circumstances, you
don’tneedto (ﬁ]l badly. Iguessherfa\l/\%dldwanttogo!”

Jim showed his tenderness as well wnen someone, qut
ofc?ncern for urm?agerdle_t, ave usaduyck to eat. Jim
couldnt pring himselfto kill it, but kept It instead In the
backyard as a ?et,. |t made a terible mesg, and finally we
arrived at a solution: we would take the duck to the park
across from the,&ost office and tHrn It Joose th%re to swim
on the pond with the others. The only trouble was, the
others immediately be[%an to peck atthis intruder, and we
hurried Jim away from the pond before he could watch
the demise of his beloved apet

The same compassion was showered upon the hungry
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The Rainbow Family

Braziljan children on the streets. Whereas the mis-
sionaries 1 had known always locked their houses tight
against %egfgars and saig gou couldn’t start feeding one
Ithout be fgoverrun_, the Joneses were soon feeding an
extra ten to fifteen children every day. Marceline would
cook rice In a large five-quart pot, and we would dish
their food into bowls ang }?Iate at the same time as we
served ourselves. We didnt have enougn table space for
them. in addition to the seven of us, 30 We let them S|§ by
the kitchen door or out on the verandato eat. Nignt after
nlgeht they came, and they were always served the same
?t\{e%llgg eal we ate. |t was probably their only meal of
|t was this kind of loving action that established Mar-
celine Jones as my new role model. Up to this point, m
secret Idol had always been movie star Brigitte Bardot;
nad done my b?s‘t‘ to copgf h%r saucy. Image. Now |
thoughtto myself, “Here | mawaXst Inking aboutm
a%pe rance andtrylr}gto besexa/,— na here’sMarceling,
who seems to have'almost no vanity atall. She’sconfenttq
get up In the morning, pull her hair into a pony tail, and
g_eo[ té)w rk servmg fer family and other eoBIe.” | de-
| eI rightthen that inner beauity was going to be my new
goal.

One dag | came home withJim to find M rceline’sblu?
eves clouded from crying. She was never able to concea
her tears very well, and ITmmediately asked what was the

matter.
’ eh honey,” she said %uietlyl[ “I'm just facing some

things about myselfthat | navent wanted to face—some
selflghn@,ss 407 Some otfer things that | real?y want to
chan%e. L . .

| couldn’t |mag|ne what In the world she was talklng

about. As for mySelf, | would be grateful if I could com
even close to hér standard.
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| WASN'T THE ONLY PERSON t0 be favorably impressed
b?/ the Joneses. A Belo Horlzontﬁ_news apeJ e\/_?ntyall%/
did a large feature story apout this unigue family fron
North America who cduld have had children of their
OWN but,?hose to stop after one—Stephan—and adopt
needy children of varjous races, instead. .

From time to time Jim met with %overnment officials,
learning as much as he could abaut the count%and IS
systems, trylnﬁ to determine whether this wouldbe a safe
haven from the imminent nuglear horror. He s enéhls
days reading and thinking, often S|,tt|n%crossle ge on
th barg flo?,rofthellvm room p‘prln% ver the wsRa-
per and calling me to translate. “Bonhie—tell me what
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this says. What does this headline say? Read this article to

ﬁ-le was most attentive, of course, to an thlng about
military hardware. Anytime we were ut| the City and
sawanylarge ointed shape—even a church steeple—he
would eqln 0 rave about missiles. “They don’t know
patt eyTe dom% e would say. “They don't k<now
what’s going fo come,” I was a naive sixteen-year-old, of
course so | dismissed it as one of his jdiosyncracies. Even
when_he showed me a plcture of him and Marce|ine
standlng on eitner side of Fidel Castro, whom they had
met unn aCuban stopoveren route to Brazil, | wasn't
partlcu arly alarmed
wa?]more impressed with his fears that something
Wou appen to me personally eworned about my
elng ki nagpfe and emonstrat(eg Or me where to
stickmy knee If | were ever attacked by a man. Althou
ne and I\/Iarcellnellkedm Bra2|I|an o fnend— ave
warm memories of h ﬁ | comi g c-ira date and
S|tt|n ont eed e oft elrtwm s to tell them about
owevu] seen orw ere wedbeen— waé still
concerned that | migh getpreg nant. ybog riend was
(t)yfolcal Jy Latin, and f eha Icked my neck In front
oneses Jim ad a fatherly chat with me.
| can tell esrea %ag resswe Bonnie. Ise e Nim
touchln Iyoualthg i u gotto bg careful.”
ansyere ouralydon need to worry so
muc %omlse ou thlnag éqom% toh agpen
Nevertheless, | Brovlde me wit am contrace
tive to carry In‘my plrse Just in case. I believe you,
said, but ease promise me that you'll carry thi myour

urse rever Vo
P gY< It—an Ho% ht to myself how much fun |t

woud etoﬂlve it back g[o Jim wn/en my arents shi
me hack to the States. | could hardlywa tfor the o;%Jor
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tunity to show him how virtuous 1°d been.

|t Wasa enumetraq(edr%/ sometime later when | IoFt my
gurse. | Was heartbrokert. | could replz%ce the perfume
nd the monelz/1 and the 1D and the photos, but what
bothered me most was that 1'd never have the joy of
returning the copdom unopened. |

Jim also complained at ,il,mes_about the lurig postehrs
anad marﬂuees“ofthe Brazilian cinemas, esgemaIrI\y, as ne
always put It, “those women with their breasts fan mg
out.” After a few mentions, it became apparent that h
had a definite aversion to buxom women, He later told a
story ahout belnﬁ_mterwewed by a shapely reporter who
trie t%seduce im. She all gedéy ex[pfosegl, ersalfang
made the comment “Aren’t tney beautiful?”Jim claime
to have found It all very dlsgustlng. Whether the story
was true or apocryphal Fdon’t know; itisa fact, however,
E'ﬁ%ts tle%l later years many of his mistresses were small-

| assumed, of course, that the source of his morali
was his Christian conviction. But the evidence was lack-
Ing. For example, the Bible was absent from the Jones
home, In spite of his belng a. #astor._ I h%d no way of
knowing that even before |gavi 9 Indiana he had be%un
to denounce the Virgin Birth fiom his pulpit and had
once thrown a Bible to the floor with the complaint, “Tog
many people are ,|00kln9 at this instead.of me.” He had
also mage a pil mmage 0 Philadelphig in the late 19505
for da Prlvate al |%nc with Father Divine, the black cult
leacier, and when ne returned, he began to make greater
and greater demands of loyalty from his people;
. Prayerwas a missing iten as well, When'l first came to
live With the Joneses, | noticed that they omitted the
H1ealt|mePrace an %olaske |f|ﬁoulgl_e,a? In prayer
efore eating. From then on, T was the official pray-er at
the tanle.
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One day a crisis arose when it looked as if Jim might
have to re urn to the States. Both he and Marceline were
u’nset and | wanted 1o reach ouf {0 ﬁhem and o some-

thing to quiet theyr fears. Impulsively | said, “Listen—

give'me your hanas, and Iets ray together The three
ofusstoodlnacnclemthe |V|n?room holdin handsas

rag/e erv%nty for God t?m Brvene, Thex oth were
aR clative, but'did not volunteer to pray In their own

We all went to my father’s church each Sunday and to
the midweek service as well. But Jim was nevér called
mn to preach. PerhaEs fhat was because of what m

t erwasheanng |tn hi pnvate coun%e In sesstlonswn

0 Spént a great deal of time Together. Jim
wante to&nowR/vhatm at[her%elleved aho ttheblood
(S)mChnst was it really to be considered an atonement for

Secondly, he was not at all sure about the Tnnn
Ppar ntl Cy Zfather mage liftle headway with him
his supject, because shortly after Jim’s return to In
anapolls in 1964, he woul make’Jokes such as | don’t
know whether ther(esone od of eighteen.”

Finally hewante to knowwhethermyfatherbelleved
In such ﬂnn s a5 demons, But when confronted with
Scnpture as weII as the vmfe of experience on this sub-
ject, Jim would brush it all aside and become quarrel-
some. My father eventually became frustrated’ with a
man who seemed to drink the water offered to him and
then sRn it back o ta]am

Z enouq Wwever, Jim was dee;IJIy atfracted
tom father’s Bible. Heconstantlsywante ghold it.
feeI uc powerwhen%/our Ible ISin my hands,’ hesal

feel a new surdeo strength every fime | ho d

At one Eomtdmaske him to accompany him to a

Brazilian Spiritist meeting. “How can | do "that?” my

29




THE BROKEN GOD

father asked. “How can | move from light back into
darkness? Itwould be a denial of al| that | Know to be the
truth.” Jim became very angry and went fo the meeting
alone and contlnued td mves ate Brazil’ svarlous cults.
All ot this was of course h % my center of |qteresd;as
%]te%aanger (gng/aoewtoeresc%ou tge (e)rr% trgnsnp]) aente {0
Ind. such as how th S0 much mis

L% ermq In the world 1f Goov Were such a bene\yofent
F ther. T didn’t know how to answer that, and | was
afraid to ask anyone; Instead, I buried the questlon In my
subconsmﬂus Inside of me, I was afraid that oth (Ehrls
flans m nq t not know the answers e Aher an
dldn whole set of peliefs would come tumblm
down. So It was safer not to ralse the uestlons

| had little time to, worry about eoo g/way,
causeamore|mmﬁ iate Storm was brewirid’ the timte was
guwklly comlng en | would have to led ethese Won-
erfu eoRIe nd enroIIatBethanP/ eIIowsh rP |53|on
ary Training en%er In frigid, fa awP/ eatpolls
could not thin asmgle reason fo gomg would
mea eavm d;e oneées It would mean eavmlg ){
bgrlen And 1t would mean Ieavmgwarm multjracid

zil for the cold, bigoted United States. Jim and ar
celine stayed o%tofthe runnin ar ument with m ﬁ
ents ont IS subject, even though they felt Bible chool
wou rove to & Useless.

Plown | tried to qet help from ayoung Brazilian
ban er knewwhohada arge ranch. Welaid fewplans
for me 10 3 hid non his ranch until | reached aﬁ

hteen an cou (? é My Own course. But soop

ught etter% It and decided he didn’t want to risk a

trm y har ormg an American minor.

wastrap M}lepressmn rew from day to da%
mlyseventee thblrt aycamean went in Au UStWI
t making any permanent mark in my memory; | could
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onl éhlnkabout the a Proachmg exile. In my immatu-
r|t eath seemedbete than an oftheothe options. |
e an mak |n my lans for suicide. It was In some waysa
ypical teen s apd cision, butt ecrmswasboth realand
ur ent in my mind, and | had to osomethmg
N a sunday aft?rnoon att%r the midday meal at my
parents ouse, | leftaloneon t emt busforalar e ake
called Paw ulha |t was a beautiful 3|t ringed b %F
trees, W|t a long concrete pier extending outtoa am
where the water’plunged down to a Iower level. At the
end of the Eler Was a cul-de-sac ni) more than twelve feet
In djameter, with a f%ur -foot railing around the edge.
The bus pulled fot geofthe main artery thatTan
anngmde ampulha, ana I'gotoff, | carefully checked to
make sure that no one else Was In the area. \Ioswmmmg
Was aIIowedh re hecause of arasngs In the water, an
therewaéno :ilcefor arking. I stu mdtherowotRalm
trees an udedt at the¥ were too thin to conceal
an¥one Thep | crawled over the gate and began to walk
ou En h%bll(()ck Iﬁng plerhII {8 ;
inking how much | loved Brazi] and my hoy-
frlenap nd howgl would rather be d%ad In Brazl tttayn
allv? el h étem(tedt eStartﬁS theen | rﬁacal eg thaencuglj1 télg sace
U y se, sunqlasses
019 %ooks on t?te ral mgyv%ch Wasgabout a foot wnﬁj
wanted to he kind to"my parents by Ieavmg em an
unmlstakable clug, so theg would know | hadn't been
kid na%)e or raped Inst
ed once moretoc eckthewaylhadjustcometo
make sure no one was watching. The palnt trees stood
silently while tt]e treH‘flc ?ontmued to whirr gast
0rass. frmgiebe ow t epamtrees wasempt}q SWas the
pier itself wasmdeedaone an the time had come to
carr}/outé Tastacto my ife.
urned to face the chutning water. | took one deep
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brettzt?gqlﬁienémﬁﬁ/ I%to ’T@ton k ﬁgnot?hetsz

stoP tead sel% and
ootonteral |n gnm

| could notgetup. Som rder ﬁl%nozlitu .
ofm % Use, old?ng me ac Ia% P arogu 0 oob
Into the face ofa mar‘who eare oufofnowhere.
He had a mus cean he the simple straw-and-
canvassh esofthe poar eo Brazil. The ex re33|
Inhisdark eyes was neit er nxmu or condemning;
Just stog J ere hol |n%onto OUSE.

mind was Screaning Insice Wherecouldhehavecome
from checked eveg/wnere there was no.one In ﬂﬂnt ?

laceto hicle! [t was & pnysical impossibility for
Eec ndﬁr % atean(Punthe {nﬁ Qtrfé tlrﬁeerﬁem%trh%b

het een m Eeastcheciagw
He sal S0 the

Oﬂj¥ '[hL%tHB ?OI‘ mee %00 0 Was to cravﬁ ba(\)qéo gw%nonto the
C0 ? €.

rftatremendogs waveR Qumlhiltlon angtrled fﬁra

oment to preten hatl mmwwante to look at
tesceneP/ It w r tcﬁa atmei}
silence. | tried to ﬁe |s ook tow

away or sa somet E Hewou onelthe[< 1S 0N

action was to keep looking at me. Finally | picke Z
urse fand otherp thlngsgand oveél Igact? towar 'R
Ehore avmghlm sﬂlL tandmé ere Tothisday | don’t

noww Was or %t ere.

ne\éveas t&(())uashTme(]j1 tg eé éte my . Prerenﬁ or the
tﬂrou M 1i N3 écle\ys of f&hng suffer (ﬁ%mg tﬂ
t arture ar-

ﬁ?/lend as Atl]sanpItPaomted tgeaq rgelethe% l(m nor Marcelin
cametot ”r) %mstea | Was Stuck with a bunch 07

missionaries for whiom | cared litde, singing a mournfu
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sta\nza of “God Be With You Till We Meet Agaln
Was Pot to see the Joneses for e|[%h}nyear My
thf|r Inflyence nevrle]‘tm 0rles 0
celine coo n[g and cm arleston at the same
tlme#n erkitchen ot em 3|co atlnn transistor radio
herrunwngD owp usiop adowqpourto
Qweet Im wit q ac H]re a 50 ijou dn't b
e S
B FA 9u| "— eyweremdeh%lxet heal mmymlr] yg 3
J%%usonly hope that my own adult years'would be so
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BY the end OF my SECOND Year of Bible school, | was
R;I] %/ ted 0 aitcall dark- ha|redystudent from tl\rl]evthYorﬁ
ner performed our wedding ceremony thatJu

t}/r amil shomec?wurch n ChléJ ago, and gtthe aﬁe/of
not (uite-nineteen | became Bonme Burnham
One more P/ear of stuay fol owed and then came our
earof Inte nshl%ln the pastorate ofa small rural church
n western New

Meanwhile, Jim and Marceline had moved from Belo
Horizonte fo Rio de Janeiro, Where Jim a{)utthefamll on
a firmer fmanmal ase by feaching at the American
school. He had earned a bachelor’s degree in educatlon
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from Butler Un|ver3|ty whlle struggllng n hIS early days
toestab 1sh himself asa 0 arents eptlng

and when |tcamet|me elrf ou h Jimwon ered
whether my father wou be open to %omg to Peoples
TemPI In“Indianapolis on a s ort term basis. The de-
nominational executives approved, and so my parents
found themselvesinthe |\/|I westfor3|xto eleght months

During that time, my father of course preached a sol-
laly evandellcal Christianity, which was a bit different
from wha thecongregatlo Wwas used to heann% He [eft
the church sometime in 1964 whenJim returne havmg
decided that the Brazdlan government was not stabl
enough and that he would Have to s%ek elsewhere for a
refulg %/%arents relocated in southern California for
the rest of their furlough,

They were back in Brazil for a second term of mission-
ary service when my husband and | arrived in Iate 1966 t0
work with orphan’children %nder Bethany Fellowshi
Notgn tywaslexcned {0 e &acklnthew rm countr I
loved, But my return signale aspema assage or
ersona on another Score. My hushand and

ae or |V|n mdanceonwhentostartafamll and

e ad separate come to the same conclusion that we
3 ouId walt untll we had landed In Brazil,
man f n‘t totall Pe Léndreerstande%hglrespeCﬁ\ély P/nvgehn S0

lends w W

Dee W|th|n me | \%/anted] achild: | Wanted {0 prowde d
g(elﬂc egsf ove and care | had seen Marceline Jones give o

S0 th verg first night after our arriy , In Rio, | lay In
the darkness of my parents second 00r ap artment
ra |n% God=—now? I’ve waited two an a half
ears t getto thls moment; |sth|s the right time? I so,
pIe se show me masn ernatural rd/

The next morning after breakfast, my mother took me

35



THE BROKEN GOD

Into a spare bedroom and began to dlsRIay all the clothes
sh?ha been_maklngfora%rgnddau ter. She excitedly
gu lea out dainty Ie_e(Per and darlin |Itdﬁ [SSes as she
ropped ratheronvious hints with a‘twinkle in her eye.
_ I_dadlmlred her ha&dwvor#]_wnhuoph% and ﬁhr}s, out
Inside | was praying, God. .. this really isnt enough ofa'sign.
She Wouldﬁa\ees ow%d meall these thin swhetherlghadpra)g/ed
|as nlcr;hﬁ]ornot. Atalmost that Cfxactmomentwehear m
fathel snout from the veranda overlooking the cobnles-
tone street. It was an [ntense scream, with FCh frlghht In
his voice that | instantly thought he had suffered aneart
attack. We both came runnm%.
~ “Look! Look In the street!” he shouted. He was stand-
Ing with his arm stretched toward the street below, and
Was obviously not avm% a heart attack,
\We stared’into the streef. We saw no(shlng unusual.
What are you tal mg% about?” | crie _
He had a erﬁlexed ook on his face, and fmaI(I:P( he
|téit-

said, “I was out herejust reading my Binle and me
Ing, and_| sto (Ped to'rest m¥e}/e ... and I guess | had a
vision. The bbl_isto_nes Starte movmr%—the began
coming togetner likejigsaw pieces to for age son ...
somebody dressed in White, like an angel. | looked closr
at the angel’s face—and 1t was your faCe, Boppie. And |n
Ko_ur arms was a tiny baoy, with'blue eyesana plond curly
air-----And | knew it was a bony. He stared back at the
%(t)rerﬁg.anlg,s gone now ... | worider what that’s supposed

My heart was suddenly‘dancm(?_. “| know what It
means, dad,” I announced. ,Ipr@/e Just Jastnight that If
itwastime for ysto ha%/eachlld God would show us. And
obviously, Go hJusts owed Us! )

My pdor fathier was hardly prepared for that. “Now
waita minute,” he pré)tes,ted. That may not have been
the meaning atall—I don’twantto be responsible for.. m
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“Dont worr n¥ dad,” | said cheerfully. “God just used
you 0 conflr somethlng to me, and’l helieve it.”
en Wentto thegro ery store that afternoon, | was
alrea 8 ﬁ)annm gtoth row oUt the rest of my contracep-
tives, On th eway ?]ac s | apﬁroached the house, the
Braenetlsrtn Ieand e first floor came out to
g> Bonnle she sald almost ngnt away, “l had the
et Slean appu o G| Eemed vy
Eagsdarllng%lond curlfy hair and the most eautl? ?tﬁ
Brazilians tend to dote over blue eyes since they are so
rare in their country.
“And Bonnje,” shecontlnued‘ gush, Ieagefor e
]E?gab%“he child wasjo beautiful that | wanted to stéal it
I IaﬁgHed and patted her arm.
“What was It?” ékd
Chl—llder eyes grew wide with excitement. “It was a man-
| thanked her for sharing her dream with me ang
groceeded upstairs, t? tell myfather, He shook hIS head
nd then got his Bible to read me the words o Joseg
“And for“that the dream was doubled unto Phar oh
twice; |[ 1S because the thlng 1S estaplished bf/
God will shordy nng [( ass’ ([Geneels
Hewasnght We soon nwtha our nstborn wason
B Wa y heart | knew it would be a o
|rtho eptem erBO 1967, wasa geautlfulex en
without t en ed% ainkillers, and 1 was conscious the
eratlrcehtcl)rsneen i befor én mtéarmns a(r)tdnspoke the name |
We moved alﬂtost |mmed d)teii after his birth to work
In an orphanage in Guarulhos a suburb of Sao Paulo,
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operated by the Br erra Asse bIres ofGod
section). Déy after day | pace no o
b
tar cassest (h Poythem cat chpupwﬁh thegpe%Psernteh
Ha |%gﬁ] a)r?sw gs(t)rar]qd vréas Involved as well In the
rtua oteor ans fa ormsA Indly. Bra-
Virtual (t Fihe-orohans g (ind
rIan oc retdea e and supplies to
US Il th re of up.to |ve ferent ngs of
wo ms. Unfortunate asthe'ti assed cteda
rasttic mrco rgantism_myse pro uce toxo-
FETIgel, and fanoc doctor oo not et t%tt?h
attlet relarnm hea? rnteﬁsrf? To ollasmosrs
Ieﬁoaecra angerous to the central nervous system o

srcLBaetgtjnmegSmgtV\fel%mlrltn?rtetagr(fr]tt?ammg ol e

much nancy In a hospita W%fe e“ nP ?h“
norma? 115;? (r]rst only 100 at tRe end 0 he nin

rhe onlg thing | knew for s re Was hat rf God wou g
B raclou enou hto rveusa t]tle I, e e Wou
teg W oa onoroft eJones’ first daughter,
he KOrearf war or

Stephan rrrve on December 1969, In a hospital
Ht fornr |

nea anage. S he eare normal rrst
Wweek. n it ecame arent at somet rn Was
wrong rd not cr c er t rwa%r N 1o
drolo (e Xt and ts passe tn ittle rn]rove

tan m(}/ ttoa ran Wi r]frve
mrnues(r]eann unced, ﬁ arge
clinic In downt OWH 0P qu Ta\ er onY oo

| glanced at my hushand, and in that glance the doctor
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could se ourhe jtation. We had no car: W dn’th ve

monee¥ r%x are(ilwfnown Her%

Bv ket pulled outaroll g fr%zeros an tto us

It outanotherW?rd ele orthectylmme |atelr¥
rospect o Ieavmg Stephangac Bre an g0| ><(%

home aFone tore at my he f
morning to see her, bt coudge nocose{t an t 8

VA 'e'th%VrVH e iﬁﬁ&%& o ciy

Yoy S Qanysmo v0|cesa|g %hln
turﬁ to Tace one dp the doctors who had been
treating her since yestercay.
He ?ooked Joward the mcub%tor for a [ong moment,
ang %hen ade a Statement without warning;
Lfoulsd rYot g6|l ve his Iatikoftact ng he have J% tit
(L unt\kll Tears be anvyelmgtbpmm eme, an g ore
engwrrI hg}was hagpenmg Ite egan to move on down
tdo ean?” | called aft r him. “She’s dyi
now')ﬁ]reegays rom now’>Aweek How long doe sﬂg

He stopped and shook his head as he said, “I dont
know.” Andteq e asgone
tthatP int T lostall coritrol. My husband ushered me
bac of e to where m garen werewmh?mtew
van, an weret dto Ir fo mothet’gave me
tran ull |%er % no effe tﬁta brlef er eo[
crlg re from q my mind as
stoo azhnﬁ Fttewmdow I\%I thu mlneees
unto the hifls, from when[fe cometh m r?
something m(}ln me sal éhatt ere Was 110 help o
s woul prove true.

