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EIM'S COMMENTARY ABOUT HIMSELF

Why I became my own brand of Marxist? Would I could talk as well

as I mzuX® think? That sounds presumptuous, but though$ move rapidly
through the mind. And it is difficult to cppture them, to type'hhem,
to verbalize them. As a child I was undoubtably one of the poorer
in the community., I had less of material comforts, although my
mother made every effort to give me  what she could. My dad was ill
an invalid from World War I¥, very bitter, cynical person., He spent
so much time being ingrossed in his own pain that he finally debilitated
himself (and finally his health was totally destroyed); It was

a little town in Indiana and the moment I think of it a great deal

of pain comes., I don't think I shall mention it, although later

it may be brought about because it is no way reflecting on indi-
viduals, just a little hoosier town on the Ohio line. Thus, I acted
out against the conformities in the cohmunity. The first way because
I was never accepted, I joined“a.Pennocostal church, It was the

most extreme Pennocostal church, the Oneness, because they were

the most despised, rejects of the community. I found immediate
acceptance and I must say/ﬁgngé%y, and as much of love as I can
interpret love. They were persecuted ErRREXIXRMEXXEAY beyond measure
for their beliefs, But after some time, intellectually I outgrew
Pennocostalism, but still a rebel, still not a part of the society,
never accepted, born as it were .on the wrong side of the tracks.
Thus, facing the middle years my memory dims or perhaps it is

because I have kept down much of the pain of life, in order to

enfure and it is suppressed. Because it seems that I have had a
great deal of pain, for people at least who live in the Western worid,
of advanced societies, My pain cannot compare to those of the third
world who suffer such misery bevond human description.

As I grew I then at one point meih a Communist. (I am stepping
past a number of things because they have no particular relevance
and I do not see myself as a great skilled author, thus I will
confine myself to patterns that explain Jim Jones and perhaps help
others from making some of the same errors, I also hope it will
make it possible for some to reach the sensitivity I have reached
for people. This Communist was beyond me, in terms of intellect.

I didn't understand all of the arguments. XxwEsx®x When I was a
very young person I empathized strongly with the Soviets for some
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reason. As a youngster when the Soviets were marching and the

e

news was praiming them highly, their endurance in turning back

the Nazi hoards in Stalingrad, I used to play as if & were a

Russian soldier, rushihg thru the snow driving Nazis back.

It was a identification again with something outside the American
scene, perhaps., I used to play the role of a Japanese because I

had a certain Asiatic appearanmce, and people and people would be
amused by my imitations o?eﬁg%goor Tojo, always identifying with
something other than the American society because it had not

given me a feeling of acceptance. This Communist tho apparently

cold defended me in a 'way that nox one had ever defended me,

I was working in a company and had developed a sense of egalitarianism
aﬁggﬁggtggity‘to need of others and at that point I, both out of a
sense of rebellion to someone who was more the machokf racist type
personality , and I had early developed a sensitifity toward the problems of
baacks, also probably feeling an outcast myself, ‘I left my gathers
home eérly and had to go to work kmzzusm and live away from the home
because I brought the only black young man in the town to my visit
§§§&adxanﬁ my home and my dad said that he could not come in. I

said I shant and I did not see my dadfor some time thereafter.

I left the town going to work at a very young age in a fospital,some
16 to 17 miles/%%%ﬁv%ge area, /Anyway this chap/ Earlier in the
discussion I mentioned that I rebelled against a certain "macho" type
racist and I took money from him, but did all sorts of sensitive
things with it., I had a way of controlling the money of the sales-
men as they brought it in, giving them crddits for the sales and I
even shifted some of this money¥ to another man who had a problem

as I believe tho I am vague about it, that it was a handicapped
child. Then I took some money myself and utilized it as young kids
do, or at least this young kid did. Some of it sensitively and

some of it, I think, as I recall for personal indulgence. Anyway

I was apprehended or questions arose as something was wrong with the
books and this Communist supervisor sheidedm me, utterly protected me
I don't know what he did, but he must have made some adjustments with
the company finances and utterly protected me from what would have
been a terrible charge of embezzlement I guess and it was the only
time I have ever done such a thing. Anyway you can imagine the

indearment I felt for this man. Then he came to my home ar I married

at a young age. My wife and I came home after that. Of course, I
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gave up my job, That was worked out, but with no bad record.

And he dined with me, a lonely man, perhaps he had other designs,

he was a batchelor, it could have been. For some reason he gave

me his address and phone number and wanted me to follow it up.

B;t life and its consuming pressure and having to get out and

work to maintain my family as we were beginning to adopt a youngster

at that time. So for one reason or another I didn't follow up for

one reason or another, and later when I tried, I could not find him.

I have had a great deal of quilt all of my life. The one person
who had saved me at that time from certain prison--I was controversial
for my own stands on race., I.began to champion some of his
Communist ideology.argt I don't want to give time to the facts
because the man may have long since gone. through the situation.

He was a good man, and he may have made his transition to other
views, At least that moved me even further to consider Marxism.

I shall call myself a Marxist, because certainly no one taught me
my brand of Marxism. I read, I listened, I went back to the
University and I met another couple of Communists. I guess I
sought them out. 0l1d time pro-Soviet Communists, They were so
gracious and they recieved me in their home. The father and the
son, the mother had died, a humble home outside of Bloomington,
Indiana where I went to University. Freiddship again seemed thru
life to be extended by people of that sort. I sough t ‘them out.

I can't say with utter honesty, I certainly was shown a great

deal of friendship by those types. I only remember one Communist
from Bloomington who was very groosz, Then of céurse my circle
went that way. Those were the people I sought for inspiration and
and I developed a definite concept with the problems of the workd,
the misery of the world, two out of three babies going to bed
hungry. As late as the Nixon years when President Nixon pronounced
that that was the case., I eon't remember the statistics at that
time but they must certainly have been horrible indeed. It seemed
gross to me that one human being would have so much more than another.
I couldn't come to terms with capitalism in any way. I wanted to,
I wanted to retreat from this knawing sense of consciense that
pushed my forward., Then I dedided where could I demonstrate my

Marxism? I demonstrated it many places and almost got into trouble
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An agent checked on me because of my activities that took
me to a Paul Robeson event., I went through considerable harassment
that are unpleasant and painful, My mother was questioned, brought
out and interrogated by the F B I for several hours; they interrogated
her in front of an open area where all of her fellow workers would
see her, She was a shop stewardess and I recall thereafter was
relieved after being questioned about my activities. She took the
fifth ammendment which in those days you did not do that. That
was tantamont to admission of being a communist, And my poor mom
knew nothinc¢ at all of politics. She was as a political as she
could be, - She helieved in her son which certainly has helped,
perhaps to some degree it hurt, I would prefer the chances of the
kind of belief she had. ghe was a%x little indulgent of me.
Certainly from her limited means, but solid as the rock of Gibralter,
She endured, not knowing even what I was up to, as they didnc¢t even
tell her? that It was merely because I had been to an event where
Paul Robeson sang and participated in Chicago. She didn't know what
I had done, but she defended me. She said I refuse to testify
on the grounds that .it may tend to incriminate me, or my son. So
on fiown the road I became even more alienated by that event, T
decided how can I demonstrate my Marxism? The thought was "infil-
trate the church"., I consciensiously made a decision to look into
that prospect. It really was brought to my attention by a very
kindly ( I pause because this can reflect on others) man who had
a great deal of conscience that seemeé& to be compatible to my views,
He was a church administratior of a demomination who encouraged me
to think about being a Pastor and so I did, bery quickly did. I had
had my religious heritage in Pentocostalism, deep rooted emotions in
the Christian tradition and a deep love which I share to this day
for the practical teachings of Jesus Christ. There had always been
a sort of dual concept--a doubter and yet a believer, I certainly
had great questions about anthropormorphic being,and a loving order
to the universe. Jesus Christ, to use the kids phrase, greatly
turned me on and I tried very hard throught my years in the church
wherever someone else might look upon my rold, however thew would
look upon it they would .see a great deal of sensitivity to the
Christian teachings, Not only my brand of Marxism , but in Penhocostal

tradition I saw that where the early believers stay together they
sold all their possessions and had all things in common. I tried

= v e aavEm Swrwems ae s % B e P oy
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I tried very hard to live up to that concept throughout my years,
In the early years I apﬁroached Christendom from a communal
standpoint with only intermittant mention of my Marxist views
Howgver in later years there was not ever a person who attended
my meetings that did not hear me say I was a Communist. And t!hat
is what is very strange that all these years I éurvived without
being exposed,

News media were concerned that we were over-reacting to mwoverage.
It was only that which concerned me. That my exposure as a Communist
would affect the lives and well-being of my most precious family
and dearest associates and all of my church that have become an
extended family. There was nothing else in my life that I was
afraid of. I think the media made a grave mistake in thinking
that ®we during the Nixon years assisted., At least I got from some
that they have thought that they have thought that. That we assisted
people like Farr because we were trying to get on the good side of
the press. I really didn't think you couldget on the good side of
press because being a Communist I believe that the "myth" of the
adversary press to me is very, very real. But whatewver adversary
role it played, it played out in the Nixon years. I took my stance
and then when I saw the Fresno situation it reminded me all too well
of that era, when the newsmen were going to jail for their sources
about corruption at a high level. Frankly, by the same token,
ﬁeople who are anonomyous sources could be devastateédgbyolittle
people who are unable to protect themselves. The right of confi-
dentiality of sources to reveal high level corruption was very
important to me.
\ The reason I am telling my story is not because I feel any
inclination as a wirter. I have great apprehension still that the
press, with the exception of some in the black, some of the Communist
and socialist press have a feeling that it would not give me a
fair story and this is all I want--a fair story. Then again, I
really don't at this point give a damm whether I have personal
fairness, but as I am affectedsr so are all of my people and I
have developed thru the years a high sensitivity to allthe members
of my church --~they are as to me an extended family. I don't want
to hurt them. I want to try to give them some relief of suffering.

Perhaps this writing will help that. I feel no idea that writing
is that significant. Great writers have written and their words
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have been forgotten too soon with their departure, or if even
remembered any time alive or dead so my main reason fér writing
if RREXXRXARYXWAYXKRAX toO help protect my people. I have a
strong desire to die at the time of this writing, I have been
impréstéped in my mind for many, many years, Constantly trying
to conceal a life styele alien to the American society that would
have caused great pain for my devoted and precious wife and those
who followed on in my footsteps to become socialists or communists.
Some, I don't think, understood the difference. But Everyone in
our parish certainly subscribes to some form of socialism.

