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After these things, God tested Abraham, and said to him, “Abraham!”


He said, “Here I am.”


He said, “Now take your son, your only son, whom you love, even Isaac, and go into the land of Moriah. Offer him there as a burnt offering on one of the mountains which I will tell you of.”


Abraham rose early in the morning, and saddled his donkey, and took two of his young men with him, and Isaac his son. He split the wood for the burnt offering, and rose up, and went to the place of which God had told him.


—Genesis 22:1–3 
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REMEMBER


After years of outrunning the past, David Young now drove straight toward it.


His Toyota hummed south along the I-5 as the sun melted into the coastal horizon. The lemon trees flanking the road faded into dusk. Most nights, he enjoyed the solitude of driving. He’d roll down the window and disappear in the sound of his tires lapping the asphalt, soothing as a Tibetan chant.


Not this time. California was burning again.


The news blamed the wildfire on a lightning strike in the sequoias. Dried out by the changing climate, the forest went up like a match. Outside the car, the air was toxic. A crimson glow silhouetted the Sierra Nevadas like a mirror sunset.


Red Peak called to him from all that fire and ash.


David turned on the radio to drown out his memories. He’d spent years forgetting. In all that time, he hadn’t kept in touch with the others. He hadn’t even told his wife about the horrors he’d survived. Claire believed he was visiting a client and not on his way to the funeral of an old friend to whom he owed a debt.


He didn’t want to go, but Emily was dead, and he had her letter.


I couldn’t fight it anymore, she’d written in flowing cursive.


All those years ago, five children survived. Now there were four.


He found a parking space at the All Faiths Funeral Home and cut the engine. Cars filled the lot. A sizable crowd had come to attend Emily’s wake, friends and family who wanted to say goodbye.


Whatever happiness she’d found hadn’t been enough for her.


He turned on the overhead light to inspect his appearance in the rearview. People said he had both charisma and looks, a genetic gift from his mother. Under dark, wavy hair, his angular face was sensitive and inspired trust.


Tonight, wild eyes stared back at him, the eyes of a man he didn’t know or had forgotten. The eyes of a scared little boy.


You have children you love more than anything, he told his reflection. You have a job that allows you to help people escape the worst of what you suffered. You’re alive. The past isn’t real. It’s dead and gone.


“I’ll be okay,” he thought aloud and opened the car door.


The warm night air smelled like an old brick fireplace. The mountains burned in the east, bright and close.


David turned his back on the view and lit a cigarette, a crutch he revisited in times of stress. He took a long drag, but it tasted terrible and only made him fidget more. He ground it under his shoe and went into the funeral home.




Black-clad mourners filled the foyer and lobby, mingling in the air-conditioned atmosphere heavily scented with fresh-cut flowers and sharp cleaners and the acrid tinge of wood smoke. Organ music droned over the murmur.


Stomach rolling, David scanned the faces. There was nobody here he recognized. He stood in awkward tension on the thick carpet. He should visit Emily’s body and say goodbye, but he wasn’t ready for that, not yet.


Then he saw her. Emily, still a child, reaching to tuck her long blond hair behind her ear, a frequent gesture he remembered well.


His heart lurched. He was seeing a ghost.


A man sat on the folding chair next to the girl and stroked her hair while she frowned at a tablet resting on her lap. On her other side, a towheaded boy played with his own device.


Her children, he realized. Around the age of his own kids. The girl was about the same age as David when he first met Emily in 2002.


They slouched in their chairs, miserable and bored. They didn’t understand how profoundly their world had changed, not yet. After his mother died, David had taken a long time to process as well. A stabbing pain of homesickness stuck in his chest. He missed his own children back in Fresno, safe in Claire’s care, still naive to how cruel the world could be.


The man caught him staring and rose to his feet with a scowl.


David held out his hand. “You must be Emily’s husband.”


“Nick.” His breath was thick with whiskey. “Who are you?”


“David Young. I’m sorry for your loss, Nick.”


Still protective, distrustful. “How did you know Emily?”


“We grew up together.”


The man’s scowl softened until he wasn’t looking at David at all. Emily’s suicide had broken him. “Where did…?”


David waited until the silence became awkward, then said, “She was a very good friend. In fact, I was just thinking how much your daughter resembles her back when I knew her.”


He and Emily used to talk about how all they had was each other, how they’d spend the rest of their lives protecting each other.


“She never mentioned you.” Nick shambled back to his kids.


David released the breath he’d been holding and retreated as well. He found himself walking without direction among the black-clad mourners, who murmured in small groups and shot him curious glances as he passed. He’d always had a difficult time sitting still, but now he had a purpose for it. As long as he appeared he had somewhere to go, nobody could draw him into conversation, and the mourners would remain raw impressions instead of real people.


He reached into the pocket where he kept his phone. He thought about going outside to call Claire and tell her he’d arrived safe at his hotel. If he did, however, he might not come back inside. Instead, he edged closer to the viewing room.


On the far side, Emily’s white casket lay surrounded by arrangements of lilies, carnations, roses, orchids, and hydrangeas. He glimpsed slender lifeless hands clasped over her breast. At the doorway, a large poster mounted on an easel displayed photos of her life. Emily smiling at the camera, holding a baby, hugging her children, posing with her family.


David found it jarring to see her grown-up. She was still so familiar, but the intervening years had turned her into a stranger. His breath left him in a gasp as nearly fifteen years rushed past in an instant.


Her smile was still the same, however. A smile that lit up the room. He leaned for a closer look at a photo of her on a windy beach at twilight.


How did you fool them all for so long? he thought.


Or maybe she’d fooled herself.


A familiar voice said: “I thought I was gonna find you hiding in a closet.”


Again, a strange sense of vertigo. He wheeled to find a teenage boy wearing a comfortable grin. The boy morphed into a man.


David shook his head and smiled. “You’re still an asshole, Deacon.”


Now in his late twenties, Deacon Price appeared much the same skinny kid with his boyish face and easy smirk. But he’d styled his shaggy hair into an emo swoop that shadowed one eye, and he wore a black T-shirt, leather wristbands, jeans, and Chucks. His shirt advertised he liked HOT WATER MUSIC. An odd choice for a funeral. Then again, Deacon’s outfit struck David as some kind of uniform.


A long time ago, they’d been best friends.


“You dyed your hair black,” David said after a tight hug. He didn’t mention the tattoos that covered his friend’s arms.


“And you got older.”


“Okay, let me guess.” He made a show of studying Deacon. “Stock broker.”