Stephany! the dogtor’s wor
T%e n)ext morning at home I began'to prepare for the
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Ingvitable. | ?athered a little yellow dotted SWISS dress
with five geas down the front; a matching Iye low pillow
had made, and a blanket I had made with fittle bears on
|t en wrote my daughter a letter of love and affec-
tlon, hou%h shewould ever be abletoread it, | wanted
topace It e3|e her an}/wasy

d made the hospital taftpromlse to caII me Im-
medlate d/ If she died, and Inside | tolg g/% When
sesg e and can finally touch her littl odya ain
_ %lng to take h [ to a quiet corner spmewtiere and
ust Nold her as |f she were allve. I'm going to take my
time—thirty or ort¥ minutes.”

A few days Jater, the phone call came. But, we discovt
ered to oUr horror that SteRhan had died almos
twenty tourhours prevmus W en egotto the hosplta

morgue, th eJe wasn chance ort erevenel d Imag-
ined” [nstea herre n erate bod wasbrou htouto
a steel cart, wrapped o In a diager, with gn ast Incl-
SI0NS runNin dwnherc estand ound her scal from
an autﬁgs er face wasmlsshapen and mucus trailed
rom [ 'nose.

In the Unlteﬂ States, | knew, burial customs would
have shlelded t Pnevm% 6Parents from such a shock.
But this was Brazil, and there were no intermediaries,
The hospital staff simply waited for us to take care of
What was ours.

In spite of the waves of shock and anguish that were
sweeping over me, | still wanted to hold™her. | reached
out to totich the little form on the cart, and it was like ice.
The Stephany 1 knew was destroyed. | pulled back my
hand.

My husband and father began checkm% to find an

Inex en5|ve cemeter plotwhil [tfrepared he boay for
bur}fnﬁ; étreg er In the little yellow dress | hﬁd
broughitand added a little yellow hat to cover some oft
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autopsy scars. Then | placed her in a cheap cardboard
coffrn urchas dfrom the morgue, ang wraPped the
Tnke with th(fb arsa C?%nd her’ | noneh%nd laced a
Ye low rosgbu loomed in our backyar Aust
atmornrng Onthe other side | placed my love note
It Was time to go. They wheeled the Open casket
throu a set of doors info a large wartrng room, and
U denI?/anew atrocrty hit mey shatteredn IVes. There
wereat east fifty people in theé room, and it seemed as if
they all camerushrn?toseethebodyandtogasp J i
more than &ould% noushed them aside ana fel
across the casket to shield my daughter from thelir curl-
ous eyes. At that point, a tenderhearted Brazilian began
movrn%vthe cart wrth me till coverrno It toward apother
room, where my husband, my parents, and | had a pri-
vate ceremony of crrpture and prayer, giving little

Ste ack to God
VGe twen took the cardboard casket and drove to the
cemetery. Again, swarms of children, followed us to see
wheret eforergners would bury their dead. The casket
Was lowered Intd the rqround and the dirt thrown back on
| pushed a small'cluster of pansres Into the soil, ana
then we r%treated to my Hparent house,
shand went on’ Home ahead of me in order 0
cIearthe rooms of ever Sythrng thﬁ t had been teP h/
Her u%y, her bottle W r%r was gathe t0
her room.“and the door was shut. enIarrrve home
later, | madeasecond check. Finally, night fel
Ishared rnto?e hours a d eoe affrnrt%/ than ever
before with %rcg IneJ %ne(f | the othef moth erso
eworldwho lost children. 1¢o Idn%tsI% E | could
stand at the window and wonder w tra%
ha come, | remembered the statement of Job 10 his
calamity, “Though he slayme, yetwill I trust him,” but at
the moment | was not stire | could be so steadfast.
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THE BROKEN GOD
Presenély(hlltnﬁe an to rain. | stooii Watchin the.raw-

drops INg.about Stephany lying out there in the
co?(ﬁ) n?g tItS raiging on my Baby. t ra?ning on my baby.



ttATHE SHOCK

Thetoxo lasmosishadnotyet eenewctdfrom
Intt ogyx b%ohe time we retu ne tot States orfur-

ths ater. A ot er stru om
|m taneos in mhymln %f cont grl
I onet dea
cIu chm tesleegerse a sttr“) g
ownto ospital IltUSt ocaf escentt noere
ere ttte% F eurosIs ?raw |I§ ore
anm and ever redlized. Eventuall sz glven

Ste s enfire wardrobe to a poor Brazilian woman
tr? a New mtant V\gut tﬂe memd%es stayed.
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In such a state, it was not at all clear that we should
plunge 1nto 4 .year of raising funds, as most returning
mrssronarres did, and then ?o hack to our field ofservrce

Both my hushand and | fetdrslocaged un%ertarnﬁ out
our futdre. Wewenttemporarrlyto e near his motner in
western New York, where | took ajob as a secretary to
support us. Shortly after Christmas, we had accumulated
enou%h cash to make It to the West Coast, where | had
grow up. That seemed as.good a place as any to try to

ontinue to sort out our lives, our marriage; and our
belrefs esettbed In an apartment in Costa Mesa. a Los

n eles syburb: 1 found’ another clerical job, and he

an workrn% gart -time In a bookstore.
ears had now passeo]srnce | had seen %rm ?]nd
Mare IIfe, and when my mot errntormed me that t
aso had come west Irushed 0 the tee hone Itwasa

ju r%tconversatron and we quickly m ans to ?et
toget er the next trme dtheﬁr came 10 Los Angeles ?
etings. Jim exR ained that | arge oups ot people

from tﬁe homec urch In Redwood ({/a lley came with
%h t] IP a fleet of bgs%ls | was welcome to ride
bac with t or an extended Visit,

A series of affectronate letters went back and torth
between us, and finall my on hanksgrvrngweekend 1971
our family went toJints rally at the mbassyAudrtorrum
In downtown Los An eIe? It was impressive, A Iar%
mu trracral choir sand Infectious sonds about hroth

hood and a\ceand love between aIIGodschrldren The
serm?ne H sized the same themes As In the [past In
Brazr Jim n%t e%d In rayer ért haraly notl ced
was fascinated by the crowd and the man worty
Peogles Tem?e prohects that were described—homes
tor enior Citl ens dr & ghabrhtatronoutreaches tutor-

rams. Isappojntment was that Mar-
hto vr%s notpre¥ent he, aeggrstered nurse, had been
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THE BROKEN GOD

|hesd gé) that weekend with herjob asa state nursing home
I oar ed one oft ePuses a[]terwarg forthe overa ght
run ug e coast, whi eSteE an and my hushan g%
turne home he Aoyf IP Ing con nue
bus—sRH ear ﬁ ore &WJ] R esse§
moes\mt their | ea ISm. Finally | was asked wnat | wante
about ‘God.is 0 good to me™?” Irerpemb%red
rHlana N,arc ling singing that one In Brazil from their

ot by el vk s
Ehjes tr%rlale gp 03; tt erg\lljorgs hVe\/en Ievheynlp M“ e/ep as tﬁ
The f Ve {wundr g re5|dentgs of tin Iéedwood VaI
[ e sti 8 enourcara an rofle maround
?(c g Omm% Further down the road
rel td 08% an Crelotal Oﬁ \Ne?ﬁe{h” r\<|ncestaal e(\)/%n
egsq)ac we asse throug% Uklah% (Ci tgrsﬁ
L na
eh 0S8 S fle C0 cfg to ure[? Cah{orma—one oj
t e nine recomme (ﬁaven rom nuclear war—ar]
atllrle(a%/low Poe eﬂ ical fault that ran In a southeasterly
%se Were unlreadeel and Jim showed me to an
ustalrs ﬁroo mtelf eanairactve%wo stoay
stacio %temp eptuntl earP/ ternoo
Marceline was still out of town In nect(?n with her
Work. ﬁerturned ataoutsmocTc We rushed
mtoeaﬁ dLersar sm%sureo apwtears

|H1 f enjn% ﬁreveled In
memories of Belo Horlzonte Thelr Stephan was now
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tvvere 50l andth otherbo sweren tfarbehlnd
tease out a ﬁ]em on ago. Jim
and Marc % e etal t eIrmoveto ng 2
eIro, an then eorel neW|t ewasintothe mi
; 3 TOst uncomiofable oy
R
Were |te I eed rving. He was
concerned. an te e ba to Peop esTem
égu nrao orea Bu techurc Was In ebt |tsefan

onae ) bt W
woma S a5 2 ra2|I|
om t—whoofere me 35 Ocas exchange
ee nonstop da[ys of sex with her |na otel. | |dn’t

wan o do |
ost choked. | looked around the table, emhar-
Jﬂ hat ah he chh}gjren Were IFstenln%to their fah er

rasse( ey wentrighton eating. The
Egﬁ%ug er aH nlsybe?ore Ven R/Iarc%llneaﬁ dt
S e
“Sow mehat e hotel ta teroom @rthree
Zsstralgt uéatteend n she.went to and me
| sal ou on’t This 1snt for me.
Jnech Idren In thefavela. You must otnere

Wlt mean han Itt0 he rpnan gie eader yourse
He went on to descr] lt?] (f (m erface n
Pl i

h Xhl ren ??om I}eavian as eunﬂ?she coul

liver the money angd make a quick exit.
Jimma elts%un Ilke%nem st magnanimous sacrifice
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Jim’s letter of September 24, 1971, signed “Jin" ax”* Rainbow
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THE BROKEN GOD

fhlshfe N{){he churning but | thought about
vy]far$ Wotvtj chi]ma Brazilian or%hana
Pe a\ps the' end justified’the means in an ext EMe CAse

tterd ner was finished, we moved into the livin
?omtot (tN man§ arceﬁn? 5e ateah B?
H)ost im |ate then sai ont remem er
cho ‘Bonnle, |tsso 00 to oua am ou
ow o OUrSe, Jt ere our
etlmes | woul hae hoked a|n| % e
P P]ene ortI%/
a hook enti tIed

epared by something that had a
i tadigthet?taht.ae”fg it
gt f ﬁ shu the bookalmos

hese tioh on rﬁlncarna jon, |
at Was an| hrls tign, wasp't t

|mme3|atexed\?gs ater, | tou t sm Palt ) weak

But a te
that | cant eewattl

saRﬁ %

returne ace ere | ha st d whi

HtIShln% thedlstmtlm smrk 8%

osesg en ursso ntumon— a ad been

Jim ag Marue% ter In an ear |er

now ere e'%were ng me names and a
Ssl

Iacetos ort my Impression. “We Were Pharaoh Ikh-
ﬁatona ctj R{%wﬁe efertiti, back in Egypt, ana you were

I QUr Tami
Kinaton. themsald Sa her tic ph]araoh ode%)
Re 1300s B.C edare 0 repace emﬁng/
etlrpewnhonesupremesun 0d, Aton mve \s
capital from Thebes to a new rgmsﬂe Wwhere he bul
a Tmazw%gu Amarna He'encduraged the arts, espe-

Il s
- he eauty of Nefertiti. hlswn‘e can Ibesent10
tﬁ hewor %

(he sc:ét e 0 varlou umso
SiX da oneo marrle afgloun
osucceee I natonto throne, the ou King



The Shock
Tutankhamen Whether | was that daughter they didnt

%T_Jlm Was not fwshe% He had also been Bugdha
and Lenin, a deve Jesu hr| t anhongfothers LITewas
strR/ eex ame US, aS Various
avecom acktof esur atg:e agal anda am

new mx I%arents Wou

(ena]g ﬁ such
clalms Butl resentst eo mm ealt Iwas
mn sha e o resist, spema two eo
Y< tedllscussmn
talkin

muc ers aI X{(
fascmatm%E (L Z Marcle

announce Fa}tsene edtogéjontoil ehadto
getu ear engxt orning for wor

¥sta e Ivi Rroom to talk until gast

mldnlglt and then came the third s r?rlseo the eve

n{ ewan to know how my sex Iite was doing, |

re Bte thatm marr*?ewas not mtebest
t1 brushe hlm

eysa}/m thatoyr
el ety v frcsrpe s s e§ B
fst ?aeoras s, W rYI 8H verfadanem
my”feg ave utwﬂth ecl |a | It
‘I"should

0 meant so

vegn Wi ﬁ|dAteraf moregqqges
tions, We retired for the night
ﬁe next Aa Tue33§ and Marceline ‘ound time

to give me a tolr gt the various Peoples ects
Wg sawine conva?escentﬁomes whgre eT(fen\’B blac and
wh|tes [ e(%togiether IH mon and securit W
8 etarde c e Weswtete
su sidized dormitories Pr college stu erts In ne ry
anta Rosa, whi from poor

am|?es t0 Stay \n schocab Lgeye)mupﬁa |60£/epéwher Was

" s ealtjeadl%eaﬂ] (fa“n\%/lt aaﬁogu) that he sal

sse
[ese
Woqu Baasca ly explain %IS VIew o!1 things: the tltﬂe read,
bl



THE BROKEN GOD

Introduction to Communtﬁm That aIanmed me, but once |
alott tQ t eopen!J ﬁpters Ic? ’tobgec fo wha
etn a]tdaotteewlso clawawu cealn
Hene S 0f S g | Was ver}/ naive; | kne ? 8
escribe [towt early Christians hn Je[]usdale
communal shardwhatevert I)G Ith one
another WI ou t ar for raceorsas ﬁf
Was nt 50 ere 5 ke how
muc ap Go n |sthnh how-
ever, | woul ave to ke f£ |s ening and watc ng
That question was settléd with  blast on We esdﬁ
eventng when w went tot e miawe serwcea
tem (L épttche Fel |n W|tha
state glasswm o oY] latform. Tt was.an
unusuals ctu ctton Was a Sswim-
\ swere Ia| across It 50 that more
fo atrs cou e sef U é) essary to accom-
at acrowdo t05 Behind the podium was

taI shioned stool omw?ttchtfmspoeangover ea
wasa annerand an American fla

A choir began with some of the S fson%slhad first
heard In LosAn%ees acke bryajtve msu] nt sec-

tl?ttctglcmon%mgt? tohtﬂtes %t whlaltlraand%ssanﬂla%ﬁees
to create a powertulimage e sugg

conceal his expressions, htc ten o as%lstee raﬂ
Baﬁgﬂ]tlcotrgge ntgg Everyone seemed take wit
y esooR begantos alé Peoevear hun? R PGod
Eoo manP leare ta ufP Ith the golde Rpets
me nrttO e tﬁ §ért ngglt}?ee Qeles etroe o?tavaerrth n
Jesus wante tfowsto K) nﬁ nngﬁt eﬁeand’
E% W, In Mat%hewZS e t0 %outa the s Ctgteous
ristians who are going to be out In the cold Because



The Shock
ney never fed the hungry or clothed the naked or visited

i %QSP(P erSree with that. 1d been turned off by do-

gic i e .
tatthe merrc?nfa aallr na this natrono
ascr%tswhowrf dso ear(hr meto eout]

we Peoples Temple. He then
ﬁndéardrtonyse vedto stractpeop romt ewor at

And the he spton the Bible.
We can etn rn stop us r m building ajust and
rrejgscre the on emuste owr;the
oa.and all tnis tako esweetb e ana pyel” He
sed hrérrghtfrstagarn Itheresa odupt ere, —

ou
y,tlewo tofm seatan dashed foran exr% could not
be revew ad [ust eard C0 eouto Im Jones’
mouh dtso run unt geo groom
slamme oor deo sed on.the bed. | doubled
rn actual H srca arn Ibroke nosobb Atgs
What wo toamanw tte ch
obscenlrté( udd ped or t
ma estrnyo thecu ohad een uc tower
ofstre ome ow rmcomeos
E?]utdt | thought about the ractrca Rarso
e sar Ithou taboutthe gc see
be ore swaswhtr about. aIJ
nevttaté'tte r”a st.ttté”t dsa“&@tto'tntcér
%I/Vearsbeftoreabout y God, rmeexrsrt)r? lowed suc a

%nd%g%smasgrrgg t? n? \tt becauserfGoddrdn’t

Xisf.., twent ife had just gone down
thecfrarn S| agrantart/n hadsvr) d%wnacross
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THE BROKEN GOD

the chessboard ofmy In‘e and sent every piece flying. Itall
wassu den r?/Olmeanm less.

e secorid option"was as terrible as the first. 1 con
tinued to sob.



1/ MY WAY

THERE WAS Aknock on the hedroom door.
| “Who s 1t?" | sputtered, | didn’t want to see anyone.
Bonnie .. . 1t's Marceline.” ,
I closed my eyes and sighed. “Please—not now, Marcie.
I jUSII want to be alqn%’ .
After a moment’s _hesitation, she opened the door

Bngwa% and came on in. Sp)e sat down on the edge olfthe
ned where | still lay and e?an to stroke my shoulder.
I’'m sorry, Bopnie, Imre(f,ly%orr gou re S0 Upset.

Her love and understanding nelged to calm me after a
while, and she brougnt me a tranquilizer of some kind. |
\_/vas_dflnally able to articulate some of what was going on
Inside.
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I\/Iarcellne< It’s like there’s no secure Velace left for
me—I feel like I'm being puIIed apartbg Ild horses.” |
seIe ogthowawful itwould be If [ ha beenwrongall
v\}/ life about God—and how awful it would be for'the
t oofthem If Ihad been rignt. “There’sno way out, and
on tthlnk | can cope withthe emotional painof tall.”
e didn’t trgf to reason further with 'me then: se
SIm Xmother d me until | eventually went to se%p
under th rPowerofthesedatlve |had a ream thatnlg
aboyt be| forced to move from a small gttaget
much | argrer house, and peing, relyctant to do o. The
thought 0 rearranﬁln al myfurnlture and gettlng re-
settled Was oVerw %to me. When | qwoké on
Thursday mornm% |twas t hard to see how the dream
connected with real life,

Jim continyed to spend long periods of time with me
that day and the next, exglaml his Olgoals and cntmzmg
the churches for their pr judlce an fal ureto eal wit
real human need. The myth ofa G gmt esky,h
argued was Irrelevant td the task ath nd: to build a
socialistic pa d’idlse where peo le of aII races would be
res ec%ed anad treated W|th nl%an comPassmn

dy e time Marceline drove me to Santa Rosa on
Friday fo catch the p Ianebacktosouthern Cal |forn|a m){
Sl oy

U Im’s s—hut how cou
home and tel me husbar% %at 0 been throu ?\ ar(WJd
that | wasn’tsurg od was alive anymore? Marcell mewas
galn tender and empathetic; she wrote me a letter a few
days later in which she said,

| wantyou to know that I feel the trauma thatyou are
experlencmgeAsI Ieftlyou attheairport | wished| couldgo
withyou to bea buffe betweenyou and th terriple nX|
that jlou must experience as youface tru thand m
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Fcessa adgustment It|sP nfulasyougothro ghit but
onous Y réwarding after the trans tlon IS mace. Do not
eelth at?gou have waste%aquartero acentug - Each
phage IS hecessary thoug |tvaneswnh Individuals due to
vanat|ons In our Karma. .

She closed the letter, which was dated December 11,
1971, with this:

Honey, the onIywaytoface truth isoneday atatime. Be
true to what you believe as each |nC|dent {0 test It arises.
nyou dont know Wgat to dlo-do nothin unHIcyou are

sure ave utmost conficience Inyour honesty and courage
4 love you very much.

B thattlme | had already spilled the whole thing to my
husband. Hewasunderstandabl%shaken Buthe was also
rather weak in his own faith at this ﬁomt and unatf]eto
mountastron reputtal. [ decided I needed outside

I madeana omtmenttoseeam|n|sterthe nextweek

He Was not the pastor of the church we had been
atten mg | wasn't sure | wanted to unload somethlng
tls Ser| us on. h|m Instead IcaII a man who ha
known my am|¥] for a number of vears: | felt | could
trusthlm SureI ewouldbeableto efend God’s case, If
In fact |fwas ensible.

“I reall nee ourhe J) | began that day as | picked
|mu athis ome rovea ew blocks and Rulled 0
thecurbtotﬂlk l\/nyalth In odhﬁsbeenver akenby
something that happened last week. But actually, I guess
t was Just the cllmax to what has been building over the
ast ¢ tEJ;peo years, As you know, | e spent part of my
Ife In ra2|I and I've séen an awful lot of suffering and
misery, ana some of that su fering has come jnto my own
ife through the death of my daughter—and I'm having
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THE BROKEN GOD

real doubts a% to.whether God gven exists.

“Bonnie,” he mte]rru ted with. a wave of his hand,
“vou're not going through anything that’s terribly up-
usual. When Iwas n ooIIege | had doubts about the
exntenceo God m [yi]

elt ang rY that he hadn’t faced the question. It
seemed entirely serious to me, but he wasjust brushing it
asige.

Before | knew it, he had leaned closer and taken my
hand in his. “Bonnie,"he continued, * mreaIIygIadyou
came today, because reaII love you.” Alook of anhmé)
tlon camelnto | ﬂ/es “I love yod so much th%tldl,l,k o
sow ke to take Yo Mobe WIth m

mJE edm hand back, star eenqlne anad drove
hi ackwn oututtennganotherword never saw him
again. omethlnoiwentsna onthe|n3|deofme |twasaII
over. | told myself, “That finishes it. | gave God qne last
poriunltyt answer the questions | eworne about
a lon t|me one flnal chance to prove Jim Jones
wron an what happens? é; dss okesman rus ?sm
questons asigle and roce stopoposnlon me! 1T Go
eX|ste ne obviously wou dn have ettls happen
. g ’%haY]e the earl 0 teL ucfbanda out the
|nC| ent, but ne soon rea |zedt at crossed a paint
ofno return. We went tq church togetheronlyonce after
that and nearly ever thlnoseemed toreinforce myopln-
|on hat it was all a sham econgregatlonwasentl er

White exce tforp] ne black man—who sat in a tpewal h/
hlmself NOt anot erper?]onwould roach his row. |
the cour seofthe?erwcet ere weret eedlfferentéonroé
about eaven Inally leaned over to my husha

whispered, “I am neveroomlng tochuroh apam and you
Detter promlfe not to fry to hang any guilt tr nj e
about It, or else I'm going to stand up right now and tel
these righteous people what | think about their singing
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Il about heayen and not practicing Jesus’ word abou
Fov?ng your _rotﬁer.” I velasn’t bﬂﬂ}ﬁng; | was ma(}
enou%h todoit _

“OK, OK, I promise,” he whispered back. “Just don’t
sayf anYthO'n%, and 011 don’t have to come a alp.”
. Ipulledonm sng_asse,s gmystandard Way 0T retreat-
{Hg ggtr)mcglstas eful Situations) and endured the rest of

VICe.

| cannot say that | was entirely happy with my capitula-
tion. | reme_n¥ ber awakenin onye be%%)(iful Ycl%ar,psunng
morning with birds singing and flowers blooming, an
_reca,lllng the words of the ,En%hsh poet who wrote God’s
in his néaven; all’s well with the world.” And suddenly |
thougnt, “No—God’s not In his heaven, and pothing is
e B

utJj W |

make thin%s rpight n t%epworld, nd the¥ Wwere Fr)nak%’n%
pro?ress nd o they were the tfest 0T the availabl
chofces. The Iett%rs and Rhone calls back and forth to
Redwood Valley became more fre(r]uent throughout the
early montns of 1972 1wrote Iﬁtte 00 gubllc ofﬂmal(fad;
Jlmsrefqu_est to curry favor in |gh places. We attende
more of his Los Angeles meetings, He proEos_e that we
be_ient at some future Pomtto Chile to wor wﬂhorlohan
children and also start a Peoples Temple agricultural
mission—the concegt that ?ventuall Decame a rgallty In
Guyana, Chile was se_malzattract Ve in those daysbe-
ca %e of Its souallﬁtr ,%lme nder Salvador Allende. X
husband and |, having already heen missionaries |
South America, seemed well sufted for the fask.