I am not about to make any kind of great conversion sppech
I would not want to do anything but give the absolute honesty of
my soul, I tole you the duality, a part of me emotionally is caught
up with the Christian tradition, (I am more comfortable in the warmth
of a Pentecostal setting and that is why I saw that kind of a life
style because it was in that setting of freedom of emotion that T
felt my first acceptance . I found that same kind of spirit in
the communist rallies that I attended. ©No matter what disillusionment
that I havey amdxZxmayxkawz come to the poin%ﬁg% aIcoﬁmun&éist.

I sought haven in a socialist countyy. I theoretically feel that
Communism is unattainable in terms of man's present evolution in
a naclear technology. But I do believe that a communal life style
affords much to people and it certainly is greatly accepted in the
Republic in which we lived at the time of this writin g where we
have received gracious acéeptance. It is not easy foraging out a
new community in the midst of a jungle and we have done that.
We have been able to rehabilitate many people through our structure.
Some sent by courts--NMr, Guy Wright of the Examiner wrote. This
just causes great, great mystery to me that when Jim Jones made his
transition to pure honest objectivity about himsé&lf and lost the
zealot aspects of his belief which could have been dangerous because
we went through the transition in which we even looked at violence,
we were so alienated., There were those who have spoker it and those
of us who championed it,

Then just a few years ago we rejected that and decided that
violence was counter-productive and was dangerous to the people
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that get caught up in it. We always found that so many people

who suggested violence would later go out and be very cruel in
their lives so we found that their revolutionary violence was an
excuse for just acting out their ill feelings toward humanity and
life in general. The most horrible fact of thig present fuselage
of news attacks is that the peeple wx¥Xx who were used as sources
were for the most part were the most radical advocates of not gust
vidlence, but terrorism. Most of the witnesses that appeared in
the news article (and * don't ask you to take my word because

I know that only one side has been listened to--challenge them to
a polygraph test and the truth serum and test the accuracy of my
voice., Under a test situation I will be glad to submit to a

voice print on that particular subject. They went out one time
from our church, stripped one man's house Mr., Kice, stripped

and tore out his phone so that they would be able to get away
knowing that what they were doing would be not to our liking,
contrary to our own beliefs.,ar®x They got wire and equiptment so
they said and they stole his rifle, an expensive rifle of $1000,
and never returned it to this day according to his report. They
wnet out by the looks of a map and their statmment to blow up some
dam. They were going to do a revolutionary thing. One of them
named his child after a violent revolutionaryv. It is odd that
news people did not bother to check that. Then others of their
sources were the most strong promoters of “the end justifies‘the
means", Raising money, and doing anything, I didndt gﬁ%%%%égethat
those notions, x§§xxnnxxxdiﬁx2xxaxxxixxxnfxxxnmXXnnxnfxdxXngxxnyxhing
BXREXXXRARXREINGXRRURIRKEIYXARBXSBRRXKXNEXYXA // I didn't conceive
of any notion of doing devious things. to parishioners. But there
were those who went out that did. Those that conceived of mail
ideas that were far out, but my problem was that I didn't check
those people early enough in some of their actions. They also took
financial advantage of us. We have witnesses and again let them
take their own test., Because all of our witnesses have now been
discredited by the obviousagg%gﬁgg to frame us. Let them take a
lie detector tests or truth serum if they can deny it.. They stole
money from us, they lived off of us. One that said they had lost

all their property lived off of us for years. One of them was so
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depraved sexually that they molested one of their own children.

Or more than that, a numbers of them molested kxkmxxxmwr children.
We dealtk with them because we always believed that direct therapy
confrontation, cathargis, encounters could help people through.

It helped a good 90% we ever dealt with through so we did not believe
in open exposure to the public or to outside agéncies, we dealt .
with it inside. But we did openly confront matters in front of

the whole church, One of the women who did the most talking in

one of her revelations about herself ( I wouldn't reveal it but she
has hurt so many others I think she needs to face her own self)

She said that her sexual pleasure came from imagining a child being
tortured. Let her agaan take a test and she if she can deny that
successfully before an objective polygraph test that we all agree
upon,

The matter is that bread us the greatest difficulty for us in
Peoples Temple., We had rejected violence at that ﬁuncture when
those fol& went out totally. We decided we would work within
society and mmk® attempt to make changes within society to show
that Communists were not bad people, that they cared, that they
were sensitive, We made errors, undoubtable we did in our discipline
and some of our structures butthis business of beating children %x=m
unmercifully--NO, NO way. I took even spanking for children that
were far more severe than any child ever was given, This decision
was made throuéh group efforts with parental consent, but for
the most part our therapy was not that of coercion. We found
that some people are masochastic and in ofder to keep them from
not ... A simple embrace, like was suggested, who happened to
be a lesbian--XkXKESXREXXRERXILXWARXEHGEEXKER but to get a young
woman out of an adult relationship that was very ill indeed with
another woman plus her anti-social behavior that would have put
her in jai}, stealing that was harmful to her and her community and
her family and her church. She agreed to a spanking, and her parents
did also very cooperatively .. It's most sickening to now see people
some out against a community, an instutution that has done so much
good, We have saved homes,now we are being accused of taking
people's homes, The few homes that have been turned over to us; the

people have gotten far moré out of it than and will get far more out
of it if people will quit trying to destroy us. They have even gone
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so far as to try to poison people on this side of our work accross
the seas in our agruicultural project. What other church transports
its people and non-members, people the judges have askedsus ,

people who were absolute hell-raisers in the Bay Area and in the

Los Angeles basin. Got them out of dope traffic ‘and heroine pushing
violence, gang land leaders --now they are the most socially contri-
buting people that you would want to find in this structure in the
communal structure, whichx is very relaxed. Certainly nothing like
the type of thing heard in the news just a few miles away from San
Francisco., We are very happy we have had visitors such as Lt, Gov.
Dymally, and we are very happy to have objectiveé witnesses t o our
program at this time, We made an offer to a local channel, that
wasn't taken up. There are those who want to look at it in their
own bias and we refuse to have anyone come in unless XREYXRAXE we
can be assured of a mixture of people that will go away and give

an honest report. It is a lovely place with progressive schools

the housing is most adequate, simple structure on the ,,
lovely beds and beautiful mattresses

’

, all the bed linens they

need and alltthat they can eat literally, recreational sports, games,
good film library, swimming, boating, fishing and just an 8 hour

work day as is the customm. Some choose by dedication to help

others to %%%eb€§%n8P€8£E?n%E¥ there are no requirements. We have

a machine shop, sawmill, mechanical garage where people are taught
trades. I wished I had learned more, such a healthy feeling of know-
ing how to do things with your hands even tho I have a college degree,
It was like I never really knew how to do anything of a practical
nature, )

Nonetheless, we continue on---we found a solution, an agricultural
project, found a solution in its legal services and® drug rehabilitation
physical therapy, medical facilities., K11l this ballvhoo about healing
and I certainly can healand would be ma glad to take polygraph test
to that effect.,
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The followifg.is a transcription of some tapes that were made sometime in
September of 1977. It was late at night and a few of us were sitting ar9und,
talking. Jim rarely talks about himself in a personal sense, but that night
he started talking, and continued for several hours., We were fortunate enough
to get it down on tape. In transcribing the material, I've left it pretty much
unedited, except to try to indicate topics or clarify transitions in subject
matter etc. I left Jim's syntax , language etc. as is, and I hope that these
pages will help convey some idea, or better yet, some "feel" for Jim as a

.

person.
He began, without introduction, by talking about some of his experiences as

an orderly at Heid Memorial Hospital in Richmond, Indiana. He was about 16 at
the time so it must have been around 1947. From there he went on to talk about
some of his high school and childhood experiences, and then his introduction to
the church, the McCarthy period etc. . .

REID MEMORIAL

“In that hospital I did more shit than you'll ever know..I stole rich people's
nedicine and gave it to poor people. You had to charge people for the medicine
back then. I worked myself to death trying to be an egalitarian in that place.
People would go broke, lose their homes, and insurance was very rare. So I'd
take the fucking rich people's stuff... I'd run three floors to get some kind of
heart medicine for somebody on the first floor so I didn't have to put it on his
bill. Then catch hell from the head nurse for not giving him his medicine.
Because if the chart - said I gave him his medicine they'd charge. I took risks.
I took risks that were formidable for a kid of sixteen. Must have done enough
in diligence and good work, must have done enough to let me get by with some of
the shit. Of course, they didn't have a good record keeping system, that got more
intricate as time went on. 1 was the cause of it! They couldn't find out what the
hell was going on in Ward B, Ward B was the poor peoples ward.

"What the hell is this that there's no more medicine cost in Ward B than this?
There ought to be more cost than this..."

So they started putting a charge for every goddamn thing. They'd charge for everything.
Catherization-you had to charge them, tube-you had to charge them, even fucking tape
you had to charge. Ah, shit---1 never charged them for a fucking thing. The poor
never got charged. And I1'd double the rich. .

I think the head nurse finally caught on to me. But she covered.

"The books are balancing" she'd say, " he projected income figures for March
( I remember the month was March) are the same.” And she'd look over at me.
A great big, old Gatholic woman.She tried hard to convert me. she must've been a lesbian
too. Une time she said to mes"I hate men. I hope you don®t grow up to be like other
men.” but she was good to me, and I liked her. She was a nice gal.Bigger than a goddamn

* \tank, she was a bull., People were scared to death of that woman. When she walked , she

walked like a goddemn tank. And there was such prejudice against Catholics, do you know,
that I got condemned for associating with that woman. Narrow fucking world I lived in.
WASP., You can't know what it's like to grow up in Waspville. Goddamn it's awful. Hated
Catholics,hated Jews, hated Blacks, and I associated with everyone. People just didn't
know what the hell to do with me.

But this woman, she was good to me. She recommended me, and I became head orderly
of oxygen therapy because of her. I went to Catholic Mass because of her. I thought,
"this woman's got something." She was good. I don't remember all she did, mostly
cover for me was wnat the hell I remember of her goooness. She covered for me. And
she knew I was doing that shit. Ubviously she knew I wasn't getting anything out of it.
She said, "well, you ought to be a Christian." I said, "I am." She said, " You
don;t belong to the universal Church.” She was takking about the Catholic church of
course but I didn't know the goddamn word “catholic" meant "universal®-
.- So I went to Mass. And that fucking priest was so fucking cruel.I went about two or
three times for her, and I got tired of that priest. He was cruel. Ever been to a Catholic
Mass? Cold fucking place, no warmth at all. Like zombies walking in a row.