“Nice try.” Deacon chuckled. “Musician. My turn.” He took in David’s black suit, white dress shirt, black tie, and shiny shoes. “Bible salesman?”


David snorted. “Hardly.”


“Then you must be a cult deprogrammer.”


“Wow, how did you know?”


His friend rolled his eyes. “It’s called Google, dude.”


“Right.” David flushed with a little embarrassment. He’d never checked up on his old friends. “I’m an exit counselor, though, not a deprogrammer.”


Usually paid by the family of a cult member, deprogrammers retrained a person out of their belief system, and some used kidnapping and confinement. Exit counseling was voluntary, more like an addiction intervention.


“Whatever you say.” Deacon shrugged, the difference lost on him. “Did you think I wasn’t coming? I assume you got the same letter I did.”


“I don’t know what I was expecting.” David thought about it. “Now that I’ve come all this way, I feel funny, like I don’t belong here. Don’t you? Whatever life Emily made for herself, I wasn’t part of it.”


Deacon’s eyes roamed the room until settling on Nick. “On the other hand, these people weren’t a part of her life with us. I don’t think they even know.”


“You talked to Nick, her husband?”


His friend ignored the question. “Which do you think was the real Emily?”


David shook his head, which hurt just thinking about it. He was having a hard time processing who he even was right now. “I need a smoke.”


“Excellent idea.”


They emerged in the dim parking lot.


Deacon lit a cigarette. “Is Angela coming?”


David leaned against the funeral home’s brick wall and blew a stream of smoke. “I seriously doubt it.”


“Why not?”


“She’s angry.”


Deacon snorted. “So some things don’t change.”


“Only she’s a police detective now, so it’s even scarier when she gets mad.”


“I wonder what she made of Emily’s letter.”


“I know she’s mad at Emily for doing what she did.” David didn’t want to talk about his big sister, with whom he rarely kept in touch. He gazed across the parking lot toward the distant red glow. “Jesus. Look at it. I hope it rains soon.”


Deacon cast his own eyes toward the fire. “Two million acres going up this year, all thanks to climate change. The ol’ Reverend was right. The world’s coming to an end. Only it’s happening so slowly, hardly anybody is noticing.”


He didn’t want to talk about the Reverend either. “So how are you, Deek? How’s life been treating you?”


Deacon pursed his lips. “Uh, good, David. How about you?”


“I’m doing good. Real good.”


They smoked in silence for a while, which suited David just fine. Nothing stirred among the cars parked in the dark lot. Deacon seemed to want to pick up where things left off years earlier. David was one bad vibe away from fleeing to his car. A little small talk wouldn’t hurt. A little quiet.


His friend had never known how to take things slow. He seemed ready to talk everything out. He’d read Emily’s letter and found some hidden meaning.


David gazed toward his car, which promised the safe routines of home.


A woman emerged from the gloom to pose with her hands on her hips. “You boys. I leave you alone for fifteen years, and look what you get up to.”


Beth Harris was still petite, though she’d filled out in womanhood, and her long, straight, sandy hair was pulled back in a bun instead of flowing free around her shoulders. Otherwise, the years had done little to age her pixie face.


David hugged her. “It’s really nice to see you.”


She patted his shoulder. “You were brave to come.”


He released her, and she and Deacon regarded each other with goofy grins. They stepped into an embrace that was far friendlier than the one she’d given David.


Get a room, David heard his twelve-year-old self say.


At last, they let go, though the tension between them hung in the air.


“Look at you.” She appraised Deacon. “Rock ’n’ roll star.”


“You’d never guess what put me on this path.”


“We’re going to talk,” she said and turned to David. “But we’re going to take it slow.” She reached into her purse and produced a silver flask. “I brought a little bottled courage to guide us on the path.”


David smiled as Beth handed it over. The strong scent alone braced him. Rum. The alcohol burned down his throat with a warm, fuzzy aftermath. He passed the flask to Deacon, who tossed his head back in a long swallow.


Beth shot David a questioning glance. “No Angela, huh?”


“Nope.”


Deacon stared at the distant fire. “God, look at it now.” The fiery glow shimmered and pulsed in a natural light show. “It reminds me… Listen. Can I tell you guys something about the last night at the mountain?”


Beth raised her hand. “Going slow, remember?”


Deacon shuddered and took another long swig. “Okay.”


“So. Have either of you visited Emily yet?”


They shook their heads.


“Then we should tear off that Band-Aid first.” Her large brown eyes flickered between them. “We can visit her together.”


David produced his box of Marlboros. “I need a quiet moment. You guys go ahead.”


“We have to say goodbye.” Beth rested her hand on his arm. “Once you do, you’ll take all that weight off your shoulders.”


He put away his cigarettes. “All right.”


They entered the funeral home and threaded the crowd toward the viewing room. David’s heart crashed like a rock flung at a brick wall.


Beth slipped her hand into his. “I’m right here with you.”


He answered with a vague nod. There was no controlling his legs anymore. He simply floated toward the casket. Emily lay with her hands clasped as if to hide where she’d parted the flesh of her arms with a razor.


Memories flashed across his vision, which fragmented into puzzle pieces. Emily sat next to him in a dark supply closet. Gripped his hand while his mother purified herself in the Temple. Said goodbye the day they left for separate foster homes and promised they’d be together again, as it was meant to be.


He groaned as Emily’s corpse rematerialized before him. Sweat soaked through his dress shirt. He was shaking. Was going to be sick. The stress of revisiting the past. All the smoke in the atmosphere. Something he ate.


Beth guided him out the door into the open air. “You’re having a panic attack.”


David stood outside on trembling legs. His blood roared in his ears, his heart about to burst. His car seemed miles away. He spotted a row of camellias planted around the base of the funeral home and burrowed into them to sit on the mulch with his back against the rough wall.


“Look at me.” Beth crouched to face him. “There’s nothing to be afraid of. You’re safe. Just breathe, okay? In through your nose for a few seconds, now out through your mouth, nice and slow. That’s right. You’ve got it. It’ll pass soon. I’ll stay with you as long as you want me to.”


David wiped cold sweat from his face. His tears were warm. “I’m stupid.”


“No, you’re not.”


“I thought I was safe.”


“You are safe.”


He wagged his head. “All I did was find a bigger place to hide.”
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RUN


2002


The orange U-Haul truck chewed long miles along the endless highway, bound for California from Idaho. The vehicle was a fifteen footer, the biggest vehicle David had ever ridden in. After sitting half the day in the middle seat between Mom and Angela, however, the novelty had worn off, and he was carsick and bored and worried about the future.