Ontl\/lay 31, 1972, I wrote the following letter to my
parents.

Dear mom and dad,
Due to the Issue at hand, I feel I must be completely
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honestandfrank in expressin%_m eelings concerning our
move to Redwood Valley the third ofJune and my ligation
with the Joneses. _

You said inyour letter | seemto think | could do exact]
op,Posne ofwhatyou had taught me to do, and dismiss |
with a word. | f}/ou taught mé¢anything, you taught meto

and to make m){ Own decisions. 1am doing

thinkfor _mYs_eI , |
that. Until thispointin mylife have made gecisigns that

you agreedwith, some becausel felt itwas rightand others|

made because | wanted topleaseyou. | am tvventy-smre_a[s
old now; surely if ever I am going to thinkfor myselfit is
now.

You know that you cant drag me to heaven on your
coattails. | must make my own way in life by using mK OWN
brain and making my own decisions. Otherwise, what
would I do when Fou die? | would be a lost zombie,

Yousaidyou believeJim tobea traitorto Christandyou.
You couldn have known him aswellasKoudldandnotbe
aware ofhis beliefs. He told me that when he sawyou, he
questioned the wisdom of letting me come up to Redwood
Valley, soyou knew there was somedanger | would discover
what'he believed. .

If, asyou sa;{, I ?o to a country as a missionary
[meaning Chile], I'will teach thepeople toget their God
out ofthe Sky and down to earth, tofeed the ungry, clothe
the naked, visit thesick and afflicted-to stop being hung up
?n hea%\ﬁen and itsgoldenstreetsand gettheir religion down
0 earth,

| knew when | made my decisionyou would beagainst it;
don't think that you onIY have sutfered. You sayyou are
sure | havent realized all the repercussions ofmy decision,
butyou arevrrong. | am notas addlebrainedasyou think. |
pondered very déeply before coming to any conclusion.

This decision has cost meall: thepeaple I'love so dearly,
andthe country | lovesodeeply [Braznj]— Yousaidyo



My Way

hoped Godwould have mercy on us. Haveyou disowned me
because of my decision? Is God less Iovm? and merciful
thanyou? Is e going o throw us into hell after we have
given everything to help others? [ fso, | want none ofhis
mercy; | wantnathingtodowith hisheliven; I willbum in
nell with the rest of the people who are living a more
Christian life than any other Christian group | know,

| have sat through meeting after meeting [of Peoples
TempIeJ andseen onIy?ood come. A housedIvided cannot
stand. | don't believe Satan dgesgoodfor any reason. My
Spirit Is witness to me that this iS good and'right, | muist
follow after tryth as | see It

Be assured that nobody but my husband has readyour
letter. | have not been coached in writingyou this letter; |
merely writing honestlyfrom my heart myfeelings. I know
they hurtyou, andforr thatl amdeeplysorry. I hdpeyou will
be ahle to'accept my decision and know that | have made it
out of the sincerity of my heart.

My deepest lové toyou both, _

Bonnie

The next week mh/ husband, four-year-old Stephan, and

| moved in with the Joneses in Redwood Valley until we
could find a permanent place to live.
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immersion into the everyday wordd Of
reo )fe? Temple came sooner than | ha expected. Not
ter earrve |m anno ? one mornm
re om {0 1 ssan aI goona Wowe
vaia o up oCana aan !YI Ico. We’
N om meetin salon%thewa)( ut| Iaso eagreat
tnﬁ the senior.citz ﬁo‘ he chlldren now %hat
oo sout, Bonnie, 1" really like for you and Stephan

%us%ga dha st otten ajoh a amaso Ite ma
urln ants as ruled ouA Ste an an
egan pac ngoursuncases ltsoun ea enjoyable
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tlme—?(chance to[s ebsome beautiful cquntry and also to
et to know peog eti]er It t00 at east Six Ruses to
ansport ﬁheg JJ Ich nu % more than two
wurdredatog ther. We headed north toward meetings
mt]e state of Washington.

A ?n%v e way | met some ofthe dlearest eIderIZ black
e L
came mycﬁosestplends 8 ecawl erseVYfOb the ra heé

strlkm name of Love Life—t was something she

16 n earl h &
so%%n ecame like a‘grandmother

C
amewasaslﬁma It cou e—an lways to ééo)ét
| il o
cou elther’oring your own, or e
gme and for some reason we were Z ta owe
In

c% l%lrI] %a |erhyearsa t Father Divine’s mission bﬁ

tlleg1 v(\enﬂ1 IF |I|nge \évags?m Becapgg ()efvggt?%%tlsn she
kRO\?ven a?s E?lrerV\ﬁoegg)aiunygaavﬁl\{:?{?gsgﬁ[aed O%r_paerr]fje

e cut an upforgettable profile; her nearly si
ﬁg%r%%gjgnengy W (P l(j:tc? dB 0Kte Ir%m er |stenS r%n1l%/r
T7we arﬁan ements for food on Ehe tnB \c/\(l)eurled that you
tem C\e a certain gr%lount ang eat w?]% Was F \P @éé A
chose the secondo tion, %p It turne %
mistake. We sometimes rode for up to WL’VE gur&
iecharhe B il ot o

ng the o
o i o ke
giNorry honey " (e to r%Iplam “When we

s%v¥e &etour 007,
e topped in a park, and picnic tables. we
gathereg% sSer ﬁgthle resP of U, We\PvIaltéd |mpa%|(\e’\rl1t[y
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Inlon Ilnes andthe menu thatflrstdafyturned outto be

somethin glenoo les and tuna out of cans—un ﬁate
There was also some Kool-Ald to W?S It %own Wit

some sort of cake for dessert, but altogether it was not a

Ve A/ appetizi qmea
Sl s g UEIE o of e ety ne, S young

1ld, stru Inish U
stomach f%]m gll the traveling, pgnd heywhlned tOpﬁIS
mother that he wasn't hun r )

“No, you have to clean u Elate shfanswered
Soon-Jim came over E)Q [ |n orce the rule. “No one
V\éanstesgood food. Every bite has to be eaten. Eat the rest,
S

The boy looked gosmvely lll. He forced down another
hite oy two of cold noodles, and then his entire lunch
came hack ug onto his p ate again.

“No, no, no,”Jim barked. “You're notgglngtogetout
of it th?]t way. That’ S[JUS’[ m(?nlpu latiop
" a@%?ear? continued to stand over the boy until his plate

| was appalled. Jim must be havm abad dah/ | de-
cided, and "1 tried to stay out of his w?% from then on.
Whenlrea% edtheservm table Imu bleg %omethmg
aOHJt not e|n very huRgry, and so got by with
smaller-than- av rage he As | ate | saw curly-
naired little Martin A os who was younger than
Stephan, dro fomeofhlsfood Into the dirt, hether|t
wats mdtentlo al or not | don’t know, ut again, Jim
notice

“No, Martin—we can't waste food, You CPlck itup and
eat it.” And the little b% obexed dirt an

Our meeting in Was |n?to was held In a rented au-
ditorium, havmg been wel adv?rtlsed madvan% e in the
newspagers This was a parent%oneolems ?quent
stops, because there were a number of local people who
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CASA t)A CRIANCA

S FACA TAMSEN 0 SEU DONATIVO
AJUOE-NOS A AfiPARAH UMA CRIANCA

Back in Brazn as a
missionary, | spent
most of my term
(1966-70) working at
this orphanage néar
Sao Paulo.

My son, Stephan, and
| at Redwood Valley
California, after ' hid
jomed Peoples

Temple.



Inside the Redwood
Valley Peoples
Temple the banner
read, “Father’—
meanlng Jim Jones—
‘we thank thee.”

The Jones bog
Septembper, 1972:

to r|gh ) Steph an
Tim; Lou, Jlmmy

My role model.
Marceline Jones.



Jim and my Stephan in
1972 at Redwood
Valley. In the
background below)
the Peoples Temple
buses, which_carried us
t0 meetings in San
Franciscoand Los
Angeles each weekend.

Hi

h 111 nes = == AIMMMMSMM
The Jones family in 1975. Standing, left to right: Lou,
Stephan, Mike Cartmill (a son-in-law), Tim, Suzanne,

Jimmy. Seated: Marceline and Jim Jones. Kneeling:
Agnes and her four children.



Once we arrived in
Georgetown,
Guyana, we
headquartered at the
Pegasus Hotel.

Concerned relatives
In the ?roup
mcIuded (eft {0

rlgl erwm
arris, Clare

Bouquette, and
Howard Oliver: also
shown is Charles A.

Krause of the

Washington Post.



Congressman Leo
Ryan speaks to the
groupL while

herwin Harris
studies the list of
some 300 faked
signatures on, the
statement disinviting
us to Jonestown.

Moments before
leaving for _
Jonestown on Friday
afternoon, Anthony
Katsaris Whtl} waits
In. the_hoter lopby.
Tim Stoen (left) and
Sherwin Harris
(center) had to stay
behind due to the
size of the plane.



Over the threshold in

earms of m
ond‘erfu hus%anab,/
Hank, onJune 17,1978.

Watking on thﬁ b?ok
with Dearf] Merrill a Tew
days a #erm return
rom Guyana.
MBMM \



God in a Body

Welcomed s rnto their homes for_overnight. Stephan

aong} with Joyce and Dale Parks (Who six years
Iater wo(uld lee froni Jonestown with Leo Ryan’s P ty),
weret aken toa oveyhouse where we were able to take
showers and wash odt some clothes

he next da%/ we were back on the road headed for

Canada, ang IS time we werg %so fortunate. T
huses pule rnt% an open fiel Igdh grass at about
three rfourrnt e afternoon. hefre We soon found,
Was infested wrt mosqurtoes and S0 we were ordered to
stayonte usehs for th et0|ne eing.

was ot T earr con tronrng, however was shut

AR UG IR R
r r

By this Yrme the Bussres%room wag eit er%rrﬁ(en or Ifs
tank wg s full and could no longer be used.

Our usdrrverwaf Q Htensegounﬂman named Daqn
SIy—theonewhoB e kniféont econoressman N
Jonestown. Even ackrn 1972, he was a zealot

r?/ou cant gret off, kid. Nobodgl gefs off.”
ca 't wait—I"have to go,” the boy pleaded.

Soon the odor in the crowded bus became even worse
than 1t had aIready been, with al| the stale food and the
Pers iration. Supper was canceled, and we never did
eave the bus that night: we slept in our chairs. By the
next morning, | was sick.

My tempe ature egan to rise, and after awhile | went
into-delirfum. | canrot remember the next two days.

thers on the bus arrJToarentIy took care of Steghan while

ay Incoherent In my seat,’ W hen finally came to, We
eftCanadaan Weresto e smew ere long the
wa to use facilities. M frr enta rcturea ter those
two days Is of Iong lin so our people walting outside
restrooms. | was s0 weak | could hardly walk. Someone
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tool%ml}/ and helped me om the line.
tan ourIate ﬁ sbmetourrstattr
tron an everyonle P ed o USes tq see It

orehead was still burn vomr mﬁ | re-

majned In my seat, starmg voudt
woman %e ‘her head in the door. * atareyou
dom%n

src
r sard eve 15 supposed to come see thrs

lac eann
p s?tu grg Q yo tell Father t t}atlmnot oing!
h\t J not the stren cas s
ad beguint rave W myonI other ootwear was in
mysu case helow,
r_trat she sta tedt ward me to force me out of the

somew ere ecmeu wit parro srzeS(ﬂ
oots rmgtowea my eetarg size
threw t ack at ut, a er Lnr% rom
another omnshest memg by m
rm% her meousrd d no orf butto e
001S, an %he staved with. me to me up as
3[) ed alon o[ eentrr attr éron
Saw m ann G od to see
oure ga(n aro onne esar ashes
C ;/nockr Me over, soa
% denou oney. and | etm
case 0 tofthe a ec art entof
han an ome r mat erw

%%ave {0 trr]c Yv%sul possr wastrappe
% ever even oW, Hlbeoan to %at
aif as We rave owar xrcoaﬁ e quall de
ST G
ebus%avr\f roo/g(tt uYtars Now t gf Betterrl
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S&’a‘é% i Isact) %@ZV Ea‘e%lac?(ngr?(ﬁfwh}tgl Hon?

lon vaca lon {0
oft hg USes weree QdWlthQ radios, and one
sbus e seen nnle

a[]ne Xm%p gtre alr tvvlce now.” He wasn't 8f

E)HQPQ ont ht It}Naglac&ea“ (étllﬁﬁgur

e

own hewm ﬁonworeacrewcu am |n f

Was exf tln% vanltybyrunnlngacom through
0

m¥ Lorﬂgh 8“ srdlcul us, called Don an obscen
namee 3ngérﬁnl1rmnq%d hhm tﬁﬁ& Jlmgf(lm é Icnomlflvti ang
Eren an Ired es ?%gmsto

look erf%ct eople wouldn't understand alr

mﬂle%se E)Iled og acro sthe bord [ mto L\]/Iexm%
e A
A e Ot?efﬁ*ﬁ%'ﬁ“ o
R f? e
ﬁ er Senior Cifizens preferre osgep
b a%?ns%epes eeer mlse ac nce to prove her
enysome ne c nhe ! H:?d with the ne s that

Stephan wo With Someo
th%solutey not, sald y s ou d hemave to do
i (?eeds to learn to relate to other people. Hes too
depen n_%n)ap
L|s? en’t even spe kEn ﬁh verg Vel
Noneo )Gou Wuese |ch iswhat he [earned
growing Up in ra2|I had spoken Portuguese even

o7

ont
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at home while at the Sao Paulo orphanage, and it had
become Stephan’s first language.

Jim came along to assuré me. “Bonnie,” he said, “he’s
been spoiled, youknow. All he knows isyou, Youmustlet
him relate to others; this Is our socialist way, and you're
going to have to conform.”

And so he was taken off to sleep next to a kind-looking
black woman, screamlng as he went, ‘Mamae, tnamae,
mamae!" (“Mommy!” ortu?uese)

| cried myself fo sIeeP that night alone on the cola
sand, and early the nex mornln? | went hunting for
him. Wehu?ged each other and satdown to eatbrea fast
together. Affer the meal was finished, he stood up with a
smile and said, “Well, I'm going back to my black mother
now”! He dldn’t seem nearly as upset as | was. The
woman had been ve\Xlovmgan tender with him, and |
thought to myself, * beJim’s right after all.
Maybeherea y does need to find out thatthére are other
pe %I In the World who can love him.”

That was the da If|rstd|scovered that Jim, too, be-
lieved in gettlngq |s ove rom several sources. The sun

grew hot, and the beach had no trees for shade, and |
eventuaIIy went to find shelter back on the buses. | hap-
pened to"approach Jim’s bus first.

There was a guard at the door. “I'm sorry,” he an-
no‘gnced 1o one’s allowed on the buses.”

Wh 3/ not?”

dn't answer me, but as | looked past him and
th rou h th eoPen door, Isanlm and one of the young
women from the group. Suddenly | knew why, and my
heart was sick. Th|s explalned the coldness | had sensed
InJim and Marceline’s relationship. 1 remembered back
t0 Thanksglvmg{; when | had, first seen them again, and
how the ?ed or Kissed even though they had
been apart for an entire weekend. They hadjust passed
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one another in the hall without any show of affection.

What I didn’t know that day on the Baja heach was that
Marceline had aIread% been blaekmalled |nto silence. |
learned years later that when Jim first began his ex-
tramantal liaisons_back around 1968, Marcie had de-
cided to divorce him. Jim had stopped her dead in her
tracks with one sentence
[ “If you ever try to leave me, you'll never see your
children alive again,” And she knaw he meant it

Marceline Jones lived under the torment of that sen-
tence all the way to Jonestown.

So we stayed out, broiling in the Mexican sun all day.
We were incredibly sunburned: my nose and face peeled
for days afterward. There was great discomfort on all
sides—hut Father had had his pleasure, and that was
what counted.

And who was to argue? Mere mortals were subject to
criticism, but when you were God incarnate, you did what

you liked. Jim Jones was, in the phrase of one corpulent
woman In her seventies beside whom I sat on the way
home, “God in a body.” She was lovable but none tod
bright, and she was %lven to reciting those four words at
the mostunexPecte times.

We were rolling northward in the middle of the night
toward Redwood™Valley, with all the interior lights out
and almost everyone sleeping. | g{ently crawled over her
legs to get to the atsle and use the restroom, then re
turned and slipped_back into m¥seat Apparently
turbedherslumher ust enough orhermtndto respond
| was getting my earplugs rea y 10 insert so | could get
some Sleep myself when W|thout warning, the woman
screamed at the top of her lungs:

“God In a hogy!

Loud noises have always startled me, and | screamed
just as loudly as she had. The entire bus woke up, Don Sly
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turned on the hts, and there was general bedlam for a
IRIHU e saheweé outh ev(eJ n¥onefor Interrupt-
mgt elrseep an ace gv Cri

Sl S S g o
39 ear Beate jop bagcitowarg IS normal rhythm as |

rareé earplugs once again In the darkness. | took
5 ifedttttf !

0sed my"eyes,

nd again ¥|e ed inferror, an the hts came on

and the uslo eope storm roused and

wore excet ace oen who nvulsing In
rtunae was the en of e OUthUrsts;

||t : enne : %tntt nlghrtt ehoth woul pro -
Ty ave.neen pu S0 esjlu or the

trl of course, ma

crowas |n IO1’u ure meeth %ndgtporte 0nars on tn
t whenJlmJo swent

Vacatl t take U E

mailip Ishe OIIe nwer 0
ok vy H"Yt T(ad%slety tttECﬂmér%’t.
%/eer%e pt[fe beneﬁts 0ft ?t |OFove art)(? comgassmn o? Beoﬁjles



¢35 U iasUERRoe

Back IN redwood valley my life SOOH fell into a

atteBn of vi rqorous Service to the cause. Some of the

ers of the ¢ gre ation found u? an aé:)artme tin

nearby Ukiah, aW I r]ttowork or Gene Chaikin,
oneo two P eop e lawyers

s
| was not gwor We I|ved on Whatm
usband ear at the cto an% ercen
scontrl ete tep anwsenrol
|n |n er artent at a and t|m {0 VIS ove
Life and Ever Rem&m%I woul e car oadso ack
?nlor Cltjzens to endocing for pIcnics, or to my
Eacefowcecrgam Wheneverwe trooped into a cafe for
andwiches and coffee, we were quite a'sight—one young

/1



THE BROKEN GOD

th Ae woman with. five to %I ht ancient black ladies, Ini
mg EVer Re 0ICING IN rwlg
a|k|n Ietaf Irly successful law racttﬁgeh
Jom eopes e the co sternation Q
arents Head s hylls aske satone ointt

a wee en em VISitin re tS an
ouc n f rth em ese Itimacy. etn Ioassua
therr tears teI| emtatwe een mi S|onan
In Bra2| Itcmdn vea ut thls
rou eree dt you
utc S\/\S/ sou e|n |nsuc Bacttca J)vm
vYa){? heree er es lfute e|ng

ned and ou? E ﬁcunty out conge (fensmn

terawee ofmal thing on Fri |§“t
Wa togotot Itr]ndp ora meet| l}/
en ed We wou ontot 5es 10 t ree

nde own o San msco ere anot er me
Woul ebu es were alwa
JamLa dweioon Ie rne to stretc out o ever we

oulo—in the aisles, under the seats, venJ the over-
ea u ager S or underneat lnt go%ageco
artments. At east one could get into a comfortanle
osnlont ere.

Ponarnval ouldwashﬁ)an t]an eclothesm
the restrooms of t eteE rge pul geon Gear
Street 1n the Fillmore district acro a rom th ?zines
Trade Center. T he me |nsw? %oon unh even
hatnl tsto rneatl reaks, wnen tasf
%dfpe ar g Ia 1S g esTemBIewasaval
a or purchase. We were forpl n CPttorestau
rants: ourbusllnesswasneede tonelps SJ 126 hegnﬁ]
tandsweeasosetug In the ooyertose %urso |
ul protectt]h buq:er rom harm on the highway

an wﬂ rever. else he mi
Late that night, we wo qd reboard the buses for the
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nrne(hour run to Los An eI where the sa ethrng
Iberepeated Howev emeetr swoula usu

e
ﬂ 8 ﬁ% weeien%s SL% aule excegm\”tre értaecral tsrmeg

e qcrtyco re atronswer edwoo
Valley for he “wee ena Then we ska ed home an
hosted arge numbers o gem f]” our homes,

| was 4 misstopary’s
shr The poarntofllop vrrasnot

to ostet ing for the ne%d(ﬁ

aug ter: | was Lﬁed tq hard-
h]avefuh 0Int was
of the world. And Peoples
empewas 0ing S0

Telrr(r)c? teﬁ njerresncgm aine fse that the Pe%loels

?fco
e g k atlqued In s
?P aJy on onra}/ Stephan didnt seem o
ected as many of the o|der ones, whﬁse schoowo
Was more su tantrve M usband usua Er)had to wor
?atu C?a%s an th s co qo érlon ut Jim soog
oun rtantt INQS orme mtheaervrces an
tus rare mrssed Wee end on the roa
| Was |n thet monials rea
service. | e stso etru te m st?/
ﬁoremem ersfromR woo éhleP/
?w Peoples Te pIe adp lIves ac 8 her
tera |eéy ha épushed r]em dor(rm Icked ™t
around, andcast them out, They woul 1escrrbernt reg
tof emrnutese ch w the Influence of Jim Jones
ethemto eatterr 1habrt bepr oftherr

Bra ness, or fin nrn Urpose |
100 mytur tt emco ne as ell, telling the
audienc ntr ac peopeare ccepte eraou rgrlcn

ISM ande b otr United States, | wi
ashamedoq\r rere lan heritage rﬁhlond hair. Ele veg
oclock on Sunday oring | st temostsegregate

13
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hourof he we lﬁrnA |Qa(f<lyrnPe les Temple do
area vrr;ﬂ rrs(s eexamp what Jesus
outa ou to pe a part qf I
% 0P ere oft e meetrn assrmr ar to the
fart cam ar sof he 19 Os %nd 505 In wh ch
(a% he WOr Wemselves
trae actt atthrswas Eowa aC |st|an move-

ment. twas fonvenrent to keep th ngosms
uerae rat east three easons Firstof all” it tt

E 3fa sance econd vrdd ax exemg lon.
Thirdly, It br gen | wr from Important
8 m nt |as who sgvrr]ourmar(r)y
oo Wor n}%sve stu Iaunte r]enarg f

dSﬂPe of Ghrist. t omrn tronr1 ha
arne J“ ack In ndranagoa quhI? az %g
ﬁo tinue 8g\iecredentra A I church long aft
ad sto elieving in. Go

he etrns i n}]usrcfom soloists as well as
ac or]ro 150¥0 peo et r rnlonq e dresses
a] %eboysr trofisers.and shirts with ties, When
t ? an’to belt out a favorite suc das Brot erhood
our reli on ordem%crac e stan woul
sway o ebeat and brind the crowd ﬁlrve So e Ve
cre trve(f e Inthe gro wro xce entsongsabot
aea vean equall an err unefswre In-
otherstat been brought from Father
rvnes |s lon.

ren forrﬂed another fhorr Hw atrulg

movrn sr tto Seet rng%(n | togetner, plack an

¥v nand mulatto, Korean and Indian, their

aces shrnr etrmes I\/Iarce ine would sinq a toych-

|n solo ca ed %ack an about her L merrc N

[]lmm and how she rfoped to shield him romt
cru ties of a racist socle

Then, after the music and the testimonials, Jim would
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apdp r from ba %kstage In. his roBe and sunglasses He
would begin wit reveLatrons a outvFrrou Peo le In
the ay re etosow 1S SU ernatui owe t Wa
sometimes ard t nowwré y é arkable an

WVa IR Ppon J”T e gnce e b/ lbrsrtrn&r ?rta%o s

fathier
by i
8|e's”§ threnwﬁ ow at the street below Where three
ath it pea

u
the woman |na ttheCan gale?;teahor]d Ey ‘Es f EarI ”unril e

o i
ake her sit down.” Jim said.
he rmrﬂe akeh(]sat own. .
er get up again.”
he WQ an os and walke aroundalrttle more.
Nowl er sit down.”