I got tired of him. I went back to that corner—- Saint Mary's church-- and pissed in
a flower jar and poured it into the holy water. Well, they got ritualized with my piss

that night. I just sat in the_back and snickered. Whoever it was, the sexton or some-
body, e by s said "You'll have to quit this." '

I sald, " If you knew what I was laughing about, you'd laugh tco." That was so
fucking funny. Must've been fifty of them, dipping in my piss. I thought, "God, if
You ever did exist,you really are dead, or certainly out of touch with :Your People
or you'd surely reveal it to these people that they were being annointed with my piss.”
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HIGH SCHOOL

My high school... Goddamn principal. Mr. Price, I think. A goddamn bigot. One
horse school, Lynn High School. He did something, I can't rememeber... I put a
o goddamn donkey in the assembly. I run a donkey up the stairs. We had a public assembly
where all the students had their desks together, ninth through twelvth. And that
goddamn donkey and a whole herd of goats, I brought my whole herd of goats in there.
Loosed them in that fucking assembly, and they ate the books, shit on the desks.
It was Bedlam. That son of a bitch, he did something, but I don't remember what he
did to cause that.

Then finally one teacher who wasn't so--humane--- centered more on me, A teacher

who made fun of my inability to write well., I couldn't write fast enough, No, the
workbook wasn't neat enough,that was it. So then she started on this little girl
back there, behind me, who wore long wool socks.She turned on that girl,said
"Don't you have any new socks to wear? You don't wash them enough.” And that was it.
She went too far. It started with me, bui when she picked on that poor girl, I got
incensed with her. And then she bragged on this prissy assed Charles Wesley, a rich
kid who_couldn't tie his own shoe laces. "His workbook's so neat..." And then she
said," These workbooks all have to be in, because I cannot grade you without them.”

I thbught, " Oh bitch, you sure done told too much now.".

So I stayed in school and hid out in the clothes closet. I waited until there were
o more sounds and I went out and stole every goddamn workbook I could find.

The next day: "‘hirteen workbooks missing! What's going on here!"

The place was in an uproar. People were crying and all, And I figure I got to get
them all, so I kept it up for five nights til I got the last fucking workbook.

Devastated her. She was just sick. She was frenzied. She called the principal and he said
"I'LL have a lie detector test on this! I'1l oring in the police! I'm going to find
-out who this thief is, this is ridiculous. You can't disrupt a school like this!"

I just loved it. Fucking shit didn't mean nothing to me,

"One of you did this" he said, and he looked at me because he was always looking
at me.

I said, "Mine's gone too so don't look my way." The bitch had a wary eye on me
too. But that son of a bitch principal he brought in somebody with a uniform~- I
don't know who the son of a bitch was--and I was a little nervous. All those goddamn
workbooks gone, tenth grade workbooks. They said, "It's somebody in the tenth grade!®
So I stole all the eleventh grade workbooks...

The grading system was horrible. It, correlatea witn the class system. They flunked
the poor and the rich got vy. That's what made a Communist out of me-- you grow into
it by little things. So I stole the tenth and eleventh grade workbooks, and they brought
in this fucking constable. And he shows this contraption and says ,"This is a test up
here.” This goddamn thing, got wires all over it... ™ You won't pass the test if
you're lying."”

I thought, "Ch shit. This is it."

I got in the goddamn line, and for some reason-- it mustve been all phoney bulishite--
because they quit about the eighth or ninth one. I guess they were just playing games,
testing us. That principal like to died-- he was fit to be tied.

I walked through the school-- whistling. Mrs. MacFarland called me over.

I said, "%hat you want?"

She said, "Jim Jones, there is only one person in this entire sthool with the intelligence
to cause this kind of confusion." And she winked at me, and went on down the hall,

That principal had told me I was too dumb to go to college too. It was sheer cruelty.
He called me into his office and said, "Jimmy, I see you have written down here that
you want to go to coliege. You're not college material." Christ that crushed me.

Its awful to feel gumb. And he about persuaded me for a moment there.
Mrs, MacFarland, she showed me the first kindness, the first tenderness. She asked,
" Ate you planning on going to coliege?"
" I don't know what you're talking about" I said.
She said, " You Jim, you should go to college. Anybosy hril ght enough to throw the
entire school into such pandemonium -- JYou should go to college."
She was against the system. I don't know to what extent, but she was a maverick. She
wore pant suits. They fired her. In those days in Lynn a woman teacher did not get
married and did not date. I came up under a rigid system. If a woman teacher got married
or was caught dating, she was finished.

.. I went into her class and made an A. Finished the course in two, three weeks.
Typing. I typed so fucking fast, just because of her faith in me. After a few eeks she
said, "You're finished." I‘d run through all the goddamn books. Went after hours. She
was the first one to turn me on to education. Then they fired her, and I cried and I
cried and I cried... So I put gravel in Price's gas tank. The old son of a bitch ruined
his car. It's a wonder he didn't die of a stroke. Gravel and salt. I know he wished
Jim Jones had never been born. He never of course figured out it was me, but the inkling

was there, the inkling was there,
He fired her and Igla.id ou%rgf school, I wouldn't study for anybody, I don't know

how long. It so killed me, I loved that woman. I admired her. I think I had a crush on
her, because she was good to me. There were very few people who were good to me, goodness
was not very much known to the poor. Soon after I transferred to Richmond. It was all
mediocricy and I wanted out of there.
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I dateda the girl who was the school whore. Always called her that:"whore, whore..."
Girls always wanted to go out and make it with me, but they didn't want to be seen in
public with me. Poor boy. Nobody ever dates Jim Jones. But they were all ashamed of her,
being a whore. Well, by that time I'd gotten a job, that was the last semester. I got
a job during the year in Richmond Hospital. Hitchhiked back and forth for about five
months, and then I"d saved enough to buy an-old car. All of a sudden I became celebrated.
Money, you know., I hadn't dated one of those bitches, not since the one who'd hurt
me s0 bad by fucking atfriend of mine... So I thought, well-~ they all said she was a
whore and nobody would go with her to the , what is that thing? The Senior Prom. I took
her. I took that girl=-~ and I never had so much joy in all my Jife. I took her out
there and we-were dancing around~- all by ourselves. They all got off the floor. We
danced around and around... I wasn't all that mad about her, you know, but goddamn it
to hell, those miserable pukes-=-- they were all a bunch of sneak shits.Hypocrites.

All through theli941-1945 era I instinctively identified with the Soviets. The
Soviets are what turned me on. In the snow, when I was +ten or eleven, 1'd always
be a Soviet soldier. I'd get my gun, an old shot gun, no longer workable., and I'd
be rushing through, defending Russia from invasion. That would be my play. I was nine
or ten years old when the war started. I identified strongly with the Soviets.
Stalingrad became my ideal. I knew more about what was going on than my folks, The
Battle of Stalingrad became intensely important to me. When the Soviets were under
siege, it was intensely personal to me. Thats where my interest in the Soviet Union
started. So that led to Communism. I got out of school, the war's over, church bells
are ringing, and they started knocking the Russians. This is one loyal fucker. You
don't twist me and twrn me like that. Never has been that way. Always, if I'd made a
committment to some people, made a committment to anybody, I'd stand behind that
comnittment. Now, all of a sudden, the Russians are sons of bitches. I couldn't
buy that. So, the more I heard it, the more I studied what the hell this was all
about. Communism. I didn’t even know what it meant. I began to read about Russia.

In the school books I read something, and then they'd change the schmol books. Full
out one text, I rememeber , and put another passage in. And I read in there about
Communism, and even the way they painted it, I said " Sounds mighty good to me. Sounds
mighty good to me."

By the time I got to Richmond, the last year of high school, I was a Communist.
The Progressive Party I knew was for Communism. Wallace in my opinion was a Communist.
We were disillusioned, of course, to find out later that he was not. I supported
him on the basis of his being a Communist. Tramping through the neighborhood in
Richmond, Indiana, trying to get people to vote the Progressive ticket. I graduated
from high school at seventeen. I was getting greatly ridiculed by that time for my
belikfs. I had one teacher who mustve been a Communist-~-there were a lot of closet
Communists in those days. She'd always let me talk my views— she wouldn!t say a
fucking word, but let me defend Progressive Party views.''We had a mock campaign. I'd
represent thke Progressive Party candidate. Don't remember what the idsues were, hell
I couldn't tell you what the issues were then, Egalitarian concerns. Racism. Feeding the
oppressed. I got on my soap box for Marx, more Lenin than Marx, I didn't know that
much about Marx at that age. Hell Has Xapital always was tough for me. I had to get
my Communism by other means.

One of my schoolteachers accused me of being a Communist. I was talking about it
in English class. She gave me a low grade. This other teacher said® Forget it. I
think you can pass an equivalency test." So I took this test and it qualified me
80 I coitld get into college. So I entered Indiana University, and immediately
became an activist. Party-organizer.Didn't belong to the Farty but I organized people
to join the Party. Did a lot of work for the Party.It was decided, I guess by Farty
leadership that I was not to join the Party. I went to a Communist Party meeting, and
I gon't remmmber who it was in the cell organization that suggested that I not join the
Party, that I could do more good by not joining. Hell, I was more ready to bring a
revolution any fucking way I could do it. The guy, whoever he was, mustve had some
character or I wouldnt have taken his advice. Its very vague in my mind, why I didnt
sign the roll. Almost signed it, but he said no., Don't become a member of the Party,
work for the Party. And I did. Got a he}l of a lot of people to join the CP. Got people
to sign-—- what the hell was the big petition at that time? Stockholm petition maybe.
All those things. I'd champion every goddamn one of them. Talked Communism all the
time. In class, out of class--everywhere. .

The thing that stuck out in my mind more thananything in college was this class I
had with a professor Minton. He was, I later learned, a conservative, who was trying to
teach political science objectively. And he would come into class and say “"Greetings
students, and to the FBI." Electronic surveillance was not very sensitive in those days.
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Two fuckers in his class were FBI. I thought, "this is too much." It made me

project my views even more forcefully. Right in the goddamn class. And I was
followed. So they must have a file. Undoubtably they have a hell of a file.

They followed me through the campus, until I guess they got tired of followingu.,
Followed me one time to the old house that I lived in. Run down tenement section where
Marcie and I lived. I beliave they also called her job, and told her-~ you know the
tactic they used," Do you know she's married to a Communist?" Marcie didn't know
politics. Shit, in that stage she didn't know where the hell I stood-- she thought I
was going crazy, I think, She came from a straight, middle class upbringing.