Mom tapped the steering wheel, singing along to a Christian radio station. She wore a T-shirt and jeans. Sweat glistened on her forehead despite the air-conditioning. She’d tied her hair into an austere ponytail. She shook her head as she drove past an exit leading to a small town.


“Another dead end,” she said. “Dead and don’t know it yet.”


Mom talked a lot about the war that was coming. Eleven months earlier, terrorists flew planes into the World Trade Center. The coming war would be the big one, she said, and the start of even bigger wars to come. Millions would die, heralding a dark age leading up to the end of the world.


“Who’s dead?” David said.


“Nobody, Davey.” Her mouth formed a grim smile. “Right now, they’re just sleeping. They’ll wake up soon, you can count on that. They’ll be wide awake when it all goes down.”


When she talked about the apocalypse, she sounded strangely happy.


For David’s nine-year-old brain, it was the stuff of nightmares. God loved him, and he was therefore safe, but he didn’t like the idea of God hating everyone else.


Mom had told him the next time God destroyed the world, he’d do it with fire.


She nudged him with her elbow. “You ready for it, Davey?”


He shrugged. “I guess so.”


“When Jesus comes, you have to be prepared.”


“I’m ready.” He liked this part. While God was scary, Jesus was kind. David prayed to him every night. No matter how much his parents fought, Jesus had kept him safe.


“Can I get an amen?”


David grinned. “Amen!”


“Praise God.”


Angela sighed as she gazed out the window. “I don’t see why we can’t get ready in Twin Falls, where I have friends and a life.”


“When are we going to see Dad again?” David said.


Mom’s face turned dark with alarming suddenness. “Don’t make me the bad guy for taking care of you the best way I can.”


“I was happy,” Angela said, leaving the rest unspoken. She believed Mom was taking care of herself. David had heard it all before.


Mom gripped the wheel hard enough to turn her knuckles white. “Your father’s starting a new life. It’s about time we did the same.”


This was news to David. “What new life is Dad starting?”


Mom turned up the radio and didn’t answer. In a gravelly voice, the radio preacher said the world’s sinners didn’t listen any better than Pharaoh did when Moses warned him, and for that they’d suffer, just as the Egyptians had.


Mom’s smile returned full force as she said, “Amen.”


Outside of Reno, the U-Haul pulled off the interstate. Mom drove toward a Chevron and maneuvered the truck next to the pumps. The hot, dry air reeked of gasoline fumes and desert dust.


She shoved her credit card into the slot and removed the pump handle. “They have restrooms here. Anybody who has to go, do it now, and don’t be long.”


Angela said, “Can I go in and buy a drink?”


Mom thrust her hand into the pocket of her jeans and handed over a few crumpled bills. “Nothing with caffeine. Get something for your brother too. And take the thermos and fill it up with water.”


David climbed out of the cab, happy to stretch his legs. He’d been holding his bladder in check since Winnemucca. His body broke out in sweat from the day’s scorching heat that waved above the asphalt. He followed Angela into the air-conditioned convenience store and stopped in front of the candy racks.


“You can’t have any of that,” his sister said.


“I can look.”


“I’ll buy you some peanuts.”


“Okay.” David walked off to find the restroom.


Inside, fluorescent lights glared across white tile. A man wearing a baseball cap and jeans stood shaving at the sink with the water running. The man’s eyes flickered in his reflection to gaze back at him. He winked, then went back to pulling a razor over his lathered jaw.


David put his head down and entered one of the stalls. He locked the door and raised the seat. Outside the stall, the water turned off. The bathroom became dead quiet except for the man humming while he shaved.


He couldn’t go. Peeing would make noise, which would call attention to himself. He waited for the man to either leave or turn the faucet on again, but neither happened. Pushing it out didn’t work. It was stuck.


“Niagara Falls,” he whispered.


Nothing.


He thought about what his best friend Ajay Patel might be doing back home. Ajay’s parents stayed together and didn’t fight. Nobody dragged him on a boring car ride to a whole other state to start a new life. He wondered if Ajay was one of the sinners who would be destroyed.


David wished he was Ajay.


Outside, the bathroom door cracked open. “Davey?”


Fear paralyzed him. The man could hear everything. A fierce heat blazed across David’s face and chest, leaving him miserable and nauseous. His bladder about to burst. If he stayed quiet, they’d all go away, the man and his mom both.


“Davey, answer me right now.”


“I’m peeing,” he managed.


“Come on out. I’m not asking twice.”


He zipped up and emerged weeping from the stall. The man turned toward him with a surprised expression, but the tears poured out in a flood, melting David’s vision to a hot blur.


Mom grabbed him by the hand and yanked him through the store and back into the sun.


“I have to pee,” he sobbed.


Angela chased after them. “What happened?”


Mom kept pulling. “You don’t have to go.”


“I do!”


“Then you’ll have to hold it until Sacramento.”


David wailed with fear and shame and self-pity. “I can’t! Please! I’m sorry!”


“Just let him go to the bathroom, Mom,” Angela said.


Mom stopped near the pumps and growled. “Lord, give me strength.”


She led him around the back of the gas station, where he did his business against the white cinder-block wall, moaning with relief.


When he came back, Mom was pacing out in the desert scrub, smoking a cigarette and muttering to herself. David’s shame deepened that he’d troubled her enough to smoke, something she shouldn’t do. She’d changed so much in the last year, when she and Dad started fighting all the time.


He didn’t want her to be upset. He didn’t want her to smoke. Mom had become God and Jesus rolled into one, angry and loving in equal measure. He crossed the dirt lot and said, “I’m sorry, Mom. I’ll be good.”


She quit her pacing and forced a smile. “I know you will, Davey. You’re a good boy in your heart.”


He tramped back to the truck, where Angela waited.


She handed him a bag of peanuts and a cold can of ginger ale. “You okay?”


“Yeah.”


His sister glared across the lot toward their mother. “She shouldn’t get so mad. It wasn’t your fault.”


David flinched. “It was.”


“Hey. Hey, stupid.”


“I’m not answering you because I’m not stupid.”


She cupped his chin. “Next time you have a problem you can’t handle, you come to me, okay? You’re too little to take on everything.”


Before his parents’ breakup, David would have yelled back at her that he wasn’t little and that she wasn’t the boss of him. Now he accepted her comfort with a grateful nod while he chewed his peanuts into a dry paste.


David awoke in the parking lot of a Super 8 motel.


“Wait here,” Mom said and got out.