Jsrtr]h went throuqh the routrnet%thrﬁ thmle successfullgI

Ieavrngrp Prare< $ convinced d an unusu
ol
N anot er% er wanted to rovehssaperrorrtyry

Jum fro rhotelaparm tand landing unhu
Mace%b ed rmouto at one,

So1n the meetin HWY rrhd rP}roceedt cIIrr]dr Idu-
| out ofthe cro t [k rsona etalls about
themsel es—w ere ey Worke at megrcapons tn
ergLF g e arents wee] ere t
Ve il troh as, some. 0T those on the msrd
new his soure of Information. Every time t eystae
In the homes.of temple membe

ri JS they were 8
walt until their hosts enthobe and then sneai%oun
the house reading mail, checking prescription labels in
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meglcmechests and soforth. They alsochecked e05)Ies
gar %e Thenthetywrotereportstobeturne toJim
VEn our apartment i Ukiah was ransacked at one
Bomtb y Lind aAmos who somehow had ottena er%/
%hapﬁadupllcatehaﬁbeenmadeatt ever eAqlnnl 0
aeenrt eorat aretﬁ't tee]g maOI r?t%et]l rerntea from ISettert rere
w im—mostly trivi Sy
g gungpwhmhheneverdld use¥na reve?atlon "In ate?
years, a defector from Peoples Temple gave me a carbon
coEyofthat repor? )
, rom the* revelat ns,”Jim would movelntotheoff?
Ing. Unless po ftical |gnltanes were present this usually
tufned into'a engty fair of UF to'an hour or even.an
hour andt a na mtOStHO us hadeg It and tHetorI] tolflnd
excuses to step out. He w egin with the lar
amounts flrst—pdonatlons o? 50 0—gand tnen haw%g
ten all he could at Jt%t level, move gown to $400
orth Donors ralse t elrhandsan turnedoverthelr

g|fts to ushers as he went along,
particular time Jim ia|d ‘| want eve gbody Inthis
not’l eavmg

churc?t to write out a check Tor $100. Wer
nere Bntllyqu do. You owe God this much. You peopl
nave been stmgy ou’ve been nolding back. | don't t care
If you have to borrow the money—write the check now.’
That was exactl R/ whathapé)ened | wrote the check and
\c’\nevnetrtlo the bartk on Monday morning to get a loan to
T en came Jim’s speaking, which tended to ramble.
re was no outline or order: he flowed with the whims
o t e moment. He often railed about the Jews and Hit-
ler, warnln% that the United States of America was be-
comln% a Similar fascist country about to commit
enocide a(IJalnst the Afro-American race. All blacks
ere soon 1o be killed oy else put Into concentration
camps. So the only logical thing'to do was to give your
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money and other assets to Peoples Temple now In order
to establish a safe utonla In another place, before the
fascists came_and conflscated it all anyway.

_Jim sometimes called me out of the trowd fo say,

Here’sa ountl; woman whoge father was a mi 5|onar
who was raised Yo believe in God, and when she pe ﬂ 0
doubt that, and went to a minister to get help, all she got
\évas a proposmon to go to bed with Rim. Tsn' that trile,

onnig?

And | woyld nod my head.

His rhetoric was greatly tamed, of course, whenever
public dignitaries came 0 visit. Then the emPhaus De-
came more fosmve and innocuous. Some.of the blacks
would be called t? do ethnic danges while the crowd
cheere Jim would ralse the oI|t|C|an for h|s noble
deeds in the Int estsoft epooran 08 ressed, and the
rafters woulds ake with a standing ovation.

But one day, George Moscong, the future mayor of
San Franciscq'who had hecome Jim sfnend showed UP
unannounced We usuaIIy had warnlng that public off
claswere cQmin %an would sh aPe the. meeun% accord-

This tlmet e service was alreaay in progress when
he walke Intg the foyer. )

Upstairs, Jim was_berating the crowd. “All you
sanctimonious hy rPocntes all you religioys idiots_ who
haveuoneyourw olelife bellevmg Inthe BlbleandJesus
Christ and”God—1"m sick of?/? émocnsy | want you
0 c?me down offyour hmd als an arn aboyt the gut
evel of lifel Get dow where It’s really at. Come "on
now—everyhody say ‘St

few o le"timdly whlspered It
come.on, ever¥bod V! You've got to break down
your barners It's good oryou—now yell it out!”

We velled.

Again!

7



THE BROKEN GOD

elled it agam Soon he had us chantmg the one

wor ver and Over again—fourteen hyndre P%

old ladies, kids, rich peoPIe poor people. After a out

five minutes ofchantm% P %ewas anlg/ reverberat-

mg whenamessenger ame fushing across the stage to
whisper somethingIn Jim’s ear.

Immediately he cui us off. “We have a surprise vis|
today, ladies and ent emen from someone whom we al
love very much, George Moscone—"and we proke into
applause as he was usnered to his place wondering why

he had been detained in a downstairs office so Iono The
children were brouoht fo the front to charm us all wnh

rotherhood |sou rell |onJ owled with the restof
rring such fiascos (even im howled with the res o

us a%outgn aﬁerwar he WouId f|n| h his oratory and
then move into the crow toh e( y assl nmentwasf
Preo% de him uo the aisle, walkin backw rd so | could
|

ace m, carrying a covered tumbler of water—I a wa¥
had to see wnere the water had come from Jn H %rdr
verify that it hadn't been poisoned—a comp for nis hair,

and damp cIoth to wipe the perspnatlon from his face.
Surroun edb doytguars he moved with his micro-
phone on een a long cord to touch people and
dispel tneir sicknesses. Marceling, being a nurse hd
stocked his medical vocabulary with numerous multls%/

la blctermsofvanousallments whlchheemp rned with a
rounsh People shouted and swayed under his touch

and often claimed to be rid ofthejr diseases. | mustadmit
that | was not aware ofthe animal parts he used wragped
In a towel to pretend to be cancers ' that had een
Rassed But | do remember the a agacrust ol Woman
amed Janie Brown was called out 0fa meeting by two of
t ePeopIesTempIe nurses, She was told that her welfare
roent wanted to see her downstairs. She objected, but
ey talked her into leaving anyway.
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Once she got downstairs, the nurses said, “Father’s
worned about your arm.’
hlngs ron([;wnh my arm.”
yes—webet er take you over to the hosgltal they
eh “and before Janie Brown knewwhat shappen
the nurses had talked the hospital staff nto ca tlng
er arm without taking any X rays. Then she wag re-
turned to the temple,“whére the' meeting was still in

10
o ?tatsthat Janie Brown?"Jim ¢ried when he %awher
walk | |n Aln‘t nobody gonna be In here with a broken
arm. Marceline, you. go get some surgical scissors. We're
takln that %ast off right now.’

She was brought to the front, heretlm a(yl some
nOcUs pocus over ner, and Maree ne proeee to cut
off her new cast. “Now, J anl(e let’s see ou th rovyt 1S
across the platform,” Jim said, handing her a small
ject. She pitched jt into the crowg. Theaudlence surged
trmgscfge screaming. Jim Jones had performed another

|

But the ¢a stone was yet to come. Near the end of
many meetln Jim would mesmerize the crowd by pro-
ducin t e sfl gn mata of Christ. He would pace thigugh
hhecr wd withthis hands uprajsed, blood streamtngfrom

P ms. Whether it was a sleight-of-hand trick Caused
by he crushing of capsules with his flngers | do not
now All T can s}aylsthatatthetlme It tot Ilyiconvmced
me that Ifever there was caGod ne was our God for the
twentieth century. | would break into tears. He stood as a
tragtc martyr, sheddmg his blood hefore ourveryery

He"wac our one valiant hope, and we would die Tor his
cause.
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pr|V|Ieged p03|t|on as the much-heralded

dI %Pter g cellnewasbothabOIessmgand

a llantlity at Re wood Valley tEave me ready accEss to
Father butltasotended toma emeab|tunpopularat
tlmes among the congregatlon s rank and filg.

Thus 1gtW én’t surP hsmp ?tlwa occasmna C-
cused of misqeeds at the reqular “catnarsis™ meeting s
The?e Were tlme}s] when we athere mtetemple to
confront each other with infractions of the rules, The
meetjn swgu lo stﬁrt [around sevelw or seven-thirty in the
evenin usually lasted quite late.



Father Knows Best?

“Bonnieg tryin% to be tog g_IamoroTs,” s?_meone once
complained. “She keeps trying to look like Zsa Zsa

ahoy. .
| sirwot back some sarcastic rejoinder, and soon the
discugsion moved along to other cha[%es. On another
occasion a rather Iar\c}:e girl accused rie of eatn;ﬁ; two
Rausagesdurln%ano ernight sta ata%em le mentber’s
ousg In Los Angeles. Sausage was on the forbidden list
But | cut that down b Romtlng out that the accuser had
also been present and nad eaten six.
Jim wa%not S0 harsh In these da saf_he later became
when catharsis sessions. included public paddlings and
rounds of bomqg. He did qet quet ne night, qowever,
whenagroup o atherstraght- aced Pentetostal women
were visiting, and the charges be(_jan t0 %et personal.
Someone remarked that Jim’s son |mm¥ ad gotten a
new ﬁ]alr of tennis shoes, In spite of the Trequent claim
that the Joneses always got along with hand-me-downs
and thrlft-stor%barﬁalﬁs. M?ybg Jim Jones nevgr gets
anjv_thlng new, but Ais kids sure do,” the man added.
Jim was ﬁbout to reply when a woman piped up.
“Well, w a,i re”al_l% ........... - me Off 15— )
Child" Child!™Ji roared asthewsnors%asped. “How
manynmfshaveltold ou to watch QUH% qnuaé]f! Anq
thenhe blurted the Portuguese aphorism ne'had learned
In Brazil; “Lava roupa suga em casa” (“Wash the dirt
clothes at home”), Whenéver Jim aidn't want a subject
discussed, he wotld use that phrase, and we all knew to
clam %p.
In the absence of guests, however, there were no holds
barred at Redv_voo% Valley. The Friday nlght meetings
there were noticeaoly mare frank and”crute than any-
thing that ever occurfed in San Francisco or Los Angeles.
Jim would find places In his ramb]ing “sermons” tﬂ fﬂmcf
out the women'in the congregation"with whom he ha
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I t and how.inept th He would b the
e§ an fuhlsme aIL gy w(erﬁowee \)rg?u emoann

LA e
\/9 hrnds0 |trj<;har even ormet ush{] th
sta aroun eneracy ofPeoples Tem estoo
h c0 ras o 00d 1t was doing for the poor,
rly, the sick, and emrsun erstodd IIIcnsa
rst atatt 15 point in y Jim Jones wasthe onl ga
In town. | ad shuto rr tranrt 0 cean for ll
soclet at tto e nostile, rcrst
dang rous ta tr n tos p ress the deqr
aspects (ﬂch Inm 3 IPannrn Commvr\{%geat ra]tlrlwashot
de ekpfherst utthetruth he never

ft rhrs %
n | rcr with me.
Och? arc e, [thin lwoul ha
enr hta erarneqetrng a ewasriv meto
m car eacuse my father of having m ested easa
srm %swungaroun and swore at him. He never
trr (? e that"agajn
however ask Tor my Services in trying to com-
omrse 3 newsgaa er columnist, Be Revérend Leste
msolvrgg Whose austrc articles about Peopges enHJ
B%are in thg an Francisco Examrner I Sept n(rje]r
1 “His sturdy sentries,” Krnsovrn Wrote Ien t
ﬁ oraI assura cethatt%e emﬂ]e fTh eProR
In another

f
esh bgedOJursn(ae jae (L)J féh Mefssr% and chided

rrc
eDrsches of Christ enomrﬂatron or orng nothrng,
to rnvestgate “this amateurish, soap opera Salvation

We ha% dprcke dteSan rancisc newsaer for
hteen saterté sonate
dwoodVa ey, Jim an Iwereaoneta ngone ay



Father Knows Best?
“Do Jou thlnk ;(ortit coid seduce Kinsolving and get

hnlnh%f O%J rﬂ ?%I % omyqtusband ug to this %omtf]
spltteo aInr d op mgrt]hatv\\//\asg?rtn or]t tig
tt:?entt XIS by et Sepherd, But s ot

0 “Sure, Jim—if you think it'l do any good, I'l be glad
Nothing was ever a fanned however, and the Kinsolv-
mtbpress re eventually blew over.
under eatg |"am not sure Jim reaI|Y
wante to use iS* % ulg ter mtha)twayaftera
He was a ruthless manlq ator o Reo le, but sometimes
e seemed to draw the line. One night In the service he
to draw th 0 tin th
e\egan r?e arangue about the need to share sex with
Vttﬂa about all these old pe g (ﬂole? he thun ergd “
t%noww alt %Omg on—yoye a umplng |nto with
t n( (? 0nes \{v these
Y]\gdn ed ofd la esandO(lt]men So eo em aven’t

0SS betwe sheefs n years.
0 ta %out our oV orsomalls k&reyougnllmg

to share with somebod w doe 00K SO
ewasmakl sense, | thought, Wh sho e he
elfish and just civase after the at actlve nes? | sat ther
km round and finally picke outthemsshnv
Iess dimwitte a an nte e
e| By evenYars old an |t oute
ye oacu Improye with so e

e N t*%tn

| to (10 to bed with Mr---------
try to make |a900(§ IactuaWy meant It
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A smile cr dpf acrossJim’s face, and he never o(hd ara
swer me dire e just gave me a squeeze and sal
hatwaeet ene or [age any arrangements

On a later occasion ede erately tried to shield m
gomames? shuahog In ropto econg[J atln

teena
8wo?d V ?ey e conmagrmhlg ntglot bere1 Vglllﬁ<e ! for :

Jim called him'to the plat
Vo, untee to hoyse him.

%Jeq as has een| a lot oftouble he eﬁ%amed
“He’s encau htstean Pesasobeen aught navin
seXW|th her 0ys. A.loto I\henngut

ther peo
on h|m utwe g?om to q h] |O\)?/
tera thlswaswhatP pIesTempI Was

ta %as ome?
too
all a out eachin outmkm nesan concern to those

woneeded it. Ma ewecoul he preversethe course of

h|

3|m went fi { ﬂht on t(illklng | was standing right in the
Wnt row of the tem the seemed not to'see meat
a eke t as ”;r? oravouncfertosheter ouglas
Wy|s e| normg ¢? | wondered. Doesnt he think I

ood
g H‘ér a few minutes, the crowd began talking back t0
WhatswrongW| hB nn|e? She’sheen standm?there
forflvemlhutes X v\/}/uwant ertodoTt
g cﬁs) came t th us, and | soon rea 0lzeg
w |mh eentrg/ togpare e, Douglas was In
o osexual n, \gal< e ut on my
T In the mornn S an klng ot some
almse nceW|eputt|n% 1S laundr {
resser, | came ona\rge ack 0fthe most Irtc re(Lbe

nornography. We fi IZ6d We Weren
muc 8 an nt in hi P? ybut ecerthnIymadea ent|
84
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Father Knows Best?

our reputation in the neighborhood during the three

hE % ore he wa mo e§ {0 another srtﬂatroE The
ot era art entdwe ers sudden oRped eaking to
US o(re en looking ourdrrectronw et on'the

Butwewere Imost too us notre My hushand ha
%ontoworh e midni a(n 5as consume
S always Wit ecre rra ork, with meetings, an
the weeken trr rital communication was hasi-
ca a matter 0 notes BSSer,

an once Jim conclié our meetrn?s—a%
aroun three In the mornrng g/ goassrngvouts PS 0
BF er and directin everygn rrrr%ntrW rite ou P
tn]tecommrtmet |,"Bonnie Burnham, am wil 8
destr commit an oqther act Necessa g/
overt row the over ment of the U nted Sae of
America and e ablrs comm nrstrc ru un er Jim
Jones,” 0 some such promise. Our signe gapeswe
thenr‘r'O and an awoul e'defector thou
Gt i s sk
t egr cou?d be putn prrson for P’FZ (? the hasis ofsuch a
ocument,

It was In the same meetrngs thaé we talked abo grt the
goteﬂtral need Tor a (J“ surg We assured one
nother that we would rather die than be taken Into
fa ﬁtconcentratron camﬁs \We expected o mcn/e to

Cl
a? aven nanotherc before America colla
Butr We rwdn’r We a(fagr ed that, yes, wel coﬁr

Sulﬂre aatu %r%ctrce rrtuhals hﬁd not Xet bg n back in

1972 an %7 ut the t was al ;Lﬁorn

Some ofthe most ovrn ent came at leomio%
0

the meetrn In Re WOO when
armsaroung each other an wa@tot?r ene ctron
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he natto em 0 e Soviet Union: “United
oreverrn ren an Ia grve ursocrarst
therlandb t O#J es mr t

aun N me essedo reams our
catjon, an our

At the sam east e wore on, | undmself
U e e,
fongerq) ge Godofmnd/ %\rll nood. marra
wascrumbling, an at tymes 1 wasn eve I8 0
sexuality. One meetrn atter a particularl ew string of
comments, Jim said ve bo nere except me s eitner
hom sexua or a lesbrarl. Does anyone disagree \ith
wrdryo uyou 0, stand up—I'm going to wipe the floor

No'one moved—except me {ust ould not%t ftrll for
that, Istoodté and said, “That’s a ur}cho
rgtp% his sun%Iass S as his ace turned beet
red “Anarchist! narch escreae A/own
r%htersan anar chist!” A ess scene llowed, and he
pro |sdto seftle things with me after t emeetrng
Bonnie, began once we were seat d n

e
therrIrvrn [00M a’ﬁewd ater, “you cant ever dis-
re wrth r rn u(]rc IHatJust a sesseeEdso doulb

ot er eo % ou ever ave doubts. come to
rm orn(§J prav te, but don say It E
| underst norob Lﬂst

ut 17 Jim
doesnf(vvan Isagree ent dp tte dz dorrt
| wouldntt ave sard wor a(
an on disagree w. at Iwou ust ave ept str
eassoree ackhe oer
Bonnie,” she nsisted, un derstand,
thlartyoudr was a dangerous thi gan on’tever 0lt
ngm occasionally helped us all forget such scenes by
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R b
dve Tun, FO f}/g tO

onl e're 1ust goin

charrsglh andJ’s or%gt ay, andw (e all

ance. Peo I%s Xurne |ntoa
ancerﬂ anceqd. an anc danced.

ﬂ tknow how, an the ust othe music
others 0 &rs wgrea ov Im ether dr
Pecalln a that v%ags h tedt ecrow or
else he sa ot rin on his ace
watching { ereveIr anced ar past midni g f uptr
the dpers L)ratronw oft us'and we [oOked like

en durhtg1 P Hg swrmmrr&gDpOR

nﬁ WgnV\(I)OUkI nrg |mﬁmoodwoul 60 osrte
i

avorite song, a Beat?esltcttrnelsc%?greslsrlr{)?n .E% Slh] {?e LI}I;cs)

ok threesnseeh 013 & SOnentahg 1

onr oving this ong
h”apJ eno%rh trouple, however fendin V\r)r off my own
h rrE mornrn roveﬁ (?rk at’G ene
C rce Icam toab nd railroad crossing, It
ofashrn Ir ht soa??'a rgn had been erected to
orce drivers t care r trains.
A train came ye(Y o rn at ahout th time |
Bassed t atw essrve more
sto sr ne

eca
set.and con use eanr nnrngot?r
rn holprn tat ould be hit %arn
ay after aylwentzrpprngstr tthrough, but
|m|n Was alw;

One in the Tiddle of 2 ervrce LosAn les
Jim sudd qy stopped For a Qr Ve atron etook gf%ﬁ
glasses and gl red down at where | sa]

esard as ne pointed his finger, evehz
mornrn on your way to work, you're not stopping att
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rallroad sto ﬁ qn. You redr|V| righton throu&h h0r§)
mqa train Wi wg% g/%tosart opping

n Qver you. | wan

gn and qmttQh SuiCl (S
i g«a&s&dﬁeagswo’bjat Lk
er apsﬁé ome to, | had no 1dea how eknew

1S meta smeh f rwere U CtIOPIn nce
am All | {] ttremen ous ar-
sedanqas am ?qsoplggfro en on.
Wcon USIon ure self 0 ut tnis time In a
Eoe | wrote called The Real Me." The first three
tanzas went as follows:

WehnO IeS thengergl mﬁqnd and lovin
?1 % l#rlend toﬂwse |?%eeq

MOt " SE;tﬁlous teanm; lign, %hvy
e exist, would spit in God’s face

Iy, J
it

m(alesrﬂg:%rrl%al rsneerf\)/ln Iving,

Innoc nt and%ones g g?% 8

ord |se su picious of all,
cL @gar no reason 1o live

Who IS the real me?