Racist family. Not mean racist, but they were racist.

I believe they called her job and said I was a Communist. They called her in and
gave her a bunch of shit and she came hom& and asked me, I said, "fell them I'm not."
She said, " I don't know, I don't know." We had some helluva rows over my ideology.
Hellish rows. She believed in God and I started devastiating him, I tore that motherfucker
to shreds, and laid him out to rest. She just cried, and we'd fight, and she'd cry.

We were washing dishes. one time and she said " I love you, but you don't say anything
about the Lord anymore."

I said, "Fuck the Lord."” I don't remember, we ended up in some goddamn scrap and
she threw a glass at me, I said, " You get awfully worked up over the Lord."

She kept ding-donging me, trying to get me religious. So I thought, " Oh, goddamn it
I'11 go to church with you, woman." She was a Methodist. We clombered into this
fucking church. She pointed out this paper on the bulletin board, something about
integration. She pointed to it and said, " See, he's talking about integration, you
see there on the bulletin board." I said, ® Okay, okay, we'll go to church.”

I got into this fucking church, and we get up in the balcolny, and the goddamn
place i8 packed. And he starts some bullshit, and about midway he says something
nasty about Communism. I get up and yell out,

"Fascist!®
Marcie pulled on me. She said, "Jimmy please, Jimmy please don't do this.,”

First thing he shouts back,

“Eommmist!"

“Fascisti" :

"Communist® This time his tone was cold, deadly. God it was an awful time. Eerie
period. Anyway, there was a hell of a commotion. I don!t know what happened. I cussed
out God and he kept shouting Communist... We barely got out of there, just got away.

The police came and we just got away. New minister. He didnt know who the hell I was.
Ee was supposed to be the best Methodism had to offer. Shit.

Eerie time... I hunted for Communists ard I couldn't find them. Only on campus, a few.

Finally one day I was out inithe farm area, trying to get some apples.I said, "Anybody
know any Communists out here, must be some Communists somewhere-~ don't somebody like
Russia around here?"” Goddamn some of those people. I guess they thought I was FBI. No,

1 remember,I started playing the role, thinking that some good ol@ American bastard
wpuld point me in the right direction that way; I thought surely there must be some
goddamn Communist somewhere. How in the hell could all of a sudden everybody turn against
Russia after the alliance we'd had?

I ran into this old man, trying to buy apples. I said, ™ Anybody in the world know
a Communist around here?” -

He said, " Why do you ask that?" -

* Becamse I'd just like to know and talk to somebody that's a Gommunist.'™
He took me in, gave me an apple, brought his son out. They were colorful people.After
a while, after he'd tested me and tssted me, boy he brought out more pictures,.. I
never got’ tosee so many beautiful pictures in all my life. A1l about the Soviet Union.
He had all the goddamn Communist papers~---you couldn't hardly buy them-=~all the periodicals,
vwhisked away, nothing dhgwhere. He showea me papers about Russiz, pictures of Lenin,
That man, he got called before the state version of HUAC, and he moved away., So I
didn®t have his friendship anymore.

I don't remember a lot of shit. It's s0 repressed. It was the goddamndest mess.
harceline said "you're gonna have to quit talking about this stuff( meaning Communism, )"
She was about to lose her job, She worked in a hospital, must've been General Hospital.
I worked weekends. But she was such a fucking good nurse., I got a job because of her.

I worked one week and they fired my ass. One week. I was talking Communism eberywhere

in that hospital, bed to bed, all the piients.Poor Marcie. She was like to go crazy.

She thought Commmism was the anti-Christ, and here she was, married to the anti~Christ-~-
persondfied.
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One time we were driving in a car and got into an argument. About politics of
course. She said, " I can't take this anymore. You either change your ideology or get
out of this car.” We were in the middle of nowhere.

I said, " Stop the car." I got out and that was it as far as I was concerned.
Walked down the street. Walked and walked. Don't know where the hell I went. Don't
know what I did. I walkea and walked, and she finally came back, drove, and got me.
She was the one to bend. Because I was determined that I wouldnt bend. That was it.
That was the end of the marraige. When I stepped out of the car, I said to myself
"This marraige is broken. I'm not giving up my ideology for you or nobody else,"

. So I walked and walked and walked endlessly. She showed more resistence than she
usually did. Two or three hours I walked. Whatever the hell road I was on, I kept
walking because there was nowhere else to walk to., R*. w he: a2 U “ar et lew
++_But ‘anbther iddel.F wasisb hez mother's house and her mother made some remark

- about "niggers" and then about Communists.
) "o think my daughter is married to one" she said.

" Well, you won't have to look at me anymore,"ISaid."I‘'ve had enough of your
damn religious hypocrisy, and I'm sick of you. You won't have to have me eat at
your table. Don't worry, 1'll never eat at your table as long as I live, and you'll
never see me again as long as I live." .

- h And I whipped out of that goddamn house. Poor 0ld Charlotte, she was so shook up.
I told Marcie, "You're gonna choose between me and that bitch, because I'm not
gonna be around that biich." "e were home from school. Poor dear woman, I'd like to

v kill that bitch.
'7 Another time , we decided to go to a rally for Paul Robeson, and I took her.
-~ N And they raided the place.
s Charlotte: "My husband's the President of the City Councill"
£ N I said, " Oh mom, go down the street for Chrissakes..."” And I got out and they
. arrested several of us. I don't know what the hell went on in that place, I can't
5t v remember. But they arrested us and thriwed us into the back of this fucking paddy

= wagon, and my father in law--Walter-~ was supposed to pick us up and he's waiting

- down the street. President of the City Council and he's about to have apoplexy.

" Chalotte's running around, chattering " What am I going to do if I get arrested at
this Communist meetingl" She was frantic. 1 drug her ass in there. I don't know how
I did it. Chicago, it was. On Lake BSreet, I think. Great big auditorium. They put

:"“ . s us in a fucking paddy wagon, and we was sitting there, riding along, and the god~
.2 damn paddy wagon door swung open. Everybody looked at everybody, but nobody moved.
U . I thought,” What the hell is everybody sitting here for?" And I got up and jumped out.

And nobody followed me. I'll never forhet that.. Six, could've been eight people

and I'm the only one who jumped out of that car. It wasn't going that fast. I think
< I fell, so maybe it was going fastertpan I remember. But nobody jumped out but me.

The goddamn door opened to the paddy wagon and they were Jjust stupified, just stupified.
' Just set there. Defeatists. Frightening commentary on human society. This consciousness
- that you've got to abide by the law even if the law is on the wrong side.

I was about to be drug up before the Indjana Bommitiee on Subversive activities--I
think that was the name--my name was supposed to come up, but about that time Mc“arthhy
got sick I tnink, or maybe it was that thing in San Francisco, I don't recall, but
they cancelled me. I had been told that 1 was namea on the list that was coming down
because of Party connections. And those people still exist-- the rank and file that
never formally joined the Party but were active in the Party, went to Party meetings.

. Those Communists no doubt are stikl dut there, but I lost contact with them, shit,
il ‘Years ago. That particular branch I lost contact with. Another group I did not, but
some of this shit I can't tell. Because I don't know where those people are; some still
active. Don't want to jeopardize them. -

Somewhere along the line, Mao became influential in my life, and I don't know where
in the hell that was. But when Mao turned against the Soviets, I had troubles with that.
Even though I idolized him for what he did in the Long March-~ I thought that was
v tremendous~~ I still had trouble, real trouble. Because Mao at first was a lover of
the Soviets, he loved Stalin. And I loved Stalin., I never would accept that Stalin
was as bad as he was portrayed. I think I began to lean more haevily tothe lMaolist
line when the American CP broke with Stalin. Thats when I broke with the CP, the
American CP. I broke all my connections and went with the Maoists. Because of loyalties
again, Deep seated loyalties. I don't awitch in the middle of the stream. Stalin, who
I'd read of and heard reports of that he stood on the outskirts of Moscow... who lived
in humble surroundings. Purged. Yeah, sure he purged. The goddamned Allies had infiktrated
his high command. And all of a sudden along comes Kruschev and Stalin is a son of a bitch.
I didn't dislike Kruschev, I was always enchanted with some of his style. I remembexr
enjoying it so much when he just took his shoes off and beat them on the table at the
U.N. 1 just loved this man of the people, but I couldn‘t accept what the hell they
would want to discredit Marshall Stalin for. I know I wasn't there, I wasn't there, but
to me it was too instilled, loyalties instilled, and I just could not reconcile that
break. That loyalty is still deep dbwn in me today. Stalin did great things for fhe
Soviet Union. If it hadn't been for Stalin, Russia would never have won that fucking war.
The Man of Steel perservered. Leningrad and Stalingrad. That's where the war turnegd.

ine hundred or eleven hundred goddamn days at Leningrad, eating dead flesh. And then
gta.lingra.d, by God, that's where the thing turned. That Battle lives in my mind,

I met a guy at the University, a former Nazi, who was there. ‘e said he saw that
hoarde coming up, and at first he just continued making cigarettes. He saw that nags——
it actually dimmed the rising of the sun. He thought, " What the hell is going on?
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All thia pggs coming. ., They were “singing, singing the Internationale. Old people.

He thought,"This is laughable."” But by God, he looked at that shit more and more, they
kept coming on and on. They ordered to fire, Bodies splintering in the sky. And the
people kept on coming. He said, "Fuck this." Climbed under a hoddamn tank, as they
marched on through that division. Couldn't stop them. Mowed down bodies. And in the
end, after the pitchforks, here come the young... He was a Nazi. He was telling me
this shit at Indiana University. I was wondering, " What the hell is this fucker
doing here?" A Nazi at the University. Somebody who fought in the Panzer division
against the Soviets was at Indjana University along about 1949-1950., Boy, I'm telling
you, you couldn't get into this goddamn country unless you were a Nazi in tnose days.
And if you had any Communist connections, your grandma or your cousin, or trade union,
your ass wouldn't get into.. this country, Immigration barriers were horrible, but
Nazis kept coming by the umpteen thousands...

CHILTHOOD

I recall in the first grade there was this little girl that I got the hots for--bad.
I went into the bathroom and I was jacking off to beat hell in the rest room, and this
first grade teacher of mine came in and said I was a deviate.She said, "Nobody in the
first grade shhould be doing this kind of stuff," It was the first grade. This teacher
had a red blotch on the side of her face and it grew redder and redder, clear up as she
was raging at me. And hell, I liked that little girl Mildred. Jesus Christ, shit, I
vwanted to fuck her bad. I remember I angled around till I got a chance to look under
her dress, and she didn't have any panties on.And I saw IT--THE REAL MCCOY. I was going
to the rest room several times. I don't know what the hell was the result of the
masturbation. I mean, I was only six or seven years old, but I was sure trying like ]
hell.