Wiping drool from his mouth, he looked around at cars and asphalt lit by the glow of pole lights. “Where are we?”


“Sacramento.” Angela sighed. “God, this really and truly sucks.”


He stretched. “I’m hungry. What time is it?”


“Just hang tight.”


“Do you think there will be kids there? Where we’re going?”


“It’ll be like going to church every day. It’s all Mom cares about now.”


“Sunday school can be fun sometimes.”


“Yippee.”


The truck door creaked open, and Mom leaned inside. “We’re checked in. Let’s eat some supper before we head up to the room.”


She led them across the street to a bright Denny’s. The host got them seated in a booth and passed out menus and crayons.


David opened his kid’s menu and started coloring the woolly mammoth from Ice Age. “Can I have the chicken tenders and fries, Mom?”


“Spaghetti for me,” Angela said. “And lemonade.”


“Oh, me too, please.”


“You got it.” Mom smiled at them. “Look at us, having an adventure.”


“Can you tell us about this place we’re going now?” Angela asked.


“It’s a community near Tehachapi. They call themselves the Family of the Living Spirit. They’re very selective about who they let in. I sent a letter to Reverend Peale, and he wrote back personally to invite us to join.”


David chewed on the word in his mind. Tehachapi. Mysterious and old. He pictured buffalo and little tendrils of smoke wisping above tepees.


“Where is this place?” Angela said.


“South east of Bakersfield. Not too far from Los Angeles. They live a pure life there, simple and close to God.”


“God kills people,” David blurted.


The smile wavered. “Not us, Davey.”


“Angela said we’ll have to go to church all the time.”


His sister kicked him under the table, but he ignored her. She did say it.


“We’re going to live off the land,” Mom said. “You can grow anything in the Cummings Valley, year round. Lettuce, tomatoes, herbs, spinach. The weather is always gorgeous. It’s a wonderful place for children to grow up.”


David wrinkled his nose. “Spinach?”


“Why is Tehachapi better than Twin Falls?” Angela said.


“The people,” Mom answered. “Everybody at the community lives in harmony with each other and God. I want to be surrounded by people who love me no matter what and won’t hurt me just because they can.”


“Sounds like the life I had back home,” his sister muttered. “Minus the part where we have to grow our own food.”


The server arrived to take their order. While Angela slouched in moody silence, Mom ordered their suppers with a bright smile. David hoped she’d forget what Angela said and remain in a good mood.


After the woman left, the smile vanished. “Your life wasn’t as great as you think it was. The world is chock-full of people who’ll try to take everything from you. They say they love you, but they only love what you can do for them.”


“You don’t know my friends. And you don’t know these people either.”


“The Reverend Peale’s community doesn’t just talk the talk,” Mom said. “They live spiritual lives in accord with God’s laws. Every day is planned out for them, they know exactly what comes next, and they want for nothing. We’ll be happy there. The wilderness will be the safest place to be when it all goes down. In any case, a little hard work in fresh air and a little less TV will do you a world of wonder, Miss Angela.”


His sister slouched even further in her seat, quietly fuming.


“Why does God want to kill everybody?” David asked.


“He doesn’t. Men will destroy the world with their greed and sin. The end will be a time of tribulation and testing.”


“He can stop it, though, right? Why doesn’t he?”


“So Jesus can return to his chosen people in all his glory.”


Put another way, if everyone was good, Jesus wouldn’t come back, though Jesus coming back was what God promised and Mom wanted.


He frowned. “Okay.”


“Don’t think too hard about it,” Mom said. “Feel its truth in your heart.”


The truth was he depended on his mother for everything, and God and Jesus made her happy. As long as they did, he’d love them too. And if he was good enough, maybe God would leave the world alone.


In the blazing heat of day, Mom pulled off the road and parked in the shade of a stand of blue oaks. She unfolded her road map and scrutinized the markings she’d made on it.


“I think we passed the turnoff,” she said.


She frowned at her children as if getting lost was their fault. The black discs of her sunglasses covered her eyes. David didn’t like when she wore sunglasses. Whenever she did, he never knew which mom he was going to get.


“So let’s go back and find the turn,” Angela said.


The U-Haul growled as Mom yanked the wheel and nudged the gas pedal. “We can’t be late. They gave us a very specific time we should come.”


“Why can’t we be a little late?”


“Because,” Mom grated, “they have a small community that is very picky about who they invite to join, and I want to give them enough respect to show up on time. Like you should give your mother respect.”


“Respect goes both ways.”


She regarded Angela from behind her sunglasses. “Respect starts with you, Miss Angela, and any respect you receive in return is earned. So mind your manners when we get there. We’ll be on probation for the first six months. If that mouth of yours gets us thrown out—”


Angela glared out the window. “I don’t care if—”


“We’ll be there on time, Mom,” David said.


“From your lips to God’s ears, Davey—aha! Here’s the turn.”


The dirt road cut through woodland. Nobody lived here except the Family, far from civilization. Mom had said they were going into the wilderness, and she wasn’t kidding. The U-Haul’s tires crunched stones and banged across ruts.


The drive went on and on, taking him farther from everything he knew and closer to a new life among strangers. Nothing but the dark trees and the dirt road. David shrank in his seat. He imagined himself caught in a steel trap, unable to move until the hunters arrived.


At last, the trees opened to broad fields on which green plants grew from dark soil. Men and women worked the rows with baskets, harvesting vegetables. Beyond, David glimpsed a cluster of white buildings. The one with the tall steeple, he guessed, was their church.


“Oh, my Lord,” she said. “It’s like Eden. I can’t believe we’re here.”


He squinted, trying to view it as she did and with the same excitement. It was pretty cool, he guessed, but nothing special. All he saw was a bunch of people farming. No children. Who were they? What was this place?


“Oh, no,” Angela said. “I don’t like this. Mom, let’s go. Please.”


“Where?”


“Anywhere! Back home!”


“Angela, do you believe in God?”


“You know I do, but—”


“Try to remember before you were born.”


“I can’t.”


“Do you think that’s what it’s like when you die?”


“No, but I was—”


Mom parked the truck on a patch of gravel in front of the church and turned to her daughter, her face fierce and rigid. “God loves you and wants you to go to Heaven. All he asks in return is that you live by certain rules to prove you’re worthy of it. The choice is yours. You can either go to Heaven or Hell. Forever and ever. Right now, your life is writing a check that your soul will have to cash. Do you think you should learn the rules and abide by them, or take your chances?”


Arms crossed, Angela glared out the window.