Loving natu Je every breatp | breﬁthe
Ever soun | hear; ever %% Ing,
Hatihg my ver emshenc m{)at Ver
Clrcu stance rmig tmea

on mg(nor complete and eternal oblivion
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SEH et PR

i
Bxsan resfs people ong ours, the dema E%
(ﬁth{) Wi eofﬂgy?nes | h
e

wqhdg ore, | ha cC auﬁ]htﬁaﬁsstﬁort Ina
Be once It

N t¥\tlj a()thkOP ret enseand“ van
Wﬁ [ow oFta @e found m seﬁ %'ﬂg Ver
iet‘hee erf 80 5

osep Ir Was usua
th e would get the two 0TS confuse
(i rownout apﬁ ut I st|I wanted to

cow amtsané &Erti%lmg}s% }F%?elasgcgﬁsF%?hP i
Fand furn ofing. Lyias ot inter

hair
Est ngleyr ormer life asa flan,

retu in
di n”[[lnowk (}Nb crtqycin er | could stand this, e|ther
Oblivion would be so welc
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1T was ONLYAMATTERofTHY\EBOW not on%form
mvoIYement with Peoples Temple, but for my marriag

W dand I had rea aPopuIarbo é_calledOpen

Mal\r/lryl f“%Sbvfillﬂlcﬁ Su gested that sexual fidelity was ex-

enda enC] marr ag, ‘J\/Ian.ls not moRogam s hy na-
ure, Hsal .WedeCide to%weéaach the germmonto
ave affajrs without letting that disturb our other reasqns
or ﬁta mR together—econgmics, com anlonsVUJ,

an, and s found somebody he was

Tcﬁtteéjrefste’d In, he V\];gsrﬁéel tohc%eck Her out, ang ¥he same
Went Tor me.
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The End of the Sham
S0t is nof s%rprrsrﬁgg ;ha twhenad se aide of%rm

began sto ate evenings w husban
ogrm % ggrn/ed riendlingss. He na een sensl-
Hve to rgn( trre 8ss In San Francisco.one night, as n
how L tvrc gec%nlrhnue ﬁ) en oy on reﬂrnOt er
V\}n ) r?n”r?movvwas %[ﬂad eensnt yJim,

00k— onnre ng rat er s Spicious, been
tod “W can”rl%f rd t Iose toovaluabe Her

re atrons e sba apart, o
d(c))lrjrC to satrsmrer 0 ysrca Y, ar?d glso See V\W
Y Hsvrsrtsw reabrr hts otrnmyotherwr? frumb\D 8
wor nfd ter b ree onths wee Into ﬁ
together four or ve trms Un ortunate [) he
at actro was mutual, and the reports com ér ?c Were
R das Informative as he had hoped, Instead of gettin
dafabout mz glans and thinking, er Was ettin

I:y rnes ang trh

Ina E t at threg | B rpornm% the tele-
ﬁ]hone Wwakene eonto a (lea seep e ordim’s
IStresses, a member of the e Plannin ommrt
tee Was na re stateofe tatron o nr ﬁ:

Uuc

hon C —t Ve droppe
errr%?e ta erec?rd ngo ?fu ang “------ onp)E)ourco

torTret er, O, tell me'it isnt true!”
was hardly awake. tare yo Lr galkrﬂg ahout?”
e b i Vi
?3 tﬁetrm ?gulle N SOme|eans an%yashrrt temple
s v ol
né%eenor B swrhhané ?%Ide slraﬁng at
ehar t.as she vY]a%ri n em, of course,
were making It wit |nds 0 ryartners 00, but you
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never would have known jt to Iook t them.
I|mo ene ahe proceedings (?ve received a ter-
|beta er %%(N Ing, Bonme—for 0d’s sake, don't ever

& t me near the tape
’ vvb?iu? nnineucf]ogg nt?r%add “don’tdothat toyourself.
0, noe’ said, “ can t ﬁ 960 ahead—play the

fa

LFhe wouldn”t doit. | never did learn whether there

acfually w; Iy ﬁ eor not.
Bo n|e t 1S IXOserlous "Jim intone

aIIo\?/ & (se gomto tcwmganymo t%rewthem

fosg aa L0k o arind, w it trde.” | gave my hair a

“What are yqu going t0 do now? Have you made plans
oyﬁ IVOICE
0, ?]t really. All 1 know is | like him and | enjoy

ein
ual7[§]on”t yourEnow that this man is a known homosex-
4 refugsedegl)akﬁe re?E)reentant “No, | didn't know that, and

rp thr W Up KIS dsin frustratloq | had refused to

o ercX He cour) see hig control over me melting
a \X/ Iy t ﬁ l] eft Was |nt|m| ation.

E eg at PeoEIes empeusuallmmeant
the F ome other fasmtenelmFye) ent us |s tadpe
and saldt t #re ot out(i opes Temple In'a

wee ou'S lﬁ
Wds.a poo E ut | fell for [t H|srev8rsegsychol-
Wor ed edJ |mr|ﬁ Hnt eeﬁ/ e}] saidl, “Fine
fsett e lt | stay"—which was what he had wanted
I along. With that, the meetmg roketw
But once | got a chance to reflect on what had tran-
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s Ired, Iknewmorestron vy than everthat achan ha
come._| managed to_iana on for another co
ontsTheen ameint Weehours fthem rnm

meeting. eannounceme
you estlonsyou etoas at er get
|ne ns Ir ou one

0
| $t00 |n me or a long time, oIJ1 Ing r?g heavy SIX
éear old as he slep}] (?n mg oulder, and forming my

. nesre”\]/vg]gomh 10 be sen éo Chileor no r}wﬁ We'l hﬁ
mgbut poStponiements and delays on the projectthe
W?}O ythe

ahouble standard oB sex? Why the prohibi-
tions 0 SeXLﬁl el tlorr] ven petween Hushands, anfl
W|vesw g a kinds of adultery were going on simu

aneous
dh t I his aide? Ifh
wanéeg E{Eﬁowh o g,y i e

mer Ir g/
oved SI?WIX Finally aro éad three- thlrtx
reache the ror“ %n be confronted by awoman who
Wag S reeglnga t uestloners
l}/ou want to ask?”
have ﬁshons or Jim,” I said, “questions ahout
8ro 1565 h ethat onI hecnanswer Oby)-
esto [hl aS |m notyou
eturnie o Wat[)o on

He 3|m Xfo |s arms In his robe. An then he

heré are exc tions for no one,”

o ha tWast g y fie woul treathli premousdauquh-
terhunI Ve\ll?asdtr”% stargf| | was {é"”S aca te n name as
?ran gutldl n’tstog a{ipfhst‘ehI eopIesTgmp?efor
the Jast thme told eys}e

went home, put Stephan to bed, and tried to washJim
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Jones complete mutofmy memory. | knew that defect-
Ing from t ete ple was a fisky choice, but | had taken all
Icould stand. )

The next mornmg Jim was on the phone. “What hap-
pe‘r‘re Bonnie? )

eft—that’s what hapgened )

“Wh t were the questions you wanted to ask?

It oesn’t matter Jim. I'm never coming back to
Peoples Temple.”

s voice grew dark. “You're going to die, and it will
look || eag accbdent ) )
hIre used to be Intimidated. “So what?” | said, and
upg u
Tﬁ Rext day, Marceline came tq see me. We sat to-
gethermm¥ apartment, talkm? | still Toved this woman,
na | loved he |deaIsthat she stood for, but we had come
to g fork in the o%

) ersworrre out you and the family,” she said.
He’s afral ly Hr lIves,

We were ack 0 thatagain, asifJim had some vision of
danqer ahead and was trymg t0 avert It by keeping my
am

me In Peoples Témple
eawt(don’tcare R/Iarcre Ifmtrred of living like this.
As far asthe idea of broth erhood 1S concerne as far as
social and economic and racial equality %oes— ou know
Imtotallx behind that IstrII Iov%mg ar old Jadies in
the nursrrlr omes But | cannot be & part of this group
an more 'm sick and trred of being called a daughter
eh doesnt feven have time to ﬁlkto me.
etrre tode nd hrm “JIm’s really busy, you know.
msuret at ithe knew how he huyt you; he would
hav%ta ked with you, We love you regardless of what you
ut we're just afraid for your lives If you leave.
‘That's fing,” | reﬁlred '|all three of us are killed in
an explosron Jim cah use it as a warning to the rest of the
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The End of the Sham

people. But I'm leaving regaraless.” It was not as painful
as | had feared. | had”mdde my move, and that was it.

At almost the same time, my [fushand and | decjded to
ﬁall It quits. [t was as civil as & breakup can pe; | elge

im set up his apartment In another part of Ukiah, an
ne returned to a bachelor’s life. My ties with ne_arltY all
asPect}]s ofthg past were cut, and Stephan and | sailed out
Into the void.



eleven &lelter

FORTHE NEXT THREE and a half years, | became the
consummate California divorcee, chasing a whirlwing of
money, sex, and adventure. | landed a sales joh with a
major insurance company and, after a few months, was
able to transfer from Ukiah down to Santa Crugz, a
medium-sized city on Monterey Bay, on the other side of
San Francisco. o

Stephan and | eventually moved in with my sales man-
ager, who had four children of his own plus a house-
keeper and her child. It was a shaky arrangement, but we
stayed together for more than two years nonetheless. |
later became a sales manager myself, overseeing the work
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A Shelterfor Marceline

of fourteen other field representatives. The awards and
bonuses that came my way somehow left me cold: al-
though | was working very hard and doing well, my
successes failed to fouch the emptiness | carried inside.
In the front of my insurance manual Ijotted a quotation
that reflected myfeelings: Succeedrn? at something you
care nothing about s no success at all.”

I found more exhrlaratron when | was in bed with my
boyfriend, or parach utrnﬁn The thrill of faIIrng back-
wards off that strut rnto e que and then_pulling the
cord and floating to he ground was a enurne momen-S
taryhrtrh Hang-glia md Was evenorea er; | nearly gave
my Instructor edrt failure the frrs time 1 launchéd my-
self off a cliff and immediately er%an seeing how high’|
could soar instead of playing’it safe

My boyfriend and | used to lie in bed on Sunday
mornings and mimic the television evangelists. We per-
fected our mockery until it would have been good
enough orastan ulp comed act. We generally dis-
darne religious people; we' refer 0 any personi. who
didn trmEress usas aChnstran ace "In myspare time |
read hooks on how to estroy people’s faith, and WouId
even stop inthe middle of selfing aIrfe insurance policy to
?rgu%wcrlth a potential customer who happened to men-
lon Go

My parents returned from Brazil during this time and
were heartbroken by what they found when they visited
me. | refused to let { em pray atmeas my language was
shocking. I told my fath eroneday | till admre you and
| like the results ofwhat you are, but | can’t stand the
means of how you hecame'that way. |just don’t want the
name of God mentioned in this hiouse.

“The depth of their hurt could_ be traced all the wa
back to the circumstances of my birth. A doctor had tol
my mother that she could not bear children, somyarrival
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a]d alwa gbbeen VIEW éﬂ rﬂlracl om God.
They had been rou a fo o¥ve telrses
(Pomls%oga[}/ BIVice, ut |n eas

reams ec enl tmares mot or a r
elve a 8ams ent 0 eop es Ha
that seemed to |ndi th at

ofu eurn 'ﬂ
Some futurwomt ut the fulfillment of that dream
* erd r“é‘ |ye elcome housequest in thosed
a cefl jn n? \gantan%,ru % th urde
where shewauld retreat fort reeor ourd Sat t|meto
restan un Ing. pentlon hourstoﬁet ﬁrs opplng

ah urtoe3| %t sand an
| ec Iren eo ethoge she was my
1 n‘tbo er oc rrect t ;

tan ed sou SIC m nart-
ment talnjea/ own ace e ﬁig w%s?vm
st ft etlmew Xflen(gég er Ste
S e
%grl}trsup ustr I0NS ggatebot?] F carréle(ider SVrea %w
a_Yvay an wewere? emot ePan ga]ug er%ackm%?o
! écr)]nte once again, doing ajoyru harleston In the
e curtajns were open, and we finally colla se and
e an(L h ﬁe ﬂ H

[t SI € N
T

|m seemed not to object to arﬁellnescomm to see
me. He a aren rea| ed how therapeutic It asjor
Jv%rulyea?ﬁ at jastoncea a ané hoth of us

DErMISSIO m
P

S
G%C’[OI'S WEre ﬂOt sup-



April 28, 1976

Dearest Bonnie,
Thank you so much for the nice letter you wrote to
the editor of the Chronicle in our behalf. Jim had
not told them about our time in Brazil! e He said that if
you are contacted about it &;aétthe paper to contact
us before replying# He wasn’t at all upset that you mentioned it.
Thought maybe It was a good idea.
I am enclosing an article that 1 wanted you to have
a copy of. Jim’s Indian ancestry really shows, doesn"at it?
Bonnie, 1 want to thank you againfffor the beautiful
time you gave me while 1 was there. 1 was so happy
to hear yourvoice and to know that you are feeling so
much better.
Tell your doctor friend that I have started the
vitamin regimen he suggested for me. [1fll let him know
how it works. IT he cures my cough» he will have done something
no one has been able to do and T*e tried for years.
Please forgive the typing. 1 was writing rerts for
work and decided to type you a note. 1M certainly glad
I don’t have to make a living typing.
I just finished a survey of a convalescent hosp.
where the nursing care is beautiful. Theydo exist™ rarely.
Give my love to Stephan. Much love to you, always.

Marcie
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Pos d to be allowed such pnwnges. He notified his purs-

n9 ome managers to let my I&tters and phone calls go
thfough. And I Teturned the favor by sending occasional
checlks 0 Help with the old folks’ expenses, .

AltogetherMarceline m@ehave 80 e to visit fifteen or
twenty~times between 1974 ana her departure for
Gudya_na In 1977, She was having physical problems In
addition to her emotional stresses, and | encouraged her
to see a doctor about her persistent couph. Sometimes
she couldn’t ftog,coughlgg folr five minutes at a thme. Lt
was eventual %/ 1agn0seq as un% cancer, even t o,u%
she was nota Smoker; no one atthe temple was permittea
}]0 S|m(?lﬁe orbd{mtk. At one pomtlem claimed to have

ealed her, but it was an empty claim.

Thus tﬁe warm sunshine of%%%ea% was good for her
lt)ody as Well a(f her spirit. %ne da%/ a groulp of %s Were
oofing around with a paperback on graphology that had
four symnols that would allegedly reveal ones personal-
|}y, depending on the order of preference. 1l already
tried It on several of my sales reps, and it had been
surprisingly accurate in ‘some cases. | gave it to Mar-
celine, and”she made her choices.

-According to the book, she came_out an absolute ma-
niac for sex. We had an uproarious time teasing her while
ner face turned red. In fact, she was rather conservative
Inthat area and had always been loyal toJim, which made
things all the funnier. ,

BUt late af,nlght E)here would be times when 1 would
hear Marceline”sobbing in her room, The sexual es-
capades of her hushand were no Iaughlnﬁ matter then. |
would go inand fry to comfort her, but there wasn' a lot
that %ould be said, It was helpful for her just to cry.

A ?thﬂlesl 1q say, “Ma me,lm&hlcould gekog
out of all this. | wis Icoulaljnust kngck you on the nea
and Kidnap you. | know what suffering you're going
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A Shelterfor Marceline

through, and 1 really care about you. | love
Sne oupdsmrleadd return m e}rpresslronsg? tjove but

shewould notcrrtrcrze her hus% nd. Nertherwoutd |, for
e osing her friendship. One 0 ughters had
tatPeoRIesgremRIe an saﬁ)d she hateg hertgather and
arcelihe never had anything to do with that daughter
again. | knew she continued to love her, but sh& was

trap

ﬁrade a visit back to Redwoqd Valley in 1976, staying
at the Jones home overnight. Jim was again kind, as he
nad always peen on the hone We sat jn'the |iving room
talking, and he said, “I can rea I)(seeachangern 0U Since
you J€ft. You've matured a lot. You've gained a lot of
confidence.” We stayed away, from touch subgects until
Marceline and | ¢o dIeavetordrnnera a reStaurant. |
aIso found time to d rrve around and see my elderly
rrends before retwnrng % anta ruz.

But the longer nt sroI ed on the more 1wor-
ried about I\/Iarce Ine and what Peog e erpgewa e-
coming. One trme she rought her SteB N
?rrlfrrend Michelle, and frve -year-old boy from the
emJ) e down forada%/offun al MarrrottsGr atAmen?
am sementg { north of San Jose. We had hardly
finished bre fas together when the little quy piped up.
17Do you believe i God?”

0

“WeII that’sgoad,” he announced “because we cutthe

penrses off caprtalrsts and peopIe who believe rn
?hotu mys rnet< ghttom éef fth}/

feedrng ittle chl re that kina“of hatr and hos %
now in'the world will their values of peace and pacr 1S
and toIerance for all mankind ever get anywhere?”

| 4o not believe that anyone was ever gastrated b;{
Peoples Temple, but the rhetoric alone was dangerous
found out how vicious It had become when I drove up to
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THE BROKEN GOD

an Francisco to be with the Joneses af the temple there
?o a special service around New earsE)ay %%p/le

R e e
e°\t/ewa%tja htsltntllsm% | had geen In a Peo BS Temple
Ftiitln or three years, | was swepi) n¥strag
eell ﬂ? wasnta OUtsi ert the Jones Tamil

el
greete(f natIeHW|t?f|v|\?IatJl nt?t berl?lsse er wn LI fae
Jlmwasaltea onthe 8ato enweente

an |ts esentati nan | found myseltc |

SIN |n along as muc cnu
g?vemAb?roA rgrulgan dannc%ge oysthenputonanlmpres
ext came a long movie, made in Cuba with En-

|ISh subtitles, about batrayal and [ascism, | was bore
Im considered it very impo at “It’s getting too ate
It’s getting too late,” he told the cro merica Is
SpWe have no room t raitors.

?We ﬁna OU?SCISUrr}e?t[ﬁaltor We'T ﬁrd q

Twosns owe F enmn L ?Zﬂ e. A
white mana oman i gux }/ ‘ atf e
vants, who ez/ 0ssed roun |m erious Eden}/
mob of blacks Came r s |n |nWJt rhs nd knives to
andcuft ecou e, shoot 8
ecapitate { at was the en e S |t t e audl

enc ave| d|n
nﬁ b af%r ﬁeo tne black Ia ers, atow n
Eame |ml\/| vane e emb e TJl]J ent g

(%HW enh {st?ametot A0VEdN
cannrn %rt eel eer/ [emem g ﬁls touchin stor
one nignt anout dlng some aougnnuts som
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L et

out unspeakable violence

e second skit, God was portrayed sa impleton i
ae(gutchscanaelaggg TVY1 o %n rnargaF]C
Posscm InSults mﬁ Er ctlo was a%Y dﬂram yt
worsethan that, it SyC o The fruit suc
Pdoc frination cou note 1 or q

rst time | began to worr agoutw at Eeo es Tem
mlghtdo tot eworl\(q/ Y p P

_)

—ti.

DD S
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~ My “ARRANGEMENT” WITH my boyfriend came crash-
ing tothe ground in early 1976, and foratime | dated no
one. I threw myselfeven more into my work. But hefore
Iongi | had bounced to the opposite extreme, dating vir-
tually seven nights a week with seven different men—a
marine biologist, an attorney, a dentist, a para-
psychologist, a jewelry store owner, a real estate sales-
man, and I've forgotten what the seventh one did. They
all knew about one another, and yet, for the time being,
Lhey stuck with “the blond bomber,” as | came to be
nown.
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The New Beginning

Such magdness was onl acover -Up for the ache that was
mountrn?msrdemyspr It. Inaway, | was like Marceline,
traP ed inalife st ethatw ecomrn mare and more
(s stefuIaIIthe Ime. My art In eve ythrng nad heen
destroyed. The neat men lylnortscar myapartment
my{ewelry mlytrnancral tockpile—what did they mean?

I egan dating a sales manager of my com any who
liveq 10 apother part ttheB Area ontasttomg
earIrer relationships, t rsone egan to look as if it coul
evelozfrnto somethrng Asthe springwore on, we began
usrng word | thought | had left forever: marrrage
Bt | was not overjoyed at the prospect. How could
know that this time wou eang/ mare successful %
tultrllrng\t an before? | was attractéd to him andthou
| would Tove being his wife butatthesametrme oU ts
Ra]gued mey mind. Could T really believe In this man?
Deliey drnerJones and mytrrsthysband and the
minister | went o see in soutfiern California back in
1971, and along list of dates, and in the end been disap-
pornte every time,
ywearrn 8§ wrth life conctrnued to 9row until, on the
everiing of May 5, 1returned in desperation to the fina
solution | had attempted once before. | was not an rrp
petuous teenager thrs trme | was a thirty-one-year-0 d
Yvo an wr}o was sick of |vrng and wanted out Again, |
a careful plan. I%otaba ter from my krtchen went
out to my new MGB. convertible, and” proceeded to
extract as much ofthg brake fluid as [ coufd. Tomorrow
mornrng | would hea upwrndrn treac erous %way
]]# @g the ocean ang acceler %aroun one
cliftsiae curves. When't ytoun tecaratthebottom of
the can on they would fearn that the brake fluid had
someh %W leaked away, and nothing more,
Stephan was asleep: | sat inalounge chair that evening
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in my living room all alone. Nervous, | picked up the
ghgne and_called my brother, Mark, who was married

Ilvmg in Mountgin View, near San Jose, Somethlng{
In my voiCe apparentl gave me away; he said taﬁrlgh
where you are, Bonnie—I’ Ibe %he 3 mfortP/mm te

When he arrived, | didn’t tell |mofmypa per aps
Id|dn’tn%edto Butldldsay, ?rk ljustcan't stand o
live like this anymore. |ve ([]ot all the material thmgsa
erson could want, and yet I'm miserable. Life seems
entlre }2 In vain,

Was very tender with me as he said, “If 1 could
carrythe load on your shoulders, Iwouldd0|t But that's
|mP035|bIe The Rroblem 15 ours epﬁusedamoment
be ore continui % have the answer, but
W etherornotio reW|II|n toacce tit ] don’t know.

s hould have known what he was going to say next, but

Welﬁ what 15 1t?” | asked.
ou remember the verse in the Bible that s%ys
you se k God with all your heart, you'll find him
Somewhere in Jeremigh.”
“Yes, | remember.” That wasn't the answer | had
hoped for, but | kePt |sten|ng
He flnaIIy said a ttle reray r for me—whlch was the
first time thiat had happened mmyhouse foryears—and
then after abou%fort minut ? e [eft,
| went to my bedrdom and lay face down in the shag
rﬁ)etlng Ibegian to cry. Hostility, anger, and frustra-
tion came bubbling to t esurface Afteraboutten min-
utes, | dectldedhto rtwhtat arlt<hhad|sa|d twa?] I||kea]1c
erson lost in the water at Seawith no life raft or help o
g 8 the moon \(’Y B [ 8 hadpno
reason to bellevethat there Would be anyone o Ilsten but
just in case, | crae out anayway
lam notproud ofthe prayer 1 prayed thatnight, either
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The New Beginning

its tong or its language, In my insolence, | felt that
God—If he were thiere—had some pretty bl explalnln%
t0 do ﬁo me, not only abofut the state Qf the world I
genera but also why ‘my life had turned out the way It

ad, So lsaid: T 7 .