That teacher was furious. Said I was a deviate, or something like that because
I remember I asked what the damn word meant. Abnormal, That's what it was. She said,
"Jim Jones, you're abnormal." 0ld Lady Mitchell. Old faid. Shit,all the teachers back
then were old maids, its a wonder anyone ever grew up normal. If you got married you
were fired. Poor old Miss Mitchell. She made the connection with my jacking off and
Mildred because she said "“*hat's what you're doing underneath that desk." And then
she punished Mildred for it and poor lildred didn't know shit from apple butter about
what was going on. I did something to her because I ended up in the principals office,
Chick Moore, and I got a beating from him. Threw me out of school for three whole days.
First grade. Shit, the whole goddamn school staff had a meeting about my coming back in. !
I can't remember what all I'd done, but it seemed to me I threw a stapler at her... N

It took me until the third grade to get Mildred alone. I got her in this fucking house,
Everybody was gone, and I leaped on the bed and the bed fell down...

Fourth grade. Mrs. Moore. The only "mrs." in the s hool-~-the wife of the principal.

Now that woman-- she rewarded me. She was a wise teacher. She mustve been a very con-
cientious teacher. I blotted her out of my memory and well do I know why. She died of
cancer, and they took me to the f{uneral parlor and made me look at her. They held me up
and made me look at her Jin'tthe casket,

She said to me something, well I don't know the words exactly. We were beating out
erasers. God, it comes back to me and I rememeber it like yesterday. Beating out erasers.
She said, " If anybody can be a leader, you must be. A teacher feels like much of what
they do is wasted, but you're kind to me. You make my day worthwhile and I know you
won't disappoint me." She developed cancer. She appealed to that sense in me " I can't
let her down." I was an atheist even then, and at that funeral parlor they held me upto
look at her, and when I got down, I was bitter. So bitter that I went into the funeral
parjor later, syole a casket from the warehouse and a whole bunch of wreaths, and I put
a wreath on the door of every fucker I thought should be dead in the community. I think
I got about six or seven wreaths. In those days, a wreath on the door panicked the
whole community. Everybody went ape-shit. I put one on my own dad's door. But, I set
the casket up in my room and I got in it., I wanted to die I guess. Its funny that I
blocked a very good person totally out of my memory. +t was sad, it was sad.

I didn't have any love given to me; I didn't know what the hell love was. It was rough.
And if T didnft think I was unimportant, I'd cry right now. She was the only teacher who
didn't embarrass me. They were always embarassing me. No tolerance at all for ny
aggressiveness., I had a lot of good points. I'd help the underdog. I'd help people.

I was ready to kill by the end of the third grade. I mean, I was so fucking aggressive
and hostile, I was ready to kill. Nobody give me any love, any understanding. In those
days a parent was supposed to go with a child to school functions. If your parent didn't
g0 you were an outcast, that's all. I was a fairly good singer. There was some kind of
school performance and everybody's fucking parent was there but mine. I'm standing there.
Alone.Alwats was alone. Everybody else'd have their families, their cousins, their aunts and
uncles~~ not Jones.

So anyway, when I went into the fourth grade I was ready for murder. I walked through
that door, and I thought " I can't go through another one of these years." I was late.
As always. I ha ted school with a passion. I was late. And I thought," Okay bitch, do what
all the rest of them do, make an ass out of me." And she said, "Jim, where would you
like to sit?" And there was saxmth in her voice. Oh., No teacher had ever asked me where
I would like to sit> It was always “"You sit here." And they'd put my ass on the front row
s0 they could watch me. N

She said, " Where would you like to sit?"
Where would I like to sit? I tried her out.
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"Back row, back seat.”

She said, "Fine. Only don't let that affect your education because you've got a
good mind."

And that was the first time anybody had told me I had a good mind. Funny how I
blocked her out of my mind. I remember beating those erasers with her. She cried.

Her husband was cruel to her. That's why I hated the princiapl so. And he hated me.
He began to hate me because his wife and I began to spend too much time together,
She never had a child and I became her child. She said " I wish I had a kid like you."

I'11 be goddamned if the next thing I remember is being held up, looking into her
casket, looking at her body. And Chick, tnat: fucking princiapl, how I hated him. He's
standing in the next rbom talking to everyone, chattering away like nothing's happened,
like nobody's dead. And she's in the front room-- all alone. All alone, And I want to
cry. The pain and the hostility of it... because her life was unfulfilled. And that's
a bad pattexrn I have, not crying. Because some people need to cxy-- but its dangerous
to get a whole ctllective crying, the leader can't affora to cry.

nrs. Moore. She sure shaped up in we wiat was considered to be fair play. I don‘t
think oue teacher can put into a person a whole sei of values, or deep seated feeling
of loyalty, but she must've acted as a kind of catalyst for a sense of loyalty that
was already there.

Anyway, when I got back to school they'd put in this bitch called Shafer. I've got
a bizarre thing there, at least I think it's bizaree. A1l I can rememeber about that
bitch is her hands. She rubbed my arms.and said something about an older woman could
have feelings for a young student. I don't quite remember all she said, but it was
implivitly sexual, that's for certain. She tried to choke me somewhere. In a fucking
goddamn closet. Long corridor...I see coats hanging on both sides, with hooks. She
tried to choke me. I was afraid of that woman. All I rememeber is her fucking hands.

I used to go around and imitate the way she held her hands. I cannot see that bitch in
my. mind. A1l I can see is her goddamn hands. What would that mean? Is there a sexual
thing about being attracted to hands? Rubbing my arm... she was making a deal with
me about that exam ... and I backed out of the door to get away from her. She repulsed
me. I recall they feeling of revulsion.

The next day I came back into the classroom to take the fucking exam and she accused
ne of cheating., Not only did she accuse me of it, she made me stand up right in front of
the whole goddamn class and accused me of it. She shamed me, berated me, and shamed me.
Until everybody in the room was petrified. They were quiet, very quiet. Son of a bitch,
vwhat a time I had... people would never believe it.

Sixth grade. I got the meanest fucking goddamn teacher that ever lived on earth.

A man. First male teacher I had, and he was a fucking outrage. He tried to throw me out
of the upstairs assembly room window. He shoved me up, and had me half out of the
assembly room window. I kicked him in the balls, and got run down to the principals
office, and got my ass beat. I got a whaling.

I got so fed up that I ended up leaving. I ran away. I run off, I got me a rich
kid's son, a horse's ass in town, and I said " We're gonna be like Huckieberry Finn, we're
gonna go down theliississippi. I tulked that silTy assed kid into going down the Mississippi.
Shit, we'd have to go.five hundred miles to find the Misiissippi. So we loaded our asses
on a freight car. We went ninety-one miles and ended up in Logansport, Indiana at my aunts
house. And my aunt was such a bitch, such a dear, sweet bitch., We only stopped in there
to get some sandwiches cause we'd run out. I was going somewhere and I wasn't going to
fuck around in Logansport.

She called the godcamn police on us. Scared the living shit out of us~- said they were
going to send us to reform school., I begin to really hate the police then. They were %
nasty sons of bitches. And they took this kid with me... you know, thats a strange N
thing about character, who knows what makes a revolutionary... I hated those cops, but
what I hated them.for the most is they took this kid with me... Elliot... parents were
raising hell, Now here's this family, well-to-do, and do you know they turned that kid
over to the juvenile authorities? Their own kid. And I had that on my conscience. They
shipped him away, over to some uncle, He wrote me later and said things were C.K. So I
said to them " I'm not going back to Lynn. I won't go back there.* So I stayed with
my aunt. Finally she got sick in the fucking hospital and she was tired of me, so she
sent me on a bus, back to Lynn. My mother never came, and my dad wouldn't come. He
tried to killme you know, threw me off a bridge, trying to drown me...
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So.-I'm back in Lynn and its still the sixth grade. I was considered the big, bad,
mean motherfucker.l'd damn near killed another rich kid-~ almost drowned him, and the
reputation of that followed me for a long time. A kid named litchell. I held him
down under water, and damned near drowned him., He was a mean fucker, a bully. He'd
hold peoples heads under water. He rade a mistake when he tried it with me. I got
free and went right for his throat. They had to get me off of him because he was sure
as hell gonna be one drowned fucker. I was going to kill him. Life was miserable
anyway, so I thought why not kill this son of a bitch? A miserable prick.

Its hard for me to remember a lot of this shit---its so repressed, and its so
long ago. If you asked me to repeat it tommorrow I couldn't do it. I'm not sure
even now I'm being entirely accurate about some of the details, some of the grades.
Very, very difficult.

Seventh grade. Tuffy Hunt drowns. Principal steps over by the window in the snow,
and says "He fell." Tuffy and I, we'd always go swimming in the cold. I told the
crazy fucker never to go alone, because he wasn't as good a swimmer as me. And those
kids got him to dare and do it. And then, left him there to drown. A lot of murder
goes on beneath the surface.Its a matter of getting by with it, a matter of who gets
killed and who does the killing.They come telling me, and they were actually gleeful.
They wanted to break us up, break the two of us up.
havgvgggx]iltegfgg%gb!gfebﬁ%a%el‘ggﬁid“%ﬁnd%ﬁ%'st%gg%‘s“?ewie‘ugﬁ %ﬁ% Egngsugnaagv’é‘gtour own
baseball team. I felt sorry for Tuffy. He was a terribly, terribly ugly kid. Fat, too.
Fat as could be. But if we'd get into a fight we could whip fifteen. We were bitter
enemies for the first few years. Until I whipped him=-- the law of the jungle you know.
And then Tuffy liked me. I was the leader of the-gang, but he was a close helper. I
was really weakened when I lost him. I saw early, that if you want to help people,
you've got to keep together as a group— ain't no other way, because the world is a
goddamn jungle. I suppose that"s why that carried on over. Shit, I took care of my
gang. fad parties for them. We were never invited to any of the socialite affiars--
we were exvluded from even school parties. That's how class structured it was-- you
didn't go to certain things if you were poor. So we'd have our own parties, and with
my clever stealing I put all my gang in style. And they were the motliest crew in the
fucking town. I mean they were some bunch. I had the sickest ones, the craziest onmes.

I mean I had cragzies.