“These people have the best life insurance policy in the universe, and they’re paying attention to the fine print.” Mom turned to smile at the church, where a woman waited. “Stay here until I come back.”


She got out of the truck and closed the door with a loud thud.


“Maybe she’s right,” David said.


“Shut up, stupid,” Angela snarled. “She’s just repeating stuff she read online.”


“Well, God makes her happy. Maybe we’ll be happy too.”


He wanted to believe it. He had no choice.


The woman hugged his mother, who laughed and burst into tears at the same time. Then the woman held out her hand. Mom hesitated before digging into the pocket of her jeans. She produced her cigarette pack and handed it over.


Angela watched her mother surrender her habit in an instant. “I guess it depends,” she said carefully, “on what the rules are, and what happens when you break them.”


Through the dusty windshield, David watched men and women stream out of the fields to gather around. Mom’s entrance to the community had been timed with the end of the workday, so they could give her a warm Christian greeting. The men all had short hair and simple farming clothes, while the women wore long dresses. All had broad-brimmed hats or scarves on their heads.


“I’m starting to think we joined the Amish,” Angela said.


David let out a nervous chuckle, though he had no idea who the Amish were.


With warm smiles, the people crowded around Mom and bowed their heads as if praying. Those closest to her laid their hands on the top of her head.


“Thank you, Jesus!” Mom started to cry, her racking sobs punctuated by bursts of laughter. “I’m home!”


“Oh, Mom.” Angela sighed with something like pity and nudged David. “Hey. I’m pretty sick of this truck. You want to have a look around?”


Staring at Mom with wide-eyed dread, David shook his head, too afraid to move. Then Angela grabbed his hand and pulled him out of the cab.


On the ground, he couldn’t see anything except the backs of adults crowding around his mother. She bawled at the top of her lungs over the rumble of prayer.


He broke away from Angela and ran.


His legs took him toward the trees, but the woods struck him as dark and ominous and all too easy to get lost in. He veered into the church and stood panting among the simple oak pews. His eyes roamed across the windows, altar, organ, pulpit, choir seating, and a massive carved wood dove mounted on the wall behind them. Nowhere to hide. A door beckoned to him. He raced to it.


In the hallway beyond, David found an office and bathroom. The last door revealed a supply closet. He stepped inside and slammed the door and sat on the floor in the dark. The scent of dust and cleaners hung in the air.


Safe at last. But lonely. All he had to do was wait.


Any minute now, Mom would come and pick him up the way she used to when he was smaller. She’d tell him everything was going to be okay, and he’d believe it. In her warm arms, he’d have unconditional love and real safety. Then they could leave and go back home.


His heart sank with each passing moment as she didn’t show.


Noise outside, the voices of children.


“We shouldn’t be back here,” a kid said. “We could get in trouble.”


“I saw him go into the church.” That was Angela talking. “He didn’t come back out, so he must be here somewhere.”


“Check the bathroom. Maybe nature called.”


“I know where I’d hide if I was scared,” another voice said.


David flinched as the closet door opened. Framed in light, a girl stood in the doorway, hands planted on her hips. His eyes adjusted to focus on her warm smile.


“Hi, Davey,” she said. “I’m Emily.”
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MOURN


Stained-glass windows washed the funeral home’s chapel in soft morning light. Sitting on a cushioned pew, David listened to the pastor assure Emily’s family that her soul was bound for the afterlife. Wearing a wide-brimmed black hat, Beth sat between him and Deacon, holding their hands. Her fingers felt cold in his; the air-conditioning was freezing.


The pastor was a spindly, gray-haired woman in bright white vestments. She stood earnest and consoling behind the pulpit. “Every faith in the world attests to life after death,” she said. “We don’t know what the afterlife is like, but we have our hope and belief it is one of peace and reuniting with loved ones.”


After spending part of his childhood in the Family of the Living Spirit, David found the sermon soothingly boring, the religious staging comfortably antiseptic. At the Temple, the Reverend’s sole concession to clerical costume had been a black suit jacket worn over a gray or black T-shirt. He’d bound across the stage powered by electric faith, preaching straight to the heart about glory and fire. The congregants would wave their hands and little black Bibles and yell Amen! Seized by the Spirit, they’d rave and speak in tongues.


Right now, boring was okay. Boring suited David just fine.


“For Emily, her journey is beginning,” the pastor said. “For us, there is only the loss of her passing. This loss hurts because her life touched the life of every one of us here, either in some small way or by completely transforming it.”


He tried to focus on the woman’s words, but the platitudes turned to mush in his brain. Instead, his mind flashed to last night’s dream as he’d tossed and turned in his hotel bed.


The nightmares had stopped at some point in his early twenties, and he hadn’t dreamed of the Family in years. Last night, he did—a new dream this time, however, not one of the recurring horrors that once plagued him in the dark.


In this dream, he roamed through the windy night around the base of Red Peak. A black cross burned energetically on its summit. David wanted to climb to the top but couldn’t find the path.


In the morning, he’d woken up sweating, anxious, frustrated. After checking out of the hotel, he found a hawk perched on the hood of his car, a refugee of the great fire still burning in the east. The hawk studied him before spreading its wings and soaring across the parking lot. Smoke blanketed the morning sky in a gloomy yellowish overcast that set David coughing.


The memory faded to an unsettling murmur in the back of his mind. Deacon had let go of Beth’s hand and now traced a circle on her knee. The tattoos covering his arms were mostly words, phrases in Latin and what appeared to be ancient Greek. A flaming cross decorated his forearm, as if to remind himself daily of things David had spent his entire adult life trying to forget.


“As night follows day, death follows life,” the pastor said. “We are all leaves on the Tree of Life, which replenish each year. We who remain can mark this moment by loving one another and doing our own part to make the Tree stronger.”


Beth brushed away Deacon’s exploring fingers and dabbed a tear with a tissue. “She was strong.”


David squeezed her hand. Yes, Emily was. She’d been the calm center of his world at the commune and later at the institution where Dr. Klein had treated them. Without Emily, their scattered little tree was even weaker.


Some fundamental stress had built up in her over the years, or she’d just snapped one day. If she hadn’t been strong enough to fight it, whatever it was, then quite possibly none of them were.


“May the Lord bless you and keep you,” the pastor said. “May the Lord make his face shine upon you and be gracious unto you. May the Lord lift up his countenance upon you and give you peace. Amen.”


While the mourners prayed, David again drifted into the past.