OK, you s.0.b.—ifyou're really, up there, and if what
Mark sald was really from you, 'm willing to seek ){ou
harder than anyone'else In the world has ever done. 'm
willing to go farther to find you than anyone has ever
gone.” That was all._l waited in silence.
| Amazm%y, Goda didn't strike me dead for m vulgar-
ity, and he apparently brushed off my belllg rencé as
well. A peace Seemed to setde over me, dnd after awhile |
sat %p n the tloor. ,

T ethou%htcameto me to read some,thlng[j | had Ionq
smgithrow o,u[ all mé)/ BIb|TS and religious bogks, but
nad kept one ittle aevotional classic, A.J, Russell’s God at
Eveane, for its sentimental value. If hﬁd been aﬂlft atthe

eatn of Stephany. | rummaged through the hook-
shelves until T fodnd It, and since it was aIreadg/ past

mldnl%ht now, | i)urned to the meditation for May 6
|"could hardly believe my eyes.

Seek and you shallfind. . ,

Asa motherhlqufrom her childputs herselfin the way
ofbeingfound, sowithMe. SothefindingofMeand ofthe
treasures of My Kingdom may not always depend upon
ardent intent securing attainment, but pon the mere
setting out on the quest.

I fhis a comfort to you? _ _

Whenyou setoutupon a time ofseeking | place Myselfin
Vou_r way, and the sometime arid path o fprayer becomes a
ertile glace in whichyou are surprised tofind your search
S0 5001 over. Thus mutual Joy.

107



THE BROKEN GOD

| wa? astounded, Just a few minutes a%o | had become
the little child, seeking for God, and he had immedjately
responded that I didn™ have 1000 two thousand miles to
find him: the first step was enoug
None of myérues 1ons ha Cdzteen answered. | still djdn't
nowwhly aughter had died, or why.so many Chris-
tlans were sdch brﬁots or why the minister had prop-
ositioned me, or w ?]/ | had had to %o through the whole
Peo IesTempIenrg tmare, But|c Hldn’th ve feltmore
consoled. It was ds rfabro voice had come boomin
W S o Bl
thereywas a God after all and he hads opgn to me
Mark and his wife, Darlene werg ac Saturd aR/
and they %entla/suggested that | needed to et backtothe
Scriptures and alsoto receive the teaching of an estap-
lished church. The second part frightened me; | would
much preferred to ave stayed one-to-one with God ang
avolg e h R/pocrrtes Butlalqreed nevertheless to
gowrt temt Xt day to Bethel Church in San Jose
w erete worshréaed Itwasntas bad as | had feared.
(nse tha%Go a In th %o cg
OVer the next ewwe and months, | began to
seesrgnst at God was Per aps aIrve and Interested rnme
afterall. The Scrrﬁ]to es began td make sense again, |
began to feel unco ortablea out grrelatronshrpwrth
the othersaesmana?er wh ose |vore had notyeteven
been finalized. 1 met'him for lunch and told him It was
over, Witnin four days | stumbled onto the rnformatro
that he’d been carryi g on an affair with one ot his sa es
reps all the while he'd been talking marriage with me. H
eventual ydubbed me “Virgin Mary” becduse of my new
set of values.
The other men | had dated in the earIP/ partof the year
were a bit incredulous at first. | casually explained that
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té qhs werentcoming in ntght clubs now and weren't
su to h an%overs |"was still the same person with
nYO thesme problems, but the peace Inside was
kngagreat Ifference.
The person | most wanted to talk to about all this was
I\/Iarcehne and yetat the same time | was afraid. Sheand
d moved'to San. Francisco by now, where he rel-
|s e nis post as chatrman of the housing authority
M ankstoth esup ort Peoples emplehadgtven Geore
0Scone in theI st mayoral election). Buf at the sa
time Jim’s paran0|a was growing as defectors became
mor(e vocal.
roveu to visit Marceline ustasthefamouse 11oose
eare In New \%estma azine at the be man
t 1977 It was Iast Ime | would ever see fer. S
Was staying in a small room in the temple with another
woman nameft andg Bradshaw. Jtmsgone to Guyana
unt|I thtngs blow over,” Marcje exe atne
ave me a Iavye mamI% envelope that mornmq
thh co les of New West and eotheraccusattons tha
hdrecentg/appeare | didn’t tak ettmeté)rea them
thep; onIy fter | returned home did | study them and
realize that they were 98 percent true. She told me that
Grace St%en na dete%ted and that now there would be a
custody . battle over |ve\)/? John-John, her son
whom Jim claimed to have fathered at Tim Stoen’s re-
quest Tim and Grace were determined to get the boy

I could sensearelttctance In Marceline; she wanted me
to know how critical things were, but she didn’t want to
nave to verbahze It So shé gave me the clippings instead.
Wgt en éurne to h a(hrhter toth%

he told me about Jonestown, the new paradise being
butlt in Guyana, and showed me gtctures of its gro [ess.
Soon we Went to a nearby restaurant, the Copper Penny,
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and | hoped that now | could talk openlg with her about
s rrrtual thrn?s singce Sano(lijasnotao g, | was anxrous

find t% httrmea place tosx ‘Marcie, | still
beIreve In nel rnP and loving geopea d.doing %he best
We can—hut th esasoa eace on the Inside that you
can find In God that will far ou wergh what you ave
hhrou h what you call truth.’ | think I've found a wa
neIp ou cope with all the pain and fear you're carr;y
Inside

T erestaurant proved to be a frustration. Too many

P E;) e kept recognizing Mrs. Jim Jones and coming up
k. Time wassh grn%away and | had a deadlirie by
whrch | had to bel% k 1 San Jose
We stopped ont e way hack from lunch to see Love
Life, who ad een moved to San Francisco as well. |Wﬁ
concerned about the old woman, because my phone calls
to her in recent weeks had not seemed natural She had a
Eecuhar greeting she alw I%/s used with everyone—the
rngle waord “Pedce.” But she stretched 1t out. her voice
starting low and scooping up at the end: it was her
trademark.

| walked into her room, bent down, and kissed her, and
she responded with ' ‘Deegeace—Is that l}/ou Bonnie?”

“Yes, Love Life, rt?]me How are you?

But ust as in the phone calls, she wouldn't say much.

She knew better than to talk with other people in the
room. We left after a few minutes and returned to Mar-
cle’s cubicle.

We began lookin through old scrapbooks together.
For somé reason, Marceling felt like talkrn% about her
Stephany Welooked atgrcturesof é)wshe oked when
shefrrstarrrved rom Korea covere with lice and scaps.
Marceline told how upset the girl had become when Jim
took his first oyt-of-town trip, and hoerm had calmed
her over the telephone.

110



The New Beginning

Then we came to the page of. Stephany’s funeral In
1959. Below the picture, p!\/Parcell N vk//ntten “Dear
God heIR me to bear thlsternbleburden | made anote

mipd; |t was pro ftha(s at one point tni
troubledwo an had known an loved the God who ha
become reaI to me S0 recent y

?(rc(e Ing ﬁunche Into the story of how she Bad
spanked Stephany. Tor stepping on ants the Satur
pefore the car acCident on Sun{ay, tgl
istill felt about that. | nervous ng %ed atthecl Sshe
talked on and eventuaIIy rea ed that | Wasn ?omg to
get tos aret epu #gseo my comln after al

| said when I"got homie, | wrote her a
Iong l(? gletterthe next da% saylng aIIthethlng s | hao
t0 say In Person | never got an answer, an
never saw Marceline again.

""Neither did | ever see Love Life a%aln When [ callec
the next week, I was informed that she had been moved
to Jonestown. | was furious and called Marceline.

Where’s Love Life?” | demanded.

She was sent on down to paradise,”

Do you mean to tell me,” I'stormed, “that the%/ took a
womar who's been like my gwn mother without letting
her even call me to say ggodb
| “Well, Bonnie,” shesald ou knﬁw werefleeln%the
countn{< and we couldnt take a chance that somgone

ould "know whatwere doing. |'ll tell you what Il do.

qomgto uananextwee Write Love Life a letter,
and 1l carglt 0 her.

| prepared a sentimental letter. complete with a lock of
my hair, and forwarded It to Marceline. | eventual e‘}/
recelved a reply, but it obvious r}/ Wag not from Love L
Idldn’tex ectittobenherha Wntlng of course, since
noer g nnucoma had alwalys forced her to

s

ictate her letters
eone else. But I'knew her well enough to know
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(ether she was behind the i gbctatlon or not, This Iet

none of warmh tendermes of ove [ifs
@w atch

ere
work 0 What I ca ed % m—flo B
tlpnso Jopesto nanéi oW |twasthe most on er
?ces ever oge

tQre Itup Inarage andi ﬁnewthatallwasno well in
the Guyanajungle.



tHH R et

oI B Y R o
a dar}lvr\{?s Bsesnnheetejnﬁ?] i\e ?n ter %?qah
v0|cesa|§n] bus&/ asm dmneraand HH espeuan
wzﬂ ? X\ me ear;no Hg
thee%g amastorl%th es mn]sass%ﬂ ngB 1S
30 836S ﬂtto dl dpghlsw ?_ (i
ﬁmﬁeenamopﬁ& evan L{ar that %ameouttong e
ornia to find a new place sate from atomic danger.
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t(Ross had be n to et bad vibrations from friends
In Indranap |s wh wrote hjm, and when he con-
|rme that J |m Wasrndeed denyrng God Jesus Christ,
ang the Bible, he %d dropped out'of tegDrowo

My question is,” he wenton. “would you e willing to
join a delegation of concerned reIatrve W 0 are gorng
down to Gl anawrth Congressman e0 Ryan the Wwee
after next? Some o thoseBeogeare ernP eld prisoner
down there; they can’t leave, and thelr relatives cant et
in to see them. Debbie Layton Blakey got ouf a few
months a%o an( toId the iate Department all about
what’sgol ghn outthey wouldnt believe her. Now Ryan
rs[%orn ckitout. ’And if anybody can talk sens ©

We must ha< e talked for forty-five mrnutes while mly
meal overcooe and my quests waited ownstarrs ‘M

a?e "1 sal know What [you re talking a out I'm
rea worrred too about whatever rs going on In Jones-
towri, But | don't want to do anyth mg nasty.”

I then went o Fo eonarn why'| especially didn't want
to leave home right now. Overthe past year, | had met
and married the most gracrous under standrng Christian
man | could ever dréam of first "gotten ac-
uainted at Bethel Church n&t I%ng after I be%an attend-
%nere his namewa% Imann, an hewasrn
co struction. He had been throug h a difficult divorce
himself, and so we tooko rtrme etting to know ope
anotter He treated me like a virgin, and |, with the

ord’s P even.managed to hefave [ike one | was
drsturbed orawhrleaboutwhetherthe Bible allowed tor
remarriage. But aftﬁr ts%med 3sérng tprayelr antﬂ stuay, |
came lef that God did not penalize those w
rurnets his PPan of wedlock b demaPtdrn ZIn‘eIon ce}t
bacy eyer after, When Hank% ?] | were riarried dfter a
yearofdating, Stephan had a fatheragain, and | started a
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whole new life of joyous, companionsh
“I'm a new? we yof ?lve m%nths " Iptold Ross Caf
ang |'ve never been hﬁp pIgr in my life. I'm not reaP/
anx ustogochasmg to South Americaonad ange
ous mission, Hank and [ will have to talk and pr Vya hout
andwhydon’tyou call me hack around next \Wednes-

da
yl 1l do that, Bonnje,” he rePhed “and 1l aJso talk to
some friends who might be willing to put, UP the money
? %/ourtlcket |just believe that you especia ynee}d tobe
on thattrip for whatever plrposes Goamig
0 uae you.
The |mpI|cat|ons began hlttlng me almost as soon as I
hun up the ph one carre down th Cftansspeech ess; |
Mmtoa airang let outa loud groan from dee
wn | atHa descnbed later as the most harrible cr
he'd ever heard. dn¥guests what had just tran-
spired, and we talked of JIttl& else overdlnner
After they left, and after Hank went on to sleep, |
sta edu?tothmkand pray. “Lord,” I'said, “| really need
now rom youwhat| s ouIdd0|nth|scncumstance I

rea %/ cant make thl%dECISIOH ¥
e%an turning, the pages o &%’Y&”?ﬁ%@'&%

sto ped at Psalm~107. Verse 2 see
Situation:

twant

Has theLord redeemedyou? Thenspeak out! Tell othershe
has saved you from your enemies.

A ftew pages back, | came across an even more pointed
section.

Lord, how longshall the wicked be allowed to numph and
exult? Hear their insolence! See their arrogance! How
these men ofevil boast! See them oppressingyour people, O
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Lord, afflicting those you love. They murder widows,
Immigrants, and orphans,for “The’Lord isn't looking
the saly, “and besides, he doesn't care."
ools! Is God deafand blind-he who makes ears and
eyes? He punishes the nations-won't he also punish you?
& knows everythlng-doesn’t he also know whatyou are
doing? (Ps. 94-3-10)

| leaned back and closed my eyes, thinking about how
perfectly the F_assa?e descriped Jim Jones.

But then a little further down the column, the words
seemed to relate directly to me.

Who willprotect mefrom the wicked? Who will be my
shield? | would have died unless the Lord had helped me.
screamed, ITm slipping, Lora!"and he waskindand saved
me

... Willyoupermita corru[)tgove_rr]mentto rule under
your protection-a governmentpermitting wrong to defeat
right? Do %ou %pprove 0fthose who condemn the innocent
to death? No! The Lord my God is myfortress-the migh

Rock where! can hide. God has made thesins o fevil men o
boomerang upon them! He will destroy them by their own
gloanzs?.’ )Jehovah our God will cut them off. (w". 16-18,

One more Scripture seemed to speak to me that night,
from Isaiah 49:24-26:

Who can snatch the preyfrom the hands ofa mighty
man? Who can demand that a tyrant let his captives go?
But the Lord says, [Even the captives of the most mighty
andthe mostternbleshallallbefreed,'fonW|Ilfl|(]1htthose
whofightyou, and | willsaveyour children. [ willfeedyour
enemiés with their ownflesh and they shall be drunk with



One Last Attempt

rivers oftheir own blood. All the world shall know that |
}heLcler ,amyour Saviorand Redeemer, theMigh yOneof
srae

| interpreted that passage to mean that the Ryan mission
would” be successful. Perhaps | reaIIY did” belong in
tGuyana helping to bring about the release of the Cap-
IVES

It was too big a decision to make in one night, but |
went to sleep optimistic. The timing was convenient; |
had recently left the insurance company and was now
studying to become a realtor. I could get away for a week
with'no"problem. Hank and | continted to talk over the
next few days, and | continued to search the Scriptures
for guidance.

ROss Case called back on Wednesday, November 8, as
Planned and we must have talked for two hours. As he
old what he had been finding out, | had to face the
palnful fact that Marceline was not as blind to the realities
of Peo les Templeas | had aIwayshoRed She was defi-
nltedy Earto whatJim was doing, although at that time

n't nowthefullextentofthepressures to cooperate
that he had brought to bear upon her.

Ross told me the names oftwo donors who would heIp
bu metlcket He assured me ofh Pra yersand offere
to let me use his home if atany point | needed a place to
get away or to hide.

Wher Hankgot home we sat down together to make
up our minds. “Father,” we prayed, “we nowthatth|s
could beaverydangerousmlssmn We’ re deepl ¥|n love:
we don’t want to be apart; we'd like to play |tsae But i
it's your will for me to go to Guyana, IITJ]Iease fulfill the
following conditions.™ I wrote them down in my
notebook

1. Expenses must be paid before leaving.
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2. The congressman and the district attorney must
consent to my-going. s

3. Trave] documents must come through in time—
passport, visa, medical okays, etc.

Anyhitch on any ofthe three counts would rule out the

trip.

_F&oss called back earlg the next morning to say | could

|_ckuPthe 1,200 on Saturday. He also mentioned that
Im Stoen, formerly an attorngy for Peoples Temple but
now in private practice inthe Bay Area and the organizer
of the concerned-relatives group, would be calling me.

Aswetalked, Tim said, “I eally feel you should go with
us. I'll call Leo Ryan and recommend that you be-added
Eo the I|stt.” By thé afternoon, conditions oné and two had

een met,

| called the Rassport office in Santa Cryz, who told me
there was no chance of getting a passport intime, short of
drlvmg to the aﬁency IN San Francisco. It was too late on
Thurstlay for that, and the next day was Veterans Day,
after which came the weekend. If | were to geta passport
It would have to be gotten all in a single da%/—next
Monday—before the group flew out that night. The
chance$ seemed slim. _ ,

| returned to the Scriptures that day, and again certain
passages seemed tojump_out at me, but they were not so
reassuring as before. Isaiah 47:8-11 read:

You say, ‘1 alone am God! |1l never be a widow; Il
never losé my children.” Well, those two things shall come
upon you in one moment, infull measure in one day:
widowhood and the loss ofyour children, despite allyour
witchcraft and magic. ,

Youfeltsecure in allyour wickedness. “No oneseesme,”
you said. Your “wisdom” and ‘knowledge™ have caused
you to turn awayfrom meand claim thatyouyourselfare
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Jehovah. That is why disaster shall overtake you
suddenly-so suddenly thatyou won't know where it comes
from. And there will'e no atonement then to cleanse away
your sins.

By Friday the picture looked even worse:

Therefore the Lord God says: | will destroyyoufor these
“Visions™and lies. My hand shall be againstyou an_d%ou
shall becut offfrom among the leaders of srael | will ot
outyour names and rou will never see your own countr
again. Andyou shallknow | am the Lord. (Ezek. 13:8-9)

Something sank within me as | read those verses. |
knew in my spirit that God was telling me Jim Jones
would never come back to the United States alive. |
dﬁsp%rately clung to the hope of the final verse of the
chapter:

Butyou will lie no more; no longer willyou talk ofseeing
“Visions™thatyou neversaw, norpracticeyour magic,for’
will deliver mrpeople outofyour hands by destroyingyou,
and you shall know | am the Lord.

Then came the bleakest prophecy of all, after which |
wanted to read no more. It came from the obscure book
of Zephaniah:

| willmakeyou ashelplessasa blind man searchingfora
path, because_rou have sinned against the Lord; therefore
your blood will bepoured out into the dustand your bodies
Will lie there rotting on the ground. (1:17)

Surely it was an exaggeration.
On"Saturday we drove to Ukiah to meet Ross Case and
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he donors. | was gvercome with the|r eero lt rI
un ag B”“Hg Iwrote utasnﬂ e

|tne e couple who tau ourSu da shoo

storsse[ onthat morning empnasized that

r| t|ans ave no 11 osnbaka 0 relax, v0| In

lvoveigent In the wor aroun us. It seeme almo

unday niaht, | ng down to the wire, and
Mr}o‘gl coumween\]g Slon mountln% \We
sta hom e from chyrc atnlet twasop fthe
tersweet even nnq (rpey e. He couldnt ver-
zew At Was fop qmsl bvthe e%ntré/mgto
|ctures of me with his Polaro a erg
L Produc% he aveh ed Into
esa down Deside me dn't ﬂoor ora ng ta k
%y the reason yo (ere tr)élng to take thase pic-
tu;es IS Decause you're"afral ot'coming back, isn'

He no ded
“Sweetheart.” | continued, “if this really Is the end, |

SR S L

RS Ll i

toth Pm tmgermmatl nto eeJl and Ma BVENn

Xmg ? altumaandwa eas
six miles to Jonest that hec me neces ary h

no hing to hheor%’e ashame OT |nten weﬂ
'[li to 1t gflte present the letters from Jlm
arcellne that welcomed metows Ofan time, and talk m
wfwastthe eguards RossCas an |ven me 0 e
opes le prop at atsa| rcom
nity In %ana nodp ook nyas VISI ors
g UEsts fro ndt gwor w3|tthe
ommunltyev ay I|nte to be one of t
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‘Hank, k | foolish?” |
I-IleaE do ou tBIrgathra]n%e{Hgn%%Eg fﬁon‘t
real |eveyo are supposed to go, and GodW| quide

y%o Q?g ngﬂeertltt grseal “Tell me again what you will
saytoJlmW ou see i
maoin tos Jm., ['stil reaII lQve you—that’sw

Icme ow. Butlook wh oure 0| ohe e eo

Whatare vou al Inghy a hIS afe ant to
Iea(Ya v(\j/p rt]WI'|] ;qug ou IetmeleaveP op sTempIe
alke ali)o tmy ee desjre to see LoveLfe n
a am anq t takto Marcean techlldrn
gat John-John Stoenout, We closed our talk tha Ftdg

tn|
|S|n on astd ngrer thepo%s% Ftyofm)&bem g
nowt n chance agsal %u e W}/
R appens st want you back. Not |
angee mm eVes a ou
next mornin VY] before dagh ht to finish
ackln m smﬁcase ?] ead for the pasq rtagency In
an Francisco. | was the secon ersor&mR enthe
00rS 0peng Fe http]lrt , rlng as the Tirst man
was scolded for having t nt pass or mhgo
g¥ en my turn.came, too one 0
aeo departyre I had wrltten on my form an ooke
up wit as%ow
What's this?

. ';ha:aef o o e o

lﬁtg Iﬂa‘ mornln% Imgomg own toJonestown In
thagtﬁ%% g/hls attiy echa %ﬁd “Oh, 1 know about

ack at three
| breat 8 ayer of% CHUSQPV|n%;]astalked out,

[
Condltlon numﬁer three ha
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| spent the rest ofthed runnin Ierrand for

Tim toensothatJohn cust ersw

(onr er, heSdtoensn ha not he treme ose

urlngoHrR W00 w daX Wesoon nda

commnion bond now as we talked aboutt eupcorpln tr|
? youri}usbandsHo ttobes meg 0 Jet

off after-just five montfs on a ase ethls

remarked.

“He reallgl 15,” | said v(\gith

low
h 11 me feel %oo %arawﬁe talk about her
hus fa ke that,”
W hours lat Iﬁer Tim and the rest oftheproug otto
meet ?th a% ggte han atteSanFane alf-
ort before ¥v here were thlrtgen relatives In
rmhp sthe Ere? 8” arris, Bob Brown, Steve
un d Bob Flick of NBC. Tim Reiterm nand Greg
Rfo nS0N 0 t e San Francisco Examlnfr an vehr
the San Franusci) Chronicle rause 0
Wﬁsgnn?nonPostwou c? oIn us later, t}( ORPM we |fte
or eovernlght |ghtt%NewYor ere we wou
Hwe heq %ngre man and his aides and proceed to our
te with the“unknown.



e

INE HOUR YOVER In New York af era
onte anele meLr\ dWIIh etan ther n H%B
ecau t p|n near | In
eore It was time to oar Pan Amerl ans30 P.M
loarture Rr (Geqrgetown,
sat |n the waiting room and began jotting in my
notebook.

e?thetstram bundmg on%oplesf ces. Mrs. Houston
WiTe SaH] Houston, t eAPg otographer wno
Irst hroygnt Peoples Termo% an’s
attention, |sc Ing gently. My heart reac sout to all
these hurti gnpeople Wiho dnly ask that their Ioved ones he
returned to Tnem

123



THE BROKEN GOD

| Ve tried three times to call Marcie's parents, all to no
effect. I'm sitting on the railingjust looking at different
people._Tlm_lssntmgz Uietly with his hands in_his lap.
Grace is sitting nextto him.”. .. | continue asking myself
how this nightmare ever reached these proportions. How
blind weallwereto the insidiousprogression ofevents— |
look at the Olivers'faces, Bev and Howard-they're tight
with tension. | know allthe relatives’heartsare hopeful;yet
| realize they must steel themselves against what past
experience tells them is inevitable disappointment.... If
ever | see a miracle, this will be it

[twould be angther twelve hours before | would finally
gettoabed. My first several days in Georgetown were an
Unbroken string of frustrations and delays, starting as
soon as we walked into the Pegasus Hotel at about three
o'clock Wednesday morning, Guyana time,

“We never received your Teservations,” the desk clerk
said in his British accent. “l am sorry, but the hotel is full;
all 109 rooms are taken.” _

“Why so much business on an ordinary November
night?” | demanded. )

We have three conferences here all at once.