One chap, a rich kid named Peters, we got into our gang because people considered him
crazy. Now Peter was not, he was not loyal though. One time, the whole town was going
crazy over werewolves. Crazy, superstitious town. There was this boyscout meeting
being held, and of course we weren'i in anything as square as the boy scouts. So I got
Peter aside and I trained him and I groomed him. ‘here was a full moon out, just
right, and Peter had his hair combed wild, down onto his face. All the boyscouts were
there, and he snuck up to the window, and let out the gosi- goddawful, eerie, unreal
howl. The meeting was raduced to a shambles in seconds.

I was deeply, deeply alienated as a child. I was considered the trash of the meigh~
borhood. I fell into the category of white trash because my parent's were ostensibly
1ight skinned. My mother was, anyway. They liked my mother less though than my dad
because she was so unconventiocanl, and not religious. So the fact that I sought approval
30 damn much and couldn't get it enabled me to work through that need at a very young
age. Finally decided to be true to my own conscience because the frustrations of trying
to be accepted, meet the norms, and still not being accepted, going to all the churches
and still not being accepted, relieved me at an early age of a lot of the pressures that
a lot of people still have to deal with.

. .

MCCARTHY ERA/BEGINNING OF CHURCH CAREER

I was very pro-Jewish because the strongest on the side of Communism were Jews.
And then, when the Jews turned against the Soviets, I didn't know what the fuck was
going on. Rosenbergs... 1 was in a coma when the Rosenbergs were being executed. I
was ready to die. Infectious hepititus. My mind was so dim... It was in the summer.
Marcie was standing behind a screened partition. Jesus Christ. I kept thinking,

"They can't kill these people, they can't kill these people.” I'd marched til there
were holes in my shoes trying to get petitions. The fucking Pope, we even got the Pope.
And their children came up and kissed them through the screen. Oh God, I just died

a thousand deaths. I wish I could've died then.Hell you can only have s0 many rev-
olutionary deaths-- you care for people, you die, you die. So hell, death isn't any
problem for me anymore. I was in this goddamn miserable coma. I'd drift inw and out,
and look up at the clock as it ticked away.

"Say, Marcie, are the Rosenbergs dead yet, are they dead yet?"

&t "No dear, not yet..."
And I'd drift back... I got so weak. And then, I came out of the last coma, and they'd
been executed. I really don't understand why I lived. I really don't honestly know why
I lived. I thought, "It's futike."An inhumane system that kills people based on a bunch
gf scrap paper. Just because they had Communist affiliations. No more had given atomic
secret§" than I had, I hated that system. I wept when I got out of that coma, I wished
1 had died.’I wept til those goddamn sheets were just soaked. So someplace along the
line I quit crying. Don't cry anymore.
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I'm wandering down the street, stopped at a used car lot, and I meet a man.

And I find out he's a Methodist Superintendent. And I think, "Oh shit, a religious
nut.” So I started knocking the church, just raising hell. He said, "Why don't you
come to my office?” Here I am, raving against the church, knocking the church, rid-
iculing God, all this shit and he says " why don't you come to my office?” I thought,
“You fucker. I'm not coming to your goddamn office."” But I did. For some instinctive xeason
I did. He said, " I want you to take a church.” I said, " You giving me a church?
I don't believe in anything. I'm & revolutionaty.” He said, "Why don}t you take a chuxch,
why don't you take a church?" And he appointed me, a fucking Communist to a goddamn church.
And I didn't even meet him through the Party. I met him in a fucking used car lot.

This was 1953 I think. Mc Carthyism... Whatever, I took this goddamn church as a
Commmnist who believed in nothiéng=--- that's how religious I was ( and s}ill am).
And I preached to Marceleine. I said, "What am I going to do with this goddamn thing?
This guy, he's obviously, obviously a Communist or at least sympathetic and he wants
me to do something with this goddamn church.” Thats how the church wandered onto it.
The church fell in my lap. He's the one who started it. I hope he's dead. Martin was his
name, He did die, yeah, he died.

I took thid church. I remember I thougnt 1 was going to die a thousand deaths
when 1 got up in that pulpit. Preaching the first day, I had the people in turmoil.
Integration. The first day I had this little old lady, alimays one little old lJady
who runs things. I can't remember her name, but she was all upset with me and she complained
10 Martin and Martin upheld me. On it went. I finally brought Blacks into the church.
Martin backed me up, and then, suddenly, he smas removed. His successor was C.T. Alexander.
B¢ was much the~~vh-~ opposite of Martin., Like night from day. And I'm going on with this
bullshit, bringing all these people in~-=~ and losing all the old timers, except that one
0old bitch who's still hanging in there.

And f£inally I thought, "I've got to get rid of these old prude headed bastards."
So I toyed with Pentacostalists. They seemed to be more accepting of Blacks you know;-
at least I could get them to accept integration. Integration was a big, big issue wijh
me. An inclusive congregation, that was ‘the first big issue. What a hell of a battle tthat
was. I thought, " I'll never make a revolution-- I can't even get these fuckers to sit
together, much less get to any Communist philosophy. There's no way I'm going to
politicize these fuckers if I can't get them to sit together," And it was a hell of a
Jjob. I'd get these Pentacostals in and the Methodists would leave. C.T. Alexander said,
"What ibk.gbéng on over there?” Called me and asked me, I thought, "Piss on you man. Yuu
didn't put me into this church, and I'm not about to let me put you out." So I conspired
with the whole goddamn church to withdraw from the Methodist denomination, which had never
been done in the Methodist church, at least not in Indiana.I got a whole bunch of people
together to vote the goddamn church out of the conference and named it another church.
They gave me two weeks notice that this church is owned by the denomination and I'd have
to vacate. And we gave them a petition back saying "Get Lost.” And it was a stand-off.
First time in history, Methodist denomination. They had to sign the goddamn parsonage
over 1o me because I'd bought it out from under them., Church was nothing, a handful of
old bigots until I brought in some Blacks.

And that's how the goddamn religious career got rolling. I was preaching integration,
against war, mixing in a little Pentacostal crap-- they;re all shouting and holloring
and raising hell--- and I'm preaching integration, against war , and throwing in some
Communist philosophy. Got a bunch of Pentacostals in there and they were going crazy--
because they hated integration, Communism, and people who preached against war.
It was a circus. So the Methodists saw it as a weak moment and they told us to get our
ass out. So I pulled out the song books, and damn near had the benches out, when the
police came and said " You can't take this." I said, " I paid for it, goddamn it!"
They wouldn't let me take the organ. Nearly got away with it, though.

So I moved up to a Seventh Day Baptist Church. And there I heard all these healers,
and I thought, "If these sons of bitches can do it, then I can do it too." And I tried
my first feat of healing. I don't remember how. Didn't work out too well, But I kept
watching those healers. I thought, "These assholes. Doing nothing with this thing." I
couldn't see nobody healed. But crewds coming... So I thought that there must be a
way that you could do this for good, that you can get the crowd, get some money, and
do some good with it.

Ended up in Columbus, Indiana, trying my best to get started along those lines and
I wasn;t getting very far. I recall a little old lady, she was in white, one service,
all in white-~ that's.the way those Holiness people dressed in those days. She called me
up to her and said, "I perceive that you are a prophet that shall go around the world,
you shall be heard around the world. And tonight ye shall begin your ministry."

I thought, "Okay honey, you said it." I didn't know what the fuck she was talking
about, I got np.tha‘e ;thq.t night in the pulpit, because, you know, she said that night
I was gonna begin my minisiry. I got up in that damn pulpit, and my mouth wouldn't open.
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I closed my eyes. And all this shit flys through my mind and I call it out.
And I had people coming up--screaming and holloring. The first time ( Laura McQueen
was there, she could tell you about it) I had people screaming and holloring, and the
second night--= you couldn't get in the goddamn building., And I'd just call people out
and they'd get healed of everything. Much 1like I do now, with help, but then I didn't
have no help. Really. Nothing. Just close my eyes... and call. Such a drain. It got
so heavy., Jesus Christ. I thought, "I can't stand this." Wasn't too long before I
started taking little notes., For years and years it was me, and my gift, and whatever I
could take down. Until Patty came along. That was , hell, twelve, thirteen years ago.
From 1954 til Patty came, about eleven years, eleven solid years of that shit, I
carried it. And I ca rried it alright. Packed the biggest auditoriums in Indiana and
Ohio., I should've left it that way. But I'dve been dead. People pass growths and then
by sleight of hand I started doing it-- and that would trigger others to get healed.
It was a kind of catalyst process, to build faith. But I never had anybody help me.
Not even Marcie. “‘arcie never knew there was one thing but pure reality. “arried it
entirely by myself. Should've kept it that way. Didn't trust people. It wasn't days
before people were saying " You're Jesus Christ.” Hell, it didn't make me believe in
a loving Deity anymore than before, I can tell you that. But people gave me more bullshit,
"You're Jesus Christ." Hell, it didn't make any difference to me, one way or the other.
I didn't know how to explain how people got healed of every geddamn thing under the sum,
that's for sure. Or apparently got healed. How long it lasted I don't know. But shit,
there are people with me right now who got healed fifteen, twenty years ago, and are
still 0.K. So I can't explain it. I can heal, I know that., But how it works, shit, I
don't know. But some of it wouldn't be by any psychic thing~- I'd say "Get out of that
wheelchair." I was a dogged person; I'd fight every goddamn case. 1 was different
from every other healer because I wouldn't ignore the hardship cases. I'd f£ill the goddamn
places. Places would be packed. Be so stacked you couldn't get in, climbing in the win-
dows. You've never seen crowds like it in owr day. Be a thousand outside., Crawling through
the window. One woman climbed through . a window to be healed. Crippled woman.

But you see, nobody gives a shit as long as you don't become political. And I could
get the crowds together, but I couldn't get them politicized. Could not get the
cadre of people together politically. Never misused the money. Money always went for
good causes. Went for some fucking strange causes too, Very early. I had treasurers
channel money to places where they didn't know what thethell they were doing. I personally
always Kkept out of that money business. Never had a thing to do with the money. Sent
money through a church foundation and then on to help some of the people on trial for
pelitical reasons. I got money to them. Ard unknowns~= I messed with the unknowns who
were being persecuted. I'd go through intricate kind of ways to do it. Always had an
ability to get money together. I rezember one time I was buying a church-~- a synagogue
really.

I said, " How about if I can pay this off in a year, you don't charge any interest?”