He didn’t know the name of the place where the adults had brought him, which he’d guessed was some kind of hospital. Since the sheriff’s deputy led him out of the Temple, David’s world had been a blur of strange people asking him questions and shuttling him from place to place. Now he wore pajamas all day and took a pill called Prozac and had to talk to a man named Dr. Klein about how he was feeling.


He hadn’t seen his sister and friends since they’d arrived here, but today, the psychiatrist had good news. They were all allowed to go to the rec room. A large space with Ping-Pong tables, board games, and the same white walls. There, he found Angela sitting at a table, glowering over a puzzle.


Hunching his shoulders to make himself as small as possible, David sat in the opposite chair. There were other people in the room, all teenagers in pajamas except for a big woman wearing a uniform. He wanted his sister to hug him and tell him everything was going to be okay.


He scanned the room one last time for threats. “Hi.”


Angela didn’t respond as she fitted a piece. When finished, the puzzle would make a picture of dogs playing on a beach as if they were people.


He leaned in to murmur, “Are you okay?”


Angela spun another piece in her fingers, her face a mask of frustration. “I don’t know who to be mad at. Maybe it’s you.”


David sank even lower. “Please don’t be mad at me.”


Emily, Deacon, and Beth entered the room. David smiled at them and ventured a wave. They pulled up chairs around the table.


“They think we’re crazy,” Beth said. “Like what happened is our fault.”


David struggled to hold back a surge of tears, another round in a losing battle he’d been fighting ever since the police officers had brought him here. “I’m just twelve. I didn’t do anything wrong.”


Angela glared at him. “You didn’t?”


“You didn’t,” Deacon assured him. “None of us did. We’re alive, that’s all.”


“We aren’t supposed to be,” Emily said.


“The world isn’t supposed to be here either,” Deacon pointed out.


“Nobody died,” David said. “They’re all in a different hospital.”


His friends said nothing, pretending to be interested in Angela’s puzzle. Beth picked up a piece and pressed it into its proper place.


“When I came out of my hiding spot,” he added, “everybody was gone.”


Beth’s hand froze as she reached for another piece. “They…”


“You don’t know anything, Dave,” Angela growled. “You were hiding.”


“I was scared.”


“I didn’t see much either,” Emily said. “My mom locked me in a storage shed. I could only see outside through gaps in the boards. Just…”


Angela eyed her. “Just what? What did you see?”


“I don’t know. Nothing.”


Beth shuddered. The puzzle piece she was holding dropped to the tabletop, seemingly forgotten. “They… Everybody’s dead.”


“That’s not true,” David said.


“I was with Mom when she died,” Angela said. “Where were you again?”


“You’re a liar!” He leaped to his feet. The chair tilted to crash against the floor. “She’s not dead! Stop saying everybody’s dead and that it’s my fault!”


Across the room, the other kids cringed or paced. The nurse locked eyes with his. Heat bloomed in his cheeks.


“Sorry,” David said.


“Do you need a time-out?” the woman said.


“I’ll be good.” He sat down, shivering.


Emily wrapped her arms around him. He gaped at the puzzle, seeing not the materializing picture but the empty spaces that riddled it.


“If they’re gone, it’s not your fault,” she murmured. “If they’re gone, they’re across the black sea now. They’re with the Spirit.”


“I want my mom.” He covered his face and wept. “I want to go home.”


Angela said, “If they’re with God, then maybe that’s who we should be mad at.”


The remainder of the funeral service saw a parade of Emily’s family and friends stand behind the pulpit to share stories about her. David listened with interest, learning about the life she’d led after leaving the institution. Otherwise, he stayed seated, doubting they wanted to hear his own stories. When her husband, Nick, went up to talk about how important she’d been to him and their children, the man broke down so completely he had to be escorted back to his seat, a heartbreaking sight. The mourners sang a final hymn, and the pastor turned over Emily’s soul to God.


After the service was over, the organ played, family members carried her casket to the waiting hearse, and David needed a stiff drink.


Outside, Beth coughed on the smoky air. “I’ll drive us to the cemetery.”


David reached her Mercedes first and climbed into the front passenger seat. “Do you still have that flask?”


Beth started the car but let it idle to allow the other mourners to leave the parking lot first. “In my purse.”


He unscrewed the cap and took a long belt before passing it to Deacon.


“I still don’t understand.” His friend tilted his head back to drink and sighed. “Why she did it.”


“She was the last person I ever would have expected to do it,” Beth said. “Back when we knew her, nothing ever seemed to get her down. In her new life, she was surrounded by people who loved her. She volunteered for groups helping battered women and abused children. She had plenty to live for.”


“Maybe the reason is something ordinary. Like she found out she had cancer, or her husband was abusing her.”


“I don’t think so. Whatever got her, it started in her core. The anniversary of the Medford Mystery is coming up in just a few weeks, and this year is a big one. Fifteen years. I think that’s significant. People living with trauma often have what’s called an anniversary reaction.”


David sighed. “Can we do this later? Just drive.”


“We took it slow for you,” Beth said. “Now we’re going to talk.”


He gripped his head in his hands. “What difference will it make?”


“If you don’t like us talking, then don’t listen,” Deacon said. “And if you didn’t want to talk, why did you take the front seat next to Beth?”


“Because children sit in the back,” David answered. “Plus, I didn’t want us getting in an accident because you two were making out.”


He wanted to say a lot more about what he thought of Deacon fooling around during the chapel service, but he didn’t. In fact, he regretted what he’d already said as soon as the words flew from his mouth. But his friends only laughed.


“Sorry, that was rude,” he said anyway, as if they’d scolded him.


“No, I loved it.” Deacon grinned. “It’s nice to see the old Dave again.”


Outside, it was raining ash. Beth sprayed her windshield with fluid and turned on the wipers, producing a gray smear. Then she shifted and backed into the parking lot before driving off toward the funeral. “Boys, we’re getting off track again. I assume you both got a letter, and that’s why you’re here?”


“ ‘Dear Deacon, I’m sorry. I couldn’t fight it anymore.’ ”


“Same here. David?”


“About the same,” David said.


“What was different about yours?”


He tossed his hands. “For God’s sake.”


“Beth is a psychologist,” Deacon said, adding, “which I hope is working.”


Beth shot a look at him in her rearview. “What do you mean?”


“Oh, you know what they say. The most messed-up people become psychologists so they can find out what’s wrong with themselves.”


Beth chuckled. “I’m the sanest person in the world, Deek.” She glanced at David. “Come on, tell us.”


“I hope you’re not charging me by the hour.” He sighed. “She said she loved me. That’s the only difference.”


Beth nodded as if she’d expected this. “She always did.”