. I wasimmediately suspicious and asked to see the guest
list. He would not Show it to me, but eventually | Wwhee-
dled him into giving in, after promlsm([] to keep Stillabout
It. There weré indeed 109 names on the roster—one of
which was “Mr. and Mrs. J. Jones.” That gave further
credipility to m%/theor that Peoples Templé had bought
out the Hotel that nlp t in advance of our coming.

Some of us even uaII% took a taxi to the Towers
another hotel nearby, where for twenty-seven dollars |
got @ room with no hot water and woefully weak air
conditioning. The mattress sagged while the cockroaches
ran underneath, but the Jungle birds that sang
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outside—even at four in the morning—lent some charm
to the situation. , _

The more serious frustrations had to do with the
American embassy. While | had determined to deal di-
rectly with Peoples Temple, Leo and the others tried to
make arrangements through the ambassador and his
staff. Leo’s very coming was in some ways an indictment
of their earlier resfﬁ)onses to State Department requests
for information; they'd been out to Jonestown several
times and pronounced it acceptable. No laws were being
broken so far as they were concerned. But now a con-
gressman had come to see for himself,

The attempted dinner at the ambassador’s swank
home that Wednesday night was a waste of time from my
perspective, since it was obvious that he was not inter-
ested In hearin m?/ story or Jim Cobb’s. Even Leo was
becoming upset by then. Ambassador Burke had already
dodged some of his %uestlons by citing the Privacy Act of
1974, and Leo told the two of Us that night, “| am really
teed off, I'm down here as a member of the House
International Affairs Committee, domﬂ a congressional
Investigation, and I'm getting only the most meager
cooperation.” He asked” if Jim Cobb_and | would e
willing to testify in a congressional hearing on the matter,
and we both said yes, _

With the press,” of course, Leo continued to soung
neutral and dispassionate so as not to jeopardize his
Image with anyone, but underneath, we knew what he
was Teeling, _

The next afternoon at two o'clock, our entire group
went to the embassy for a conference. John Burkecould
afford only one hour to see us, we were told, and he
Insisted that the newsmen stay outside. We were ushered
upstairs to his office, where chairs had been set up
theater-style before a large screen. Part of our hour was
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gorng to be chewed uw with a sIrde]show ofJonestown

could tell by the pictures that Jim and the com-
mune had staged qurte an exhrbrtrpn for thF dr{plomats
with thelr cameras, | caught one glimpse of Marceine
but basically, the sIrdes ddnt teII s a (}/thrn 0 We drdn“t
already know. When they were finished, we moved our
chairs Into a semicircle and betgan one by one, to tell the
ambassador and his two assistants our stories.

Steve Katsarls began, escrrbrnd his earlier vrsrt {0
Jonestown urrndw ich he was not allowed to speak to
Maria, his gaughter, alone. oward and Beverl Irver
todabouttherretarlrertrrpaswe ‘trying to regarnt elr
ftwo sons, one of whom was on r¥ eve teen Howard
began to weep, and S0 Beverl}/ fInIS ed for him.

(Jn toeg iscussed some ofour [egal ri htstoseeou(g

rI ren ang ot erre atrves ThenJi bspoke an

Wayne Pietila, and then | told about | |vrnq with the
Joneses the dea(th threatcf when I Ieftthe temple, and the
suicide pacts new had been formed.

Next came Mickey Touchette, who toId of the ag p]
her fami membes Inside P eopIes empe pyt ne
through nce she left. Her story had the rest of us rn
tears—even im, prar and %/ Meanwhile,
John Burke sat comp eterstonefaced t yrndwrth some-
thrndrnhrshan s: 'believe it wasa cigar. Not a flicker of
emotion showed n his eyes.

When we were finishied, he proceeded.to hand us
Bhpotpecopres of the following statement, written the day

PRESS STATEMENT

The People's Temple Community atJonestown is a
group ofprivate American citizens who have chosen to
come to Guyana as permanent or semi-permanent
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residents. As with private American citizens residing
anywhere abroad, theY are subject to the laws and
requlations of the host country, in this case Guyana. The
American Embassy In Georgetown has no official contact
with the People$s emﬁle other than theprovision o fnormal
consular services to the individual members of this
community on a repular basis. These services include
renewal ofpassporfs, registration of births, etc. The
Embassy has no official atithority over the community or its
Individual members. Except as Frowdedfor In the Vienna
Convention on Consular Relations and, in the Bilateral
Consular Convention that is inforce between our two
countries, the Embassy does not have any legal right to
demand access toany private American cifizen'in Guyana.
In light of this, the’Embassy has no authority to réquire
contacts between members gf the People’ Temple and
persons whom they do not wish to receive. The members of
the Peoples Temple are protected by the Privacy Act of
1974, as are all American citizens.

11115/78.

We were totally at wit's end. We told him that in our
tnBsout to Lamaha Gard_?_ns, Linda Amos had said, *If
you want to see your families, rgo to the embassy.” After
plfadln , ihe ambassador finally did goto the phong ang
call Lantaha to say, “l would ﬂﬁ) reciate Itand consider it
%per?onal favor 1t you would allow the re fltlves to see
their loved ones. It seems to me that, after all yaur claims
of persecution, you could strengthen your position con-

_siderab[lﬁ/ mmR%/_ by Iettln? thesepeoplé inand then sena-
mgt_h ?nt Ir way.” ITwas the one small assistance we
received from him.

Bythetimel %ot back to the hotel that afternoon, | was
discouraged. The Guyanese water had combined with

127



THE BROKEN GOD

the frustrations of bureaucrac ake me miserahle, At
Pat owpofnt 50 etF nﬂ:glfrnaqtg/ aP(o tF ?Q ?tan
arm aro not]m S ou nd tur |t {0 see Leo
anwo ustwa mtot oteI ay
You oo oucou esomﬁre%t "he said. “Why

dont we st dow and talk Tor a whjl
We went starrs to sute 504, w Igt had become the

ssroo rour group, It happened tobe empty. I was
trlcho ro hegftem pl?ratt deembass% aant
sald so ry {0 e end IS coming soan.

Ever eth(r)urtysgomgto eaH rignt. We'e gomgtogetthe
resatdown onnig, hesard uttin hrsfeetuRon
co feetable | on’}t nhk eta mananzt o
the qut eve

e you. You lest woma
Enovrtl I do ’tL rt

Warrou ouf otﬁrorxrjsl!t all you've

ne rougn ang still cdre so much about peo
0 tq? [e,
trre not to show my embarrassment ent on,
You know, as a congressman there are some thr
oudon’tex t adver se utIca ee ree to say
oyou tso vr ome that e alth |
C1au te 0 Ouet(t)er blerggrg %ou ask
me nqr htget%ﬂvry R uh no you%e%orry
no mserrou ou _qot out
Peo esT leand otbac t our art am
tarted (nto my story. | told nim utt oubtsJim
?dG% mm as a\teenagera outthe existence

Cf{tnte m
In suc
answe? ;averyva?oquestron he cut in. “What’s the
“Well, I'm not sure God nas girven me all the lanswers
dow at Butl anteI r‘ ow ’vec? etqresolve It for
sto

rﬂr Ola I{lustration of the ti eSte han
at heageo nme ad stolenatoy car from adi mesorel
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toTJ how humiliated | had felt, answer the qzueétons

0I cea d the store owner. Bu I
Ins |t my esm]esasamother adavo tIOE hls
own to choose nitohwron(%%l he, like mankind In
¢

gen%:oa(!lg\aedscgg i onV\iro Hed esn’talways love
H uttﬁ Pomtremamst atGO(YV t/tlllke

the things we
S
Wi gt 0oulnOt t%é%‘éﬂ IS "Leq res
We tal do? other tﬁln S, an8 f? gl? ?te said, “Well
onnie, when It comes, ytm 10 face Saint Peter, | ca
see m omm outW|t I Jegal-glze Ied er an
saym Ryan, what a ou 15,-and this, a

Isa ‘Youre n theter IeWt Bu
ten owlet wa nedo iddle 0
HO&J adtere and uso he oo

vva (! e, an so or Tfen
tho dSogﬁoney wmlfﬁt é R nanceﬂ

eris going
bother to commentor(t} W et ert M}r
Xt eoIogmbuthammmessed yt warmt t

enness the ity, an 00 thJs man
oyt that fim rB;J yScancilerta amfne e|er
em sof 15 staff, came In. twas time to ge rea or

ock INner e was hostm that'evenin
\ mt roup | went to my room d#ro
e asleen. Whnldldn’tsowu yEI\% f
sent I\/||c(l§e Touchette oaw ken me; It Was a cmus
meal, an ftersgmcem orma talking, I excused myself

returned to
he nextmoml( wh| WaS Fnda | busied myself

W|thtry|n to crac roug to Gu ane PO|I'[ICIanS Our
Rhone ?aﬁs an \gsns t% Prhme mm% nes Burn-
am’soffice were being brushed aside, but | did manage
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to s eak with a member of Parlj ament He swﬂested I
tg deput coane) S|onero 00 tce CeC|h as%ow.
toen, Howard Ofiver, and | Ieﬁto see t as
econ res?man and hIS ﬁrtg were |e VI
town th tater oon. Our hearts were

N Hg 5on -
fort
alrpart, but our bodies went mstea ot epuycom-
mi smnerso |ce

e0 Ryan.an re now on their way,
toIdLh yI3|t aw uIp?orsomearme g (Jt
ta accompany t erF 15 gglnﬁ to D
LIVes Pre %m gt( 103| %u ot help
H cK In s chaif, began to smi e—and then
tau e { he Tel wasa atante agern on.
ought to |<eep rom as mg} | wante al *ma
Pon usPlateandsevera erthmgs but | settled tora
Slmst%uetsm to you?”
U I
J] n’tan Ynedlrecdy and we returned to the
PePasus owalt,
Passed some time that afterno nin theétotel ool
thee meta yo ? )Aanew otoI
erencounter 1 ad oneﬁoamee 8

eor etown atotcc urfh at which Jim tried t
perf% emostamazm\% Q

There was attorn ho omedownt]erefr?
the States Wlt aot] een In ﬁwhee chair for
% eals. |sweP IM into e Emg The

ealinas that n 1dn't seem believable to me
a%Jarent 1M Was 0 to ractice), " [b en he said
? thmg thi maﬂ eJu pedu an egan walking
a&%“e? hin eellcckuer mrﬁ Vrvn&fn]c n%dlcsatql Would you
recog;mze t ge n‘? said 1t? Y

Was ktgﬂattto gtrr]tetfnus n]ename
lgene alkln



The Vigil

“That’s| t—t at’s the on
s bt
p ai{ter mﬁtt e embarras ed Jesuit, Father P/Iornson
who had oweq Im mtojalsc urch. He told
same story, unsolicited, and again | told what a hoax |t

twa]s |ate Frld(a evening that the ?0 -ahead came
throug from Linad Amos f rJneW 0Jonestown a
hms nvitation. When Leo radioed fis strange re usa
the next morning, It Iun melntoano‘; erﬁleeo
wamn and won ﬁrm as now Into. my fourt I
Lé¥r] andH]ay ances of getting toJimand Marceline
eower N ever

o R AN

gom wr
o T

or an aRHomtment Ith t Fprlme m|n|ster T
ourcmea went, a Stoen n
ormed hy the Guyana policet at e plane wou not
ack unti i e ore onw %lven ortedea
We walt ock came, the arrival time
Was ackto seven Ine extra eo le were com-
|t Leo. Who the we was t clear. We knew
a ness fell, planes str ed overmght
a t e Port Kaituma alrstrlp or

eturln ed tom XH Fat er Mo |s “and we
began k| : eteIe

phone rang.
do—m mmet
“This js Bonnie,
Tmms nw
Jimmy who?
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Himm J nes.” ,
JB% V\ene Wltq H[)s(rjse Oh,Jimmy, whereare you?

In the
| tor ?]own four s of stairs and rushed |nto the
15 [anky, bea ed Qung osedla ers |
eq as a ab [az| Ing,

S
%rg % esald In, |33eep VOICe, Bonnlgan C%;ery
H cb/s ooking at us.

were: Guyanese dop't otnsee \Wee
L B

b
d/h Jlmmy I'msorry | embarrassed ,}/ou but it’sbeen
s%dor%g—I?jus want to'make sure you'e OK. How are
" “Man, Jnreallyha l}/ heanswerdwhagrln

|US tuB el Fstgotmarrle and I'm’on the

gen
t;ﬂkeg %out his new n‘e for 3,moment before |

askeg |mm are you rea ny?
sklp 2 ea% Vﬁ’%‘({h %%ec?eg he said. My heart

can”twa (sto et acktoJonestown and see myW|fe
| swalloweg m 39I8a omtrfne 31'] went on, “Jimmy
Cam towsWuan E}our olks; I'm not an enemy—|

ovealyou
Vgl he s%l rowing more serious, “if
% come alone, we'd % d}g uouttoJonestown
W But pecause of when and how you came, It’
ena feren t story.
,t& the re atlves nt 15.tq see their loved ones, which
isnt reall too muc oask
About th tlmfe I| Jones cam up he h?]db
ewlorg) e]d into the family later on, an kngw
eot ers. A tegnager name Mar ordell w
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WItT h|m %ﬁ%pe%gseet;}%%n%r\{\éasrmlﬁ/ contrasﬁ with tn

Sl B
wﬂﬁg?/rg zi\ ’ﬁn%%rﬁm!aap roache% him cautlousF

I[<noww aid, reaching overt

and (}]/IVG me a & Thil t%%ﬁ me [)ysurpﬂse and | Hggan

to ¢l galn
herejust becauie I'm c?(ncerned abouéyou
all, ure e my own family, you know; | named’my

Sonﬂ e(/\yt%utl ust sorry you came at thjs t
?(e) emaer(]i to so?h1 PSJ a momean to step out oﬁnsm?elong
Ito hth Iookwell an heblgmed

It b \E {
Ieggkese ”?p rotléam (i %rc?'C 3 (ﬁ?tdl n‘ta
ayfe 15 1n o

B e
omsl % (Jads eo‘thebeam he said. “|
|mtoI t the relatives In, but I'm wor-

F:Q y convince
her% was no way Stephan could have |<nown ﬁhe
horror Dein enacte Int eJonestow gaw Jog ati] J
ver omeﬁ?7 adio contact% hama rdens
bg V\rl]t stlntsaatte(er%%esr?oon i Stephan NEW some-
d% nth oyssaldtrﬂ “toleave They trooped

out Into the ni
|t Was e vﬁ tog(t,\ock The hotel mana %rsalg hewaﬂted
to spe eachofuson$ XOHEI |sof|cewere
two officers sat. He Tin Iwave the message

stea to teve Katsaris, S okesmﬁ or the roug ans
plane was not going to feturn that evening. Something
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had happened, and qur lives might be in danger. They
wantgd s t0 go upstairs to one room and be under police

quar
| hadn't eaten since breakfast, and | wasa little put out
that aIPof otgtrcra?dom whrch ﬁadn’t taken our wgrnrn?s
serrously up to now, suddenl Oy wanted to lock us U
the end t ough We crowde Into room 403, which was
Steve's—the ten of us plus one reporter who hadn’t got-
ten to otoJonestown Armed uards stood outsidethe
Qqr, an from Jte windqw Wec#r mlore guards
wrt dogs around the ﬁenmetero the not

We sat through two hours of suspense. At ten oclock
the hoteI mand er called for Sherwin Harris, the ex-
husban of Linda. Amos, who ﬁd come to Guyana to see
t errdau%hter Liane. When? rwin and th manar%er
didn't ret Seve K tsans ttodorn them
turned with th news we had feared:

“We understand that one person has been shot.”

No qne fell aPart at that: everyone stayed in control. A
few mrnutes later the hotel ma ager came In,
/an and two of th > men have been shot,

an wet nkaIIthree are ea

| stared at the floor in shock. Oh God, | prayed, please
just [et them bewounded. And then I'began'to thrnkthat Ifa
congressman d)two reporters had been shd]t all of
f)on Stown cou I ug at any minute, given the Insta-
rrtPlottrm ones’ min

Steve Katsaris had one more blow to deliver.

“You've all taken this well.” he said. “There’s some-
thing else. Linda Amos, Liane, Christa, and Martin were
found murdered this evening at Lamaha Gardens.”

So that was why Sherwin Harris had been called] frg
the room. My hedrt a %hed grhrm He had spent the day
at Lamaha Gardens: he had eaten dinner with them no
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{r(r)omrgrtrr(r)an three hours ago. He had promised to return
W

“They were found with their throats slit” Steve?added
in conclusion.

My stomach began to heave. Who had killed them?
Had Lrnda attacked the children herself, and then com-
mitted suicide? nanswerable questions collided with
one another inside my head.

We called Ambassador John Burke’s number and
spoke with one of his assistants, “How ma 3/ gope have
been arrested at Lamaha Gardens?” we aske

nat Iet’tanothertwentyortt] rtl}/ n] Ight be look-
Ing for us. “Can you please te S whi nes are In
Icustod,y s0 well know |f the dangerous ones are on the
0056

The, gssrstant refused. It onId viglate the Privacy Act,
she said. We ground our teeth In |r9
Sowehegan digging orrnformatr throughstatesrde
squrces. Shordy aftermidni A ot throygh toJ ean
nie Mills at the Human Fr enter 1 Berkeley,
Californig, a halfway house for cuIt defectors, It was she
who finally confirmed that Leo Ryan and four qthers
were dead on the Port Kaituma aifstrip, while thirteen
ot IS were wou

The reaction oft e rougrnroom 403 wasa sight | will

never forget. | made the following notes in myjournal:

EverybodYshoIdr |8upwell Graceand Timareholding
onto each other, wondering ifJohn is still alive. NadKne
Houston is wondering abodit Carol and hertwo%randc Il
dren, crying gently. Clare Bouguette is using Rer rosary.
Mrckey Is pacing back andforth saying, “Now ifyoufegl

you're'going to go hysterical, tell someone.” She wants to
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makeplans to shove mattresses against the door in case they
knock off the guard. _

Howard Oliver sits very controlled. Beverly and his two
sons may now be dead. Steve Katsaris sits and then paces.
Anthlonyand Maria may both be dead-two beautifulyoung
PEOPIE. . . .

| wonderaboutMarcie, LoveLife,John, all the children
and people we love so much.

2:054 . A lotoftouching isgoing on-everyone telling the
others how brave they aré-toliching, caring.

Finally, at around three in the morning, we realized
that ng'more new?_ would be forthcomln% until dawn,
when Guyanese police could g Into Jonestown. Neither
could we tell whether our owrilives were In actual danger
or not. We dispersed to our rooms to try to sleep.
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et e R e
Ing In ana Ut ofshock Ikneltéhem eni h
hand praying for eIponceheawakened tothefactthat
hISH(Jleasu heteezre\(livarrsl Ieé}than riodically sohard that my
wedding ring b|t¥nto the fl géjsh Then h/e tremg CPHIS
eyes Were omn but his only words were ° Jesus

Afterawhile, I stood up and began makmgacountof
the persons In the twor oms. Someone was missing. |
fmwsorted out wha It was,

ere’s Howard Oliver?”