They laughed. "Don't think you could do that sir." But they agreed to it, as a kin
of joke. Thought I was crazy, I guess. So I paid the goddamn thing off-- one day before
the year was up. They weren't aggravated. On the contrary, I think they kind of admired
it. I paid the thing off, and I beat the goddamn roads to do it. Held meetings in every
goddamn place under the sun. I3d hold meetings in ebery goddamn place under the sun. I'd
hold a meeting in Ohio, travel to some other town, and hold bne at night. Three meetings
a day in some places. Three meetings on Sunday and beat the roads Thursday, Friday, and
Saturday. Get home; I'd drag ass home about nine o clock Sunday. Sometimes it got so bad
on me physically that I'd strap my wrist to the side of a car door, and Jack Beam would
drive the car at a running pace, so I'd be forced to run along side yhe car-- to get my
system back in balance, get me going again. I'm amazed I'm alive today.

JRN 'y W

STEFHANIE"S DEATH

When I lost my child, when I lost Stephanie-~- and no child could be more dear to
me than she was... its very painful to recall this. I think she felt there was something
very, very limited in her existence because the day she died, her last day, she kept saying,
"Ok=- Bok needs a Mommy and Daddy" and she‘d never once mentioned her sisiter Ok~Bok
befare. I didn't know anything about Ok-Bok. I didn't know a fucking thing about
Ok-Bok.

"Ok~sok needs a Mommy and Daddy”. Persisted and persisted...Stephanie. Oon-Sou~na.
We were very close, very close. She'd lost everyone else in her young life. When 1'd
g0 on a speaking tour I'd have to call her every night, let her know I'd be back, talk
to her. Anyway, that night we'd taken a group of children to the zoo, and that night we
were staying for a meeting where I wpuld speak. A nightmare, a nightmare...
.. Eerie service. The whole goddamn service was eerie. Mabel asked for a song. Now
abel never asked for a song, never. She was a fine woman--my right arm in those days.
Rineteen fifty-_nige . So that night she said, " I want to sing 'On up the Road®.
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So we sang the song:

"On up the road

Far in the distance R
I saw a light, shining in the night...

Then I knew..."”

And the last lines were something about God or Jesus, but utterly final~-like the
end of everything. Okay. Then a weird thing happened. I stopped at the end of the song,
and I called out Mabel's name. Mabel, instadd of doing what she always does, just rushes
on and rushes out the door. She didn't respond to my call, she seemed almost moody, which
was unlike her. And as she was leaving,I shouted out the name of a town, a name that meant
nothing to me. It turned out to be the name of the town where the death came...

The most tragic automobile accident, Horrible, tragic accident. Of all the sad part,

a youn man, a social activist seminarian, he‘'s pivked up just a few hundred yards down
the road by this drunk and this drunk goes on the wrong side of the ro ad and hits

Habel head on and scatters my people all over the highway. Killed Mabel instantly. Killed
Dallas who was another strong Black woman, and it was so hard to get Blacks to Jjoin back
then. And then there was a young woman who taught Sunday schbol and she gets wiped out.
Her child is alive and I tried to take care of her but the family came and took her
away-- primarily because of prejudice.

And my Oon-Sou-~na... .

I had exchanged pulpits with a man named Wilson. He went on and I stayed at the
church that night. The minister‘'s wife came to me in the mi@dle of the night and said
she'd got a call that * people were dead and dying" out there in the middle of the highway.
That was it. No further explanation. Just "people were dead and dying." In the middle
of novhere, almost a hundred miles away. Get in a car.

Another strange thing. You know, Marcie is not given to psychic experiences, not
at all. But that night she awakened sharply, in the middle of the night, and the rain
was falling down hard, and Stephanie was bezting at the summer porch window... She
sWore it was Stephanie, but of course it couldn'r havenbeen. We figured out later that
it happened at the same time the accident was taking place, almost a hundred miles away.

harcie is not given to that shit. “arcie would always play it straight-- she was never
glven to embellishment, even for the sake of dynamism. Abything “arcie would tell you-
it happened that way. Especiilly in thise days~-straight as a die. .

So I get this message and I #ry to find a car. No one would give me a car, but finally
I get this fucking beat up old car. The gears wouldn't work right, wouldn't hardly shift.
I'm rolling down the raod,a wooded area, one of the lesser travelled parts of the highway.
I wouldn't have taken that road, but that was the road they had taken, and I figure I've
got to go that way, because I don't know if they're laying in a ditch or what the hell
has happened. And up comes by the side of my car a man, driving a car, and here he is...
wait. I beg your pardon, I wasn't driving the car, the minister's wife was driving the
car, and I was trying to lay back. Oh god, life is like a torture chamber...I look over
and I see this guy in the car next to us with his dick out the window. And they pull
up closer, and try to bump us off the road. My daughter Agnes is up too, and I think
"Uh-of. Two women..." They pull in front of us, and I see——-no license plate. I thought
"We're up shit creek. These fuckers mean business.”

Some way I shifted myself under this minister's wife, and shifted her over, and I
took over this goddamn car. And for forty fucking miles those miserable fuckers tried
to drive me off the road, into a ditch, side by side, running ninety miles an hour, trying
to get to people who were lying out dead on a road. I thought, this is the meanest
craziest goddamn universe... and then a voice kind of passed through my mind, sounded
a bit like Mabel's voice: “"There are things worse than dying, aren't there, Jim."

I remember that, most distinctly, and I remember reflecting, in the middle of this hell:
"Well, yeah. Thats right. There are things -a lot worse than Just dying..."

These pricks beat the side of the car, kept it up and kept it up. Finally though, they
get in front of me and I think I can't fight anymore., They weredtermined to rape those
women, and probably kill them and me as well.It was obvious. No license plate, They finally
get in front of me, pull their car sideways, and block the road in front. And I don't
know what thefuck I am to do. We're in the middle of novhere, s0 I yanked that car in
reverse and I must've gone a fucking mile, them chasing right after me... I get to this
little gravel road, I don't know where it goes, shit, anywhere, anywhere to get off
that road... I turned up that road and just at athat time the car was coming towrads mme.
There must've been four or five of them, weirdrpricks, have their dicks hanging out with
hard-ons, out the car window.

U Well, I run up that fucking goddamn road, and I think I'm never gonna, get out of
this, and finally up on my right I see a little house. No lights, but I see a car. So
I run up behind that car, and a couple of kids arethere, petting. I figure I got to
get in there, I got to do something or those weirdos are gonna find us sure as hell in
the middle of nowhere. I told the girls to run, and hide-nearby, and keep silent.
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These two kids. I'm telling them as fast as I can blurt it out that these guys behind
us are killers, that they're gonna rape these two women and I gbt to get in that house

“lother'll be upset if we let you in."

I said, " I don't give a goddamn if you're mother will be upset. I don't give a fuck.

I am going into that house. I ring the doorbell and the bitch wouldn't let me in. And so
I stood there, close to the shadows, and I figure, if I stay here long enough-- because
the bitch had 1it up the house~- and if I stood like paste to the door, in the shadow,
tpose pricks just maybe could not see me from the driveway, and they'd think I was in
the house. They pulled away, backed up for a while down the road-- hesitating. I

stayed there interminably. They backed up more and more, until. I saw them finally
make a tirn down the raod to the main highway, and drift slowly down that road...

I get in the car with the women and ¥ run that car through the goddamndest series of
back roads, dirt roads, that you ever saw,and finally got back to that highway.
Fortunately, I'd eluded them. I lived in frenzied fear that when I hit the highway those
pricks would be there again-- but they weren't.

We drive on and I finally get to the scene of the accident and everyone's gonew by
now. Just glass and blood, glass and blood all over the raod. I go on to the hospital,
and this cold, cold bitcj of a nurse says, "Your daughter's dead. All dead except one child.
But its not your child. The Oriental child is dead."” I xaced my ass home, trying to
get there before the hospital called to let my wife and mother know., But the fucking
hospital had called before I got there... .

Then all the fuckers dropping in, dropping in-- that's a lifetime story, a lifetime
story~- so I get there and akl the people are coming, saying thy're gonna do this
and that for us, none of which they ever did of course. And then the gquestion comes up
who's going to take care of the remains? I started thinking, and then I remembered that
there. was a policy that you couldn't bury Black people in white cemetaries. So I got
to checking it out, and sure as fuck, no cemetary would take Jews or Blacks. That was
in 1959. So I said,"well I'm not going with the rest of you filk. You can have your
damn funeral but I'm not going. I'm going someplace where people of any race can be
buried.” So I went to a Black mortician and I'1l be goddamned if he wouldn't handle
it. Didn't take whites or Asians. I went from place to~place. No one would do it.

I said, "Jesus “hrist, what am I going to do?"

-"Well you're going to bury her that's what you're going to do" one of themsaid,
“that's the law."

* I said, "Well, that may be, but I'm not going to bury her until I can bury her by my
principles. "

My wife was sure having a hard time with all of this. I felt all this pull, you
know, of what I was putting my wife through.But she backed me, she finally saw the crassness,
the crudeness of it all. Cemetary after motherfucking cemetary. Never could find a
fucking cemetary. All we found finally was a low part of a hill, half underwater. I
was so fucking mad, I wasn't going to bury the child. I was furious. I was ready to
do the whole fucking system in. I finally said, "0.K. I'm Black." They said, "You
can't do that." I said, "Well goddamnit you're gonna bury my child there, and you're gonna
give me all the plots there, because if thats where you put minority people and Jews, if
that's where you put them then that's where we all go~--- down at the bottom of the hill.
And luck would have it that the day of the burial its reining cats and dogs and the
fucking vemetary is half-flooded. We lowered her into a goddamn hdle that looked like a
pool. Couldn't even get her in properly. Oh shit, it was cruel, cruel. That fucking
vault, the water half-filling it. I pulled Marceline back because I knew there was no
uze to stand there and watch’that. There was no way they were ever gonna get the water
out of that mess. The whole graveyard was standing in water.

And then at the funeral, all these vultures came running through. People who hated
me but who had just come to see my pain. I expect they didn't come to the funeral
parlor because it was in a Black neighborhood. I had to find the poorest damn Black
mortician, because he was the only one who would take the child. Some ofthem, in all
fairness, were not prejudiced, but they were fearful of crossing that color line. That
unseen line... they were afraid, afraid they'd lose their business.

But these white religious folk come ripping in there and my wife is half-dead. She's
laying out there herself practically. And this minister's wife says to her," Now don't
worry, you can always have another." I guess she was trying to be comforting, but Jesus,
it was so cold. Like you could exchange your child like an item on a shelf. Lose one,
buy another... I thought, "I'm gonna kill her." But then I remembered Oon-sou-na had said,
"Ok~bok needs a Mommy and Daddy.” So I went to the goddamn old pay phone in the hall
and I get a hold of the radio-gram office, and they give me all kinds of shit and I '
raise hell. . )

"What's this Ok-Bok? How do you spell Ok-bok?"