“There wasn’t any way.” He crossed his arms and gazed out the window at the flakes of ash fluttering out of the gray sky. “What happened isn’t my fault.”


“Of course it isn’t,” she agreed. “But there might have been a way.”


David said, “I wanted to put everything behind me.”


His words hung in the air like a confession. He’d sworn to reunite with Emily after they left the foster system but had never made any real effort. Thanks to Dr. Klein’s therapy, he’d woken up a little stronger each day, a little more in control. A part of him understood that if he saw Emily again, she would bring the past with her, which might drag him back down into the dark place. The hardest thing about escaping a cult wasn’t leaving but making sure it had left you.


Whenever he thought about finding Emily or any of the other survivors, his mind put up one roadblock after another. Tomorrow became I’ll do it after I’m settled in my new job became I really should do that sometime. He was busy, always busy, with too much going on to commit to something as significant as reconnecting, and the more time passed, the more daunting it became until he’d stopped thinking about it altogether.


Then Emily died to remind him that besides Angela, Claire, and his children, these people remained the closest thing to family he had left.


Hot, dry winds blew the ash of ancient forests across the cemetery as Emily’s body descended into the ground. The sun was a yellowish disc in the gray sky.


A reception at a local restaurant had been scheduled to follow the funeral. A few more hours, and David could go home.


He already had his exit planned out. He’d tell Beth and Deacon this was a sign they should stay in each other’s lives. He’d promise to keep in touch and propose ways they could do it, perhaps an annual retreat somewhere to talk and catch up. Then he’d stop thinking about it.


Old wounds never really healed. They opened again at the slightest cut. He’d never even told Claire about his years with the Family of the Living Spirit. How could he tell her about the nightmare he’d survived? Harder still would be explaining the joys. The raw happiness he’d experienced before it all went bad. How even now, after all these years, he still missed the Family. People only knew the stories about the murders, mass suicide, mutilations, and how everyone disappeared. They didn’t know that before Red Peak, the Family was a happy, safe community of people who’d simply wanted God in their lives every day, not just on Sundays.


Shortly after David had left the foster system, he’d met Claire in a trauma counseling group. She’d shared her story about her parents’ divorce and how her stepfather sexually abused her as a child. David told them that his parents had divorced due to his father’s infidelity, and his mother had moved them to another state to join a church, where he’d suffered a different type of abuse. Not a full description of the disease, but the symptoms were the same.


Over coffee, he and Claire discovered they both felt out of control, anxious, worthless, easily startled, and plagued by depression. Both were workaholics and prone to addictive behaviors. He couldn’t believe this intelligent and stunning woman was spending time with him. They saw themselves in such a negative light that they were surprised at their mutual attraction. A relationship with another person living with post-traumatic stress disorder presented obvious risks, but at least they understood each other’s demons.


Six months later, they were married. They didn’t know it at the time, but Alyssa, their daughter, was already on the way.


At the time, he’d started work as part of a security team hired by a cult deprogrammer operating in San Francisco. The deprogrammer achieved positive results with two out of three cultists, but the methods troubled David. Civil rights issues aside, he risked arrest for kidnapping. He worried whether the ones they saved were true successes, whether they came away from the experience possessing real freedom of choice. And for every cult member they lost, their relations with their family—the only lifeline they had to return to a life over which they had control—was severely damaged.


Claire had wondered why he didn’t just talk to them. For David, the answer was the same as to why you couldn’t reason a person out of a severe mental illness. Groups that practiced mind-control techniques rewired brains. They distorted reality. If a man thought he was Jesus, a simple solution seemed to be to quiz him on the Bible and then present his wrong answers to show him he was not in fact Jesus. But the man would simply answer, You have the wrong Bible. The same way the diehards in the doomsday cults doubled down on their belief every time their leader screwed up the date of the apocalypse.


No, one couldn’t simply reason with them.


Or perhaps one might, with the right approach. David began to seek out people calling themselves exit counselors to learn their methods. Several years later, he started his practice. After a few false starts and speed bumps, he achieved his first big successes, recommending deprogramming to his clients as a last resort if exit counseling failed. Everything in his life finally started to come together. Alyssa had already been born, followed by Dexter, and when he wasn’t working, David devoted time and energy to provide as loving and warm a home as he was able, a safe cocoon armored against the horrors of the world he knew too well.


Driving through a smoky haze, they agreed to skip the reception and pulled into a restaurant parking lot. Most people were staying home because of the fire and the unhealthy air, and David and his friends about had the place to themselves.


After ordering lunch, Beth removed her hat and said, “I guess that’s it. What are you boys doing after this? What’s next in life?”


“My band has a gig tomorrow night,” Deacon said. “Back in LA.”


“It’s wild you’re like this rock star now. Not at all surprising, though.”


“Rock, sure. Star, meh. Our fan base is devoted but small.” He trembled with restless leg syndrome, contrasting against Beth’s poised calm.


She gave him a practiced smile. “What about you, David?”


David worried the cloth napkin from his place setting, still a little anxious himself. “I’m going to return to my family and get ready for my next client.”


“You convince people to leave cults,” Beth said.


“Every single one of them, if I can. I practice exit counseling, though, not deprogramming.”


“I’m aware of the difference. It’s a perfect job for you.”


“Thanks.” David smiled and let go of the napkin. This was the conversation he’d imagined having with them, small talk and catching up and a little banter. “How about you? What’s next?”


“First, a long bath. After that, there are plenty of heads to shrink. Humanity is a spectrum disorder.”


Deacon chuckled. “I like that. What’s it mean?”


“It means very few of us are playing with a completely full deck, though there’s a huge variation in the number of cards each of us are dealt,” she explained. “That’s how you end up trusting the pilot flying the jumbo jet you’re on, while he thinks the moon landing was faked and plays lucky lottery numbers recalled from dreams. If delusions become destructive, that’s where I come in.”


The server returned with a glass of wine for Beth and coffee for the men. Deacon drank it black and bitter. David poured milk and sugar into his and stirred, already making mental notes of what he needed to do when he got home.


He’d mowed the lawn before he left, but the flower beds required weeding. He wanted to expand his backyard garden. A few unpaid bills waited on his desk. He had to practice the talk he was scheduled to give at the conference after the weekend and prepare for his next counseling session, a young man in a group called The Restoration, another lost soul needing salvation.


He sipped the hot coffee and longed to get back to these problems. The only thing better than leaving a routine was returning to it. Juggling the demands of work and children would snap him out of this anxious sense of hanging suspended between worlds. Having too much to do had always been a good way to avoid thinking about what had been done to him.