IT WAS RAINING When we awakened on Sundguy mom-
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“He’s robal still sleepl n " several people said.
Nota ten- éh%t In the nlng wﬂh@he%ress&ne of
no knowm%a(ou hiswite out InJonestown,” I sai

goin
g, e ot e
ace on the floor. H had suf eredas o
tra Jonestow Wa or otten for a whije; we
o ncr|3|s to deal with, 1 Dpened Howa smedlca
racelef to learn that he d ad a stroke In 1969
L S
agwn ogﬁ1 here an ambuﬁancew Waltln
outside. Ho ar asco smous bu ne3|deof IS
cone rh")“ﬁ%? i h|s s conion %hs
ﬁe teln Isting, qP ? fl ht Bonnie. |'ll be aI rlght
owardt ro t doors.
rfaecau the corner of | ee | took a
econ oo roze In my trac ere In the
obh mya Wa Cc?r (Pe%s S, Was an entire elegatlon rom
sne

Htow%rd the a bulanc The hotel man
ge wasst mgt re, an Itook e g%ortumt

nt myf at ooqhdoe It do {0 have arme
uar(]is an do saI dt cewhﬁ % uhcho
%%p 5 e mem ers are sta ng right there Inthe

yknow | now—vve re going to take care of it right

avvla n aalldto tn ﬁmbul alo%;ade Howard, ang
fP ort %s Ital. é wasunderr%ﬁ
me ical care, sp%ntt

f Li(fS trsyln%to
arrangements for pjm to be oWn back to %NilSCO
aS 500N aS Ne WasS a e His condition seemedto stanilize
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Going Home
It was late in the a(éernorﬂn b{the time f)returned to

%he Pegasus and cou once a arna rng own
ut re” A mbass or on bl nowner

q| tbut 1S men had come and dconvrnce
t resto reatve that our [ives | edwe

anger. Tim Stoen had already arranged, throu hrs
ro errntheStates or a Unitéd State§ Air Force C-130
erc&r §s to come t0 evacrate us Jate that evenrné; e

reache | ha nItseergt epgg eIeol cm e?o see And even
thou h there had been T?errrtﬁe {ra eey at ort
hart Hra tnere j!ere sB é)eo e at Jonest

ou 0 neefled to ﬁ'

n—
arceline thinkin rrg o SUR 8“98%\/

ettty ”Srrsed tOba.r'rﬁuiTﬁ
Hro cpl 3 ﬁurc% e(alrlrlornraws oze Qurs ey
dsta at ePe asus

anywa *AH&(FmeOUCLh?PG Was ?eanrngg ame I}éle

n%e th others sl at poss

reasn ou have for stickina around?
| ece wa etan rea Ic uldn’t afford
to stay here vefy long. We ha or anne to d
our Visit today, Ire ctant eae alrs to pa

It was?ome |me?urrn these hoyrs t ftt emy ter
Leosre usal to al e t0.use his plane to com to
onestown Was naI explained. 1 cannot reveal m
source | can on tha someone 8ntescene
Jonestown spoke With two of Jim’squar he
chilfing piec |n ormat tha JI or er them
to shoot me w enI to ane A elatives
Weretobeshot but dthe vrIeeof ern uredb
special invitation on Frida nr 1t 10 cOme ear|
was 0 ab%notawarﬁ Sorder whe esto
rom coming. But eapparentlysense It In th arr.
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ﬁ\{%d by doing what he did he singlehandedly spared my

wasweakwhenlreg Ived thenewg ‘Father” was 31
fa herno gnr%er heha ecomeama man. ﬂpﬁ H }y
nce InJonestown N
e
SoI needed to% kI|YVdIn med?atelt IPepe

o et my g oy Jgeﬁde?"eqew y

1SS wailed in |run| ue prang ofE

e e e

?auQrR Bre thatstrueQI responage(? lQlts not your
% eepl}/touchgd when he ntdto prx

rﬂe éi naéen er, emotlon ea or%om It fo

there ved. An thenlwa on mg)wegl er
Hves to the airport. cilgem tor

Ff TyVYe Wlth
aln andsjrenscre mmg the wa orourtwog
and avan at hig seesovrthe%wen -SIx miles o Ht
Load uyana, gme y.a Brit rR/ retains le
andd[( ng, an aswechasedt rou the cityand past
|tsouts IIs, wassurewewe(reag |n oha eartaccident.
B (%he alrportwewerewh fhac entrance

Intoa V Cfro?n e rest of the
L

d|n Itwasel tococli<S

artman, aij American o % sed at th alr
8orts enttimewithusan toIdusA at |coPters
ver%nestown ha se(e undreds, o egperun In
lno eHun heen misinfor e learne
ter. T [1]30 was Walt#]g outside, byt there Wasg
scusamnwn Gu aneseo |alsaboutw et er|tco¥]l
nloa Pe comm [twca 10NS eﬂm ment It broug
saresult, wedidn't leaveatten as promised. We waited.
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twom he morntng this night w F 'nntn to feel
the ame a3, J |8ht gatn g Were oec et er

i ?%”guﬂ(?ew_mt%r}/het( it erafkf or ton

oun e Jim
%Iooke ean anima H|§bla ({ ot een
combed, h (f othes were_mud-streake

%% ePn er Into narrow slits. Mosquito bttes covere

Man, te were sh ottng ople’s brains, out, h
t#eegantobe gl § arP(f ﬁ_{werepm? Heg%ﬁ

E s—t ey |ne emup Some 0

ere KIC |n 1scre rtg sstor came tum-
a%@%tlnj mbled order uthtsmatnpm t Was unmis-
et on the plane and V9et out of ere, becatijse 18
World War IT1 'in Jonestown. No one’s going to be left

Heh d_been next to Gre obinson, the. oung Sa
Francsco mtner r n the airstri
en to oo m startd
o tGre was ust Ia asecon
e 013 ed n ed Don‘t ie there—
rup! enews an as 00 ound’e d to move
Im duckeg under he plane.and stood up on the other
side—to find himsel st |n Into t een twos t
uns, [nstantly he dove toy the swamp; yhe
oot ecoudntexp In. Once Into, the
e atreet ste oon the roar from on stown
that a cae olocayst was In session. Later
atn| tat stalked underneath his erch
mosuoes reovet elming, but he was ermlne
tosu V|ve morntn wh recameouto ejungle
anHe(hun t ke tga&f l |es

odes, another black Ftan
Wwho escape the mass suicide by volunteering to go for a
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stethoscope. Rhodes had hidden under a building f
ﬁrleaanﬁren plunge 3qntot | ?e J?m repea oP trrrs
ruesome account ot the death qftie infants
tae ong enough osee at a ene e

|re left te

e continued shouting and the gun

%trottt ToH i ol

Onen thgxbr)eturn(f Olater o%es aske excrteg &un%e
LGS e

h .
at}N 1@ r?a(“y Deen % eby Gdo}/ qese poIrce from
Port Kaltuma (so the r(:japrta crt and rushed over {0 cirn
ourgomewar o group esatsunnF as W
tened to histale 0 Irorr |twas becoming clearer al the
Hgneotrttaet thﬁ \oeeop e we loved and had come to see were
t %raceofGodthat Il%wed met be forc?\ﬁl to
Ieeive ga at tha pon If | oua Seen
ﬁ Ine’s ggr oveLres Idou tt atm mrndcou
e]r ithstood it without permanent amae emove
silen mtothe owels o tﬂeh e C- 3 an stra
ourselves Into the ha moc fty seatst at ung (o
the sides ot the aircraft, Our aggage waslfo gd an
%t&%trrttotvF\roC(t)hrrty We Were ready to leave for anJuan

A crew me ber cam th ough drstrrbute ra on
bo>ées—a roas ef san néty
and some |n orange rrnkma Trnr | Was
{00 Sick to eat1 Inséead sat starin at tr]eo ers.

On the right side of ge plan sedew Nadgr
Houston te IS rﬁnnrq own eeks eﬁ rorﬂ
Grace Stoen, oo mr%; eawaror sshe ette
ﬁountr}/(\arrthout Joh nfortﬁ econ trme Next to
er sat Clare Bouquette and then Mickey Touchette,
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hoth WI h blank looks. At the end wasJim Cobb, still all

nthe Ieft side of the plane beside ewas |m oen
p%thﬂftd fthe pl d Tim St
bent ﬁver his ration box wit rea aJJa{
munc mP Phlssand Ich.an Ioo ear 0
WayneP tlasatbe5| him, lht
%h 0 ajJS Wewere eavin eln owar er|n
(P m n In arrst continue (nvestl a(hn the
ea en anad Steve Katsarls. Ste
eae ana aw er his son ad
Y}ac tert %I efs at t alrstrl Bev
een wo nt eetatt e Same time.
aro Bo Was, nur f, but was returning home on
another plane with the injured. .
N s dode
q H 3 Ancredulougw S It % me heePweranél Iheawer
e wn oengéi Sus e Alr Force crew mem-

IS 5 Rear 0on could not see to the other
Sig 0 t dpoﬁi

eat that sandwich,” | cried. “It’s contami-
nated In my paranola, the scene took on a hitter frony.
Just when we think wevefinally gotten 0 sa e%the United

States Alr Force is gomg to %?s S to death _elpus rom
talkmﬁ | waited for the su ocatlon to egin. This sjust
how ﬁews died. | wonder if theyfe J |sp [)

| 100 adee breat andsvcvgf Wou e dizzy or

nagse(%Jenl acrew em er wa e(? past. | grabbed his

CO%/hat this as7 aske
§sno he sald. Somethlng to dowflh tE

air co |t| nin stop as soon as, we're Off t
ground. %Iy reasonIO abellevedahlm was that
wasn’t wearlng a jas mask.
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The sounds of flyin soon uteveryone to sleep exce
me Iwandereauy %te trtaf g wh(r)lean%lst cf
at her]ow UPON FOWS 0 Ir ht sWe eref
over t a( ean, and ony;i L%
Below | lookeq out'at the |i g re oll tankers ar
m]eahld e moon Wa Ium eﬁ dt
ge chatmo entlwn red (T It all h
ﬁ ad ream Pernaps | wou awaefn ?on an
Ind that none of the gas Week was true. | on
earrrvede (PJu n atsixo’clock ondg ﬂrnm
ovemb TIm Stoen deciced to_st yt r%
orde[]to rnd out more abo tJo nJohn
caug ta rttIesIe hote att rport
a commercra dt ft M boun
eans Lo na an Fran rsc
twason Tﬁgtto ew Orl nsthatlrna broke
own compete not ha anorma me amce
aturd ybo yvr rn extre es alts a
mmd o éh
sto a

trne ﬁ urr gt
sur es Drd she ﬂoalongwr or r eresrst \Was
there any chance that she urv;fe 2 \Where wasJim? How
e Iatn nmgeto ?etu(tuotnom trtlslasses t0 coveru
butaae%ct) litt poo S00N Iht;rolrgmo reat, %aspr@%
Sou shatlcoul not stop. The woman iri'the s r]
reached across vacantse t otouch arm and at that
wen absolute ece% eJnove toano her seat
oma er00 ba ePrgtrIa vir ocame
and. while Wayne

oackocgm or me Jl A
etmef mto ISsnoulder. After about tw gntymrnHes
ne an

i
1Uﬁ?§¥ noaR0uth Contrgtwe? edourspouses g

(! tig thowm
owgoo It would be to see them again. It wasa comfort-
Ing thought.
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If It like a sch ucrforf ling apart, when others on
the ane nad r Iost oo relatives and were sti
ma| ta|n|n telrco osure

At New anf]we ot off the plane fo bu astacko]‘
ewspa% & Irmed Jim Cob sre rt evera
ungre dlesha

ﬁeen ound, mos ace own|
Jonestown pavilion of ou fside, re| commle

SUICI e The be leye Jlmste chin VV% carnation o
the end, an whe e promised, omgt%meetlt
an ther ice t tIe stsomeo ad wi
drn ec eFaVourA| deroge
Shurer%/ xt mcarna nwou etterthan
a|n agine tortureso eCIAorteGuyanese

: \h?e tore through the pages, looking for a list of names.
There Was none.
Sqrou Was (S]lntet “Do you think John’s alive?”
Grac n Rta Ing, tears'running down her face.
NQ one could answer.

Soon We were ac|< In the alr and at Los An%eles We
were not allo ed to leav ne
gers came on oard and whe sawte ea hne
ut a groan.
CULS LEADER AND WIFE FOUND DEAD AMONG 300
DIE
che Were one Shehad sta edW|th him to the insane
me or the onew earned mostt(% See.
or e l

eesca ave v%
erlnscruta £
a we VI |s ons an
paran0|aha ator en
Satstan

Onles. He rattwitht;”égﬁht |n atlnnt a(s)gltsm ang
he end. he became t euftlmateyfa C|st He lnrom (ﬁ)unt

protect his people 2 trom concertration camps, an
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oneofhlsown The Sante%

tation above his)
OWF] hro(eOThose il anagu uoalond% Ovehislones-
3

e e

o blacksnatto for essonsofNa2|German Thel
tatet rne out togge worse than A schwtz. qutlm%
W m| turned ut {0 be shockin
ar naton w 0 eventttha orced rt| | 1o
one llehe C nsort(e éf” tressesmasep [ate-
Baste an seems t0 led W em |n ass eat
mtson (th Hlsmo CI Amarna wase eserte

arounjastttﬂ t“evseattn@aﬁc N alicatigna) Alpat
B CAE AL T
il v sl e ks o e
morett]anlcoulg takegtttt Bmen(tg waljte hnan FBI
ﬁrwhe race Stoen, Jim Co and some of the others
V\?ewgre (?rlelreensto the Federal Buil meg fora&hangeot
cars then on %o the Human Fre d%n H
n stor ouse In Ber eIePr] éb%nd a
éee no t]e | to meet me there; ana of course
rou f 3n along ﬁe\)tnto ne a”ers

ans; ard the st to kiss either of t
%Eltn‘u n gn/hfe ank

dnever een any thmg
commented |ater. YOP re i eara Noexgres

3|on no energy You sfumped. All youwanted fo d

Idp ? ma ﬂn oteL mthatdl was glad to be backand
that | fove af, we rove IClﬂ] car at
InkStoens se, an er he FBI ecke It out
or hombs, we rove at ong last toward Santa Cruz.

146



FREE

There WASyet ONEthing tobedone. Thatwasto say
g0 ?]b e to the man who had saved m life.
The +BI agents, w@% homls enta Tue?daglaft [-
noon, Were n texmt anout owin % ?
advIseq most of us to

streets of San Franmsco The
o mto tem h|d| } (? hmk a ouﬁamgg/m

ap de numb ers
one hel i the Temnants of Peopes emple mlgt

have In m
|dn’tcare | had to oto LeoR 'S funera
! d“ A[gouls

Chur %Sdm%erpe% In?nass would ﬁ?rg In at eIeven It was,
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THE BROKEN GOD
raining. The h was on Walnut S%eet In Sa}Fran

CISCo, ?thou %hu[)c the closer | rse the trip
became. At gne pomtl?oundnq Lﬁa]ac?
ree 1anes o ars

ne-way street the wrong way w
onkm% at me. emerngnhout an accident,

g/lnut S reft tur}ned outtobea m& residential streed;
ﬂ(h 0 Catholic church. Tjumped out In the rain an
ase a ostman

emt ewron cﬂry honw he told me. “The
funera IS at All Souls’ Chyrch aInufStre tn outb<
an Frfhnm co. It's about thirty minutes Trom here bac

own the treeway,

P na tyarrlve alt the church aboué ?40 Where a
sw rm otpewspeople and a lar ecrow e0’s friends
ang constityen w?rew 1ting 0 JSIde s edtﬁroug
o the quad att ﬂ qho an sald qhom
Gy an an you tell me ho %eémtot e utr]c
ou'l hav to oar8un e to where they're

clearln%go e sal
i/va ownasoplrw hill and a[] and to a, lower-
IeK entrancetothec HC | approacne rgoardt ere,
osentmetoote the morticfans, who brought 3
2 ) (P?c“eCSv oIrCEBI officer. In my distraugnt state; | |
Please, could %o help me? My name is Bonn e
hie ann and | %SWI e NG nalcame%
un?ra 05a ood ye.an sotoﬁ] hlsfamlly oué
tRe ast hour spentW|t him, and how much he ove

{
ﬁ He wanted to see some |dent|f|? ﬁlon
ad cleaneq out my Urse 0 most?veryth q
Ioo in vain for m ss[%oré or an airline t|fe
coud tevenc meu wit rlversllcenae Alibrary
car andacre It card were the best | could do.
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Farewell to Leo
“Lady, I'm sorry. There’sno way | can believe you're

a ouare.
% §en M]ad ani ea C Ith ﬁl 3|r—the |nter
viewed me when go} ack. e youvg agw
gave r”e ca[]sl three FBI aqentslhﬂ talked to.
| stoo tere |n m umbre aand s akmglnte
rain ﬁ g In g few mlnuteg the worg
came bac orre "He then sen#me ack to wait
on the steps,0 thechurc forthe resto thosewhowere
to he seated flrﬁ
athet e crowd outmdehadqrownto morethan
%lg A red, and there was.a (itof %entﬁushmﬂ
den Imeo ignitaries inplack co ﬁ marc
|n ma oneo m bumped me, nearly knocking me
m sorr " he said, reaching out to stabilize me. “Are

f sald ‘| was with Leoin Gyyang, and they said |
cou come Lbut | dont know wrien.’
Come Wlé 'me; he sald taking my arm.
We starte the stg
Wh%gree}go eor aeslk\/lgsc ne.”
M m|n b reme]m(?ered back to the
mes at P eo s em ewhen ush re George
osco elnt services ofliesand fraud. ? r}/Jaere
Was US ermg rpe}mtoas rvice of stark rea trut
The voiceg eguar at the door brougrit mebackto
tevloesen ecant ome
ayor oscone3|m|y Sheswnh me.”
(% Pegard lied"and we moved on into the
Qrar etxot n|tur|(es | was surrounded by congressmen
QNI) Mo q éwas

cone,” | saidl as we waited for seati
an ex- temp?e member, ?know peop?e have cr}tlnc%e you
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fory_ourwsnsto Peoples Temple butlwanrt%ou W kngw
tha |tr_eallgwasam s_guerad when youy cante. Il glad|
testify in your oenalf it it will heIaneo e know that yo
were“undware of what Peoples Temple was really’ all
ahout. L ]

He patted m élrm and said, Thiank ou” .

He was ushered to an apPomted place On the right side
of the church, whjle I was taken ug, to éhe secong'Tow on
the left, where onlg tw? seat%rem Ined on the aisle. The
rest of that row, a welahst eflrs(s, was filled with cop-
grglssrﬂen a? aldes.ll satt own, anI tsotct)]n another man in

ck coat came algng to complete the row.

T?]e man on my left |gntroduc£d himself, and when he
learned who | was, proceeded to pass the word down the
Ilrp]ee.nl-llenvxéa elémtd enough to lend me a handkerchief
W It

Soon the service began. Joe Holsinger, the con-
g,reésman S a|%je, qav%_the eulogiy. | had ndt expected. to

Ind any com orhnt IS place; T"had come rather to give
what | Could to tne family once it was over. But then'the
Bﬂgs}]snbegan to read the Scriptures. Their choices were
T%e ¥|rst priest read the account of the lastjudgment
from Matthew 25.

When the Son of man comes in his ?Io_ry, and all the
angels with him, then he will sit on his glorious throne. . .
Then theKing willsay tothoseat his righthand, “Come, O
blessed o fmy Father, inherit the kingdom preparedforyou
from thefoundation oftheworld;fo i washungry andyou
gavemefood, | wasthirstyandyougave medrink, | wasa
Stranger and you welcomed me, | was naked and you
clothéd me, | Was sick andyou visited me, | was in‘prison
andyoucametome_ Truly, Isay toyou, asyou did itto
one 0fthe least ofTEse my bretfrer, you did it to me."
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Farewell to Leo

It was the one Scripture that Jim Jones continued to
harp on long after he had thrown his Bible away, He used
It constantly to castigate the churches for their lack of
practlcal action.

rest ﬁtomted outthat Leo Ryan had spent his life
helpln the least of the, Reople teaching In a_tough
school, sPehdmg time wit the men In Folsom Prisan,
and final glomgto u%/anaw hen no one else would take
Itseriously. Tthoughtabqut the factthat Leodidnt quote
Matthew 25; he [ived 1t instead.
The second priest read from John 15:13,

Greater love hasno man than this, thata man lay down his
lifefor hisfriends.

Leo knew that Friday afternoon when we told him
%1% bye that he was gom Into, something dangerous.
enextda he could have Insisted on flyi ngoutftrst
ewast one at tlhat oint whose Tife*had been
ssred by or S s 300y 150t 7
S W sid |
cra?twhentﬁebuﬁ Psbe Q H InstegotI ewasoutln
" eoptn aa oﬁtgoavtehelsctltﬁrcw ﬂll%ogcerglseurrvslt/ee e
outfrom Weyseventhoret hth row {0 waqu|h gp (%
Leo had to go esat softly, “this is the way he woul
nave wante He's hap JJIE nowy.”
| rode to the eme(terP/ Roheofthehu ées reserved fcf
con%ressmen than aving received a pass whi 8
sitting In their row. The flag over the casket was folde
and glven to Autumn Ryan, the congressman’s mother.
Z motiqns § Hed underneath throu%hoht the
or ve3|de rttual Imanaeed to stay In contro

m Cicametuewhen ta reception at
the I ound Autumn Ryan and eventually was
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lven an oooortumty to speak to. the faml about
|rt¥] Ve Qem I an up tahrssu(t e. ] told them how
muc Leo had talked ahout them during our time in

Gyyan
ore th N once he said, ‘1 loye my children so
muo fg Iflstwerem xlds mltonestown I
cou stan It."That magn(otbe uch comfort to you
ot oVYteneend you to know that you were in°his
e exlha wasTha ks IVI r%ana edtoslee |n
|teo nightmares, unt te oc ck that ntor mg
ap[pro rlate day to thank God for m%/ cf Br turn
té ﬁame waswo nde ? akenétg/ o'
ﬁ bee rou Htary 8 ove ere dea
the rext rea V\y need to
nerstand |tcomeoutt sw h ala
those osmve a{Jtures ou Show met wee
weB ahoutth e% tives being set free? | was V\)omvca FA
: ?6”3] I ownollartt ; El?ga?dm tﬁ”SRfO oHe touth
woultp bek Fed as |tdescnged in Zep amahyWhy H

come out ust the opposite?
My attention waslottO rawn to Isaiah 55:8-9.

Thtsplan otmme IS not whatyou would work out, neither
aremyh ouro hts the same asyours! orw}stast he heavens
areh n%;hert an theearth soare mywayshigher thanyours,
y thoughts than yours.

| was left to play t roIe of G dsfool to admit that
fess o% P/Hteq ence he as more an%thatnt

reg%?d u%et etra 80 I'e mple to speak to usa
mean g Ilfe n eat truth and error.
it mtﬁat | must rest,
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The LESSONS i NESTOWN will be po g éldered forf%
Iﬁn time. | would like to comment regaraing three o

?:wsﬁof |, we must close the Ioogtw ﬁs In ciurl glal
code that allow angerous Hgs to emse VES [
lous and therg ? F] | am not %n
ttorge[yorau 1al scholar, but I be lee waélmust
ound to pe ouncedo servation 0 suh roups
gover ment ICI sOncet nowawsﬂorsco
hew\w%c ara be msa nohlnﬁlsseenas
%lny ithout endan Pn other TighHts, we ust
f eour awsmor er to find out what people such as
nes are up to.
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When | returned from Guyana | asked FBI agents

why they hadn' done anything, abouf Jim Jones until
NOW. THheir answer was simple;™Peoples Temple was a
church, Our hands were tied.”

Secondl V we must su gort grouPs that sensitjvely,
ten erlﬁf ovingly know w_to"deprogram cult defec-
tors e Human Freedom Center, 302 Regent Street

erkele%/ Caln‘?rm 04705, is one such group run by Al
an Jeannie Mills, former members of Peoples Temple,
Thereareoth ersuchgroupswhoarewnlmgtoIlsten and
to love broken human wreckage, and still more are

negde
ﬂlrdly Christians must gettheiracttogether interms
f of practical caring and Joving. We must Start doing the
things Jesus told.us to do. We must come to terms with
Eggigw 5|g 9u8r midst. We must obey such commands as

I Want¥ou to shareyourfood, with t hehun?ry and brin
right intoyour own homesthose whoare helpless, pooran
destitute. Clothe those who are cold and dont hidefrom
refatives who needyour help. | fyou do these things, God
W|Ilshedh|sowngilor|ousIqhtu onyou. He will healyou;
yourgo linesswill lea dyou orward and goocness will be
a shield bef oreyou and the glory ofthe Lordwﬂlprotect
youfrom hehirid.

|f we wer%domg that, cults such as Peoples Temple
would lose their magnetism. Their syction gowerl
direct proportion to’the church’ lack of concern and

ove
With initiatives such as these, the horror of the cult of

death can be prevented from happening again. That Is
my prayer. p ppening ag
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~Here is the full, uncut, inside story, told by the person who
liyed inJim Jones’home, idolized his wife, cared for his children,
and totted™or his cause . . . until the sexual perversion, the
bIackrfn%I, and the insanity of the cult forced her to defect at the
age of 28.

Bonnie ﬁ]lelmann’s devotion to the raven-haired
pr_eacher-turned-qod cost her marriage, her faith, h"r peace of
mind—and nearly her life. Only at the last moment, in
Georgetown, Guyana, did*Congressman Leo Ryan prevent her
from following him on to Jonestown, where her paranoid “fa-
ther” had issued orders to gun her down.

She had been just 16 years old when she first met Jim and
Marceling Jones. The place was Belo Horizonte, Brazil, where
she—a missionary’s daughter who spoke fluent Portuguese-—
soon moved In with the new family from Indianapolis to help
them get settled in a strange land.

But they had known one another before—or so the Joneses
told her later. The three of them had been father, mother, and
daughter in earlier lifetimes, centuries ago. And now, thisone
their destinies were locked in a desperate mission UjJjrin racial
%quall}y and socialism to the earth under the name of Peoples

emple.
Borinie Thielmatin's return to normalcy and a God she could
trtist make this a book vou cannot afford to miss.