When he looked up, his friends stared at him. “What?”


“I asked you what you saw that last night,” Beth said.


Far away, a red glow outlined the crown of Red Peak.


Gaunt from hunger and hard labor and pain, the congregation shambled out of the darkness for their final act of worship…


David winced at this flashback, which appeared as sudden and real as if he’d physically transported to the past. “I’ll tell you the same thing I told you at the mental hospital. I didn’t see a damn thing. When everybody went to the Temple, I hid in the supply closet. I didn’t come out until the sheriff’s deputy found me.”


“I saw something,” Deacon said.


“Please.” Back when they were institutionalized, David had heard the horrifying story of what happened to Wyatt and had no wish to ever hear it again. “You don’t have to say it. I remember.”


“You didn’t hear everything, David. I never told Dr. Klein what I saw because I thought if I did, he’d never let me out of that place. I never told you either.”


“All right. What?”


“When the end came, when everybody was dead? I saw—” His face pale and taut, he hesitated. “I saw a pillar of fire on the mountain, shooting straight up into the sky.”


David recoiled. “What the hell?”


“That’s incredible,” Beth said.


“To put it mildly!”


“Incredible because Emily saw it too,” she clarified. “A fire that went all the way up into the air. She told me about it at the hospital but swore me to silence.”


“She never told me about it,” David said.


“You were already upset enough. She didn’t want to make it worse.”


Deacon nodded. “All the way up to the sky. Glowing red just like that forest fire out there. And that horn. It was so loud.”


She shivered. “The horn I remember. And…”


“What?”


“Nothing,” she said. “It’s just a fragment, like a dream. It’s crazy.”


“Crazier than a pillar of fire?”


David shook his head. “The light was playing tricks on you or something. The cross on the mountain was on fire, remember? Beth, I’m surprised at you. Surely, you know what Occam’s razor is and how it works.”


“Occam what?” said Deacon.


Beth filled him in. “Occam’s razor. Another way of saying the simplest explanation is almost always true.”


“You suffered a visual and auditory hallucination,” David went on. “Guys, I hate to break this to you, but whatever the Family was at one time, it turned into a cult at Red Peak. We were all brainwashed.”


“It doesn’t explain how me and Emily had the exact same hallucination,” Deacon said.


“Of course it does. On the last day, Reverend Peale said we weren’t waiting for paradise, it was waiting for us. And once everybody shed their mortal coil, as he put it so quaintly, we’d all beam up to paradise. The terrible things you saw, I can’t even imagine. These are extremely traumatic memories. The brain reacts in strange ways to trauma, especially a child’s mind.”


“He’s right about that,” Beth conceded. “But… I don’t know.”


“Okay, fine,” said Deacon. “Then where did the bodies go? How do you explain that?”


When the sheriff’s deputy took him by the hand and led him out of the shattered Temple, only bloodstains remained on the wrecked pews and mountain slopes. Not a single body was ever recovered, and what happened in the desert near a little nowhere town called Medford became forever infamous as the Medford Mystery, the subject of Unexplained Mysteries–style documentary shows.


“Somebody had to have taken them and buried them in the mountains,” David said.


Deacon laughed. “You actually think somebody found and moved over a hundred bodies in the dark and got them all out of there in just one night.” He snorted. “And I’m the one who’s hallucinating.”


“I agree that part is a mystery.”


“Occam’s razor,” Beth said. “The simplest explanation is usually true.”


“I see you have a theory,” David said.


“More like playing devil’s advocate. Let’s say the Reverend was right.”


“A psychologist saying this.” David sputtered in disbelief. “You’ve completely lost it. You know that, right?”


“I’m not saying what I believe,” Beth said. “Though yes, one might, as you put it, lose it if one accepted it as truth.”


Deacon stiffened in his seat. “Oh, you think…”


“Emily was always a true believer. I think she couldn’t handle the contradiction of loving a God who would do this to his followers, even with paradise as the reward.”


“Or maybe she thought she was fulfilling the deal the Rev made,” Deacon said. “The covenant he always talked about. She wanted to cross the black sea.”


The black sea. David shuddered. A term Jeremiah Peale started using after the Family moved to Red Peak in 2005.


“Yes,” Beth said. “That works too.”


“Stop,” David said. “Just stop. Please. Let her go and rest in peace.”


The server approached with their lunches and delivered them with brisk efficiency, as the tension at the table was obvious. David stared bleakly at his grilled chicken salad and wondered if he was going to be attending two more funerals soon. His friends had taken a long dive off the deep end.


One thing bothered him, though. Safe in his hiding place, he hadn’t seen any light show on the mountain, but he remembered hearing the rumbling blast, which rent the air like the horn of a giant ram. The noise had been so powerful, he’d felt it vibrating through his chest and heard the windows shivering in the panes, followed by a loud series of bangs, the pews being thrown around. Later, he’d assumed it was an earthquake, this being California, but the timing was a bizarre coincidence.


A coincidence, yes. Nothing more.


Even if the impossible were true, it didn’t matter to him anyway, not anymore.
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10 Cults to Know Before Wau

New Way

By KATIE WALMA

The highly anticipated new
cable series New Way, star-
ring Jacob Marsh and Donna
Salidas, takes us inside a
doomsday cult in an exam-
ination of fulfillment and
fear. As the portrayal of the
fictitious New Way cult
draws from real-life groups,
here are 10 infamous cults to
know before you catch the
season premiere on Sunday.

The Peoples Temple: Found-
ed in 1978 by Jim Jones, the
Peoples Temple of the Disci-
ples of Christ drew a large

bership in Indi lis
before moving to Cahfomxa
and then Guyana, where it
founded the Jonestown com-
mune. After ordering the
murder of a visiting Con-
gressman, Jones next com-
manded his followers to
drink cyanide, resulting in
the death of 918 people.

A

police discovered 39 bodies
in the mansion, the largest
mass suicide in the United
Stal

he Family of the Livi
Spirit: In 2005, a teenager
burst into a sheriff station in
Medford, California, with a
bizarre story: More than 100
members of the group found-
ed by Reverend Jeremiah
Peale had committed mass
suicide and murder at its
commune at nearby Red
Peak, preceded by months of
ritualized mutilations. The
sheriff drove to the site to
discover the group had van-
ished, leaving behind five
children in all to be rescued.
An extensive search turned
up no other survivors or
bodies, resulting in the
“Medford Mystery” that h;
ndured 15 years.
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