" I gon't know how to spell it, goddamn. it."

But I sent the thing to the orphanage in Korea and finally I got an answer, and that's
how I got Suzanne. The last thing my child said to me, the last thing, "Ok-bok needs !
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a Kommy and Daddy." I'd spent the day shopping with her, and she kept telling me,
over and over, all the goddamn day... She had never mentioned it before, and of course
she never could after that night.

That's just one, one little episode in my life. And goddamn it, these btastaxds that
are after us now, they must know it. They must know I'm decent. Shit that's protably
why they want to kill me. They see I've got all these people here, pretty well organized,
and I won't bend.We all won't.

A lot of little incidents. The time I walk into the Hawthorne restavarant with my
family, my interracial family, and we wait and wait, and I think--"ah-ha." So I raised
hell, and we get a table and they salt our fucking food until we can't haxdly eat it.

I called a demonstration and said, on T.V. , that I was going to fast until that place
started serving food to everyone. Three days later, the place was integrated.

Black policeman once harassed me when I was on the Human Rights Commission., I was at
the intersection of 38th and Meridian. Turning on a yellow light. And this cop pulls
up, sirens screaming. He said, "COh, its Rev. Jones." Nasty, abusive tone. Started really
being nasty. I said, " You are outrageous. Why do you let yourself play a role for the
system like this?" He calls in so many goddamn... I mean I never seen so many,goddamn
police cars come screeching in from everywhere in all my life. He said I was threatening
an officer.” I never said shit to him but that one statement. I finally raised so much
hell that they dropped the? thing and I didn't have to even pay the ticket.

DECEMBER 9 1977. THE FOLLOWING COMMENTS WERE MADE TO THE ENTIRE JONESTOWN CONNUKITY
A FEW HOURS AFTER THE DEATH OF LYNETTA JONES, JIN'S MOTHER.

I don't expect you to feel towards my mother as I did. It's not sentimental becausez
of her being my mother, because the fact that she's dead doesn't change that I resent
her for bringing me into the world. But back in 1952 or so, when I was working with the
Communist Party in Indiana, she stood up so bravely, without any political awareness,
when the FBI had three guys standing, hovering over her, firing questions at her for
hours about me and my activities. One question after another. And each and every time
she'd answer: "I refuse to answer on the grounds that it might tend to incriminate me."

But I know Lynetta. She wasn't thinking about the grounds that might tend %o incrim-
inate her-—— she was scared shitless that it might incriminate her son. I guess some
way she knew from the time I was very young that I was, well, --different. Outspoken.
Honest, if it doesn't sound too egotistical to say it. Even though I overthrew God,
overthrew religion, denounced the Bible, cursed the old traditions, said the United
States was rotten, fascist., God how much of a weight that was on a woman who always

believed in standing and saluting the flag. She knew that Jim Jones was decent. She followed

me in spite of the fact that it cost her her job, her prestige. She followed me in
spite of the fact that I went against everything she ever knew. But at *hat moment, she
knew Jim Jones was right and the FBI was wrong. Even though she didn't understand a word
of what Jim Jones was saying or what he was standing for.
It was hours they kept at her, berating her in front of all her fellow employees..
"You're a Commie. That's Commie talk." In those days no one dared use the Fifth

Amendment, because to use the Fifth Amendment was tantamount to an admisiion that you
were a Communist. You couldn't use the Constitution. If you talked about the Bill of
Rights, if you talked about civil rights you were a Communist. And that dark era is
re-appearing again. Over and over again our friends, our supporters say that its all
‘happening over again. It was certainly said by Lt. Governor Dymally. He's another
stxangg guy. He doesn't know Marxism, he doesn'} know Leninism~- but he sure as hell
kmows something about loyalty. He's facing an election year, too. He certainly is a
brave man, a man of character. In his way, maybe he knows he's going to be run out of
the country someday. Whatevexr, he's shown the most support, the deepest kind of loyalty
of all. Even some of the Communists--they're careful, But not Merv Dymally. He's a good
man.
Anyway, all through that interrogation, Lynetta just kept it up. Wouldn't answer
anything. I remebberrhben’I saw her that night she was so hoarse, she couldn't even
talk., She whispered. She said, "Son, what have you been up to? They've been after me
all day long..."”

I told her, and she cried. I said, " I'm going to have to leave, because no doubt
they'1l be looking for me."

So I went away in hiding for several weeks. But what a brave woman she was. And as
I looked down on hera moment ago, I don't know that it helps, perhaps it does.
Emphysema... From the time I was four or five years of age I can remember telling hexr
" Mom, why don't you quit smoking, it's gonna kill you." But it got a hold of her and
she smoked for well over half a century. Its a horrible disease. Never can get enough
air. Two nights ago, she had a stroke. Tongue hanging out, saliva flowing down her face.
She couldn't move her eye. She couldn't talk, move her side. I remember one thing she
said to me: "Oh, God, I hope I never live to be paralyzed." And I mustered whatever
will I had and she did come out of that stroke. Don't ask me how. I don't have a for-
mula. Sheer will, and maybe something we don't yet understand. I don’t know. :

I wish you could've known her when she was younger. She would champion every poor

.
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person, Black or white. One time they even accused her of having an affair with a filthy
o0ld vagabond. Salina Hutcherson. He was so ugly and dirty, nobody on earth wanted him.
They wanted him run out of town. Mom would go by and give him baths--~ he was old enough
10 be her grandfather-- bring him things, take him for walks, She purposely stayed all
night with him once, just so they'd tell that rumor about her. One time she put a
flower in his lapel, and walked arm in arm with him down the street... She did have
that kind of spunk. Distinct contradiction in her personality--not like the ususal

flag waver, because she could sure break with tradition, with precedent. And she went
through many years of it. .

It was my own church that finally broke her back. Outgoing she was~=-she gave of
herself, But then I went away to South America to hunt for a place, because years ago
I knew there was no place for Third World people, for an interracial organization,
in the United States. So I went to Brazil, looking for a place. And while I was there
I left a nursing home that I had built and established with my own money--not a dime
of church funds. I left it to be managed by my in-laws. My father-in-law was a staunch
Republican. Anyway they had this rest home of mine and they ran it almost into financial
destruction. From the place where I was in Brazil I finally got the message home by
telephone and said, "Look. For God's sake let my mother get involved. She knows how to
make a dollar go." I learned that from her too, you can be sure I. learned how to make
a dollar stretch and its a damn good thing, or we wouldn't all be eating right now.We
have a security that most in the world don't have-=-we know for a certainty that we all
will eat for the next six months, and thats reassuring if you've ever been hungry. kom
taught me, she drilled me on stretching a dollar and I hated it, But it was a valuable
lesson to learn. Even if you hate me, one day, maybe after I'm gone, you'll know how
important it is to save to build something worthwhile.

So my mother took a hold of the place and made some money, sent some extra money
down to Brazil, where I was looking around for some land where I could build something
for my family, and maybe take a few others as well. The Beams came over. It looked like
even in those days I might get it started, might get it off. Anyway, in the midst of
all this, my mother~in-law became jealous. And she took it out, perhaps unconsciously
by reporting my mother for some technical infractions-- and put the business under
investigation, and tied up all the funds. Damn near starved us out ip Brazil. Again
my mother fought on, held on, fought the health department, stood her ground, and finally
won and kept the place. I got back in time to save the building. Out of that business
came some of the money that started the work in California.

I don’t glorify her, but still I can see that many in the church were responsible
for her because the whole church in Indiana had lined up against her in her fight for
her son, and his kids, and the few whom he was trying to keep together. And they
discredited her, and put her through hell, and it was hard for her ever to have faith
in people after that. She saw people leave me, leave the church, take over the church
in Indiana while I was away. I got it back, but with hardly anybody in it. Just a few.

There were little, selfish moments that I would've liked to see differently, but
others can tell you how, even at the end, a basic goodness burned in her soul. She
turned more money over to this cause than any other human being. All she had. Every
dime. Her eccentricities I can face, and her strengths I can see. I don't believe
in glorifying the dead.But it took a lot out of me. Because you see, she made it
possible for you to be here. The ones of you who were brought out of jail, or who had
friends, relatives who were brought out of jail--- she made it possible. Because if
she hadn't faced up to the FBI that day, when she didn't know Communism from apple
cider... They hassled her, and they jeered at her, and they did it in front of the
whole shop, just to humiliate her.

"You're a Communist!"™ |

" I refuse to answer..."

She lost her position asz a shop stewerdess. When they go through with embarassing
hex in front of all those people, that was the end of her union career. Never again
would anyone trust Lynetta Jones because the FBI had come and asked her questions.
And in America, if the FBI asks you questions, or if you are arrested, or if the news-
paper attacks you, you are guilty. That's why I'm glad to be out of there, because the
same old scenario is starting over again, same old painful scenario. How long she will
be laying there, I don!t know, but as I said, if you want to, some that knew her, some
that liked her, you can go by and take a last look---becayse she looks very well.

She was all I had... it wasn't much at times, betause she was so drained herself,
working two jobs, but she was all I had. My dad was drunk most of the time. he was a
difficult person, but he had been badly gassed in World War I and it affected him
greatly. He was one of the worst gas victims you ever want to see, and it affected
him emotionally as well as physically.

In those growing up years my mom was the difference between bread and butier
and going hungry. I think we- all cry because we wish we could've given more love
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to the people that we know we love. She loved the Jungle so much, never did get but
one time close to it. She loved the jungle; she grew up in a kind of jungle.

But in thevend there was too much agony. It was just too much aginy, she couldn't
et her breath...of God, you don't know how good somebody is until they're gone.
crxing) For that I cry for the human race. I really cry for the human race. We don't

know how good people are til they're gone...

What the hell would you have without Communism? I mean, what the fuck would you
have? Life is full of pain, and there's only one chance of getting rid of some of the
pain; that's through Communist philosophy. I don't know where else the hell you'd go.
Sure as hell wouldn't want to end up like some of those selfish pigs I see in the
system, ]

Mom was a leader...you guys would've liked her. People would try to fuck her over )
and shd&d back them off. The horror, the pain of her death. But if out of it I can do
something., I sat and talked with Stephan this"R/Ling after her death with more depth
than ever before. And I thought, "This is very good, to know how he thinks. At least
this has come out of the awful agony I feel of missing that sharp mind..." So if
you'd like, go by and take a lasit look. Because she looks very well, very well indeed.

BRAZIL (From some tapes made in Oct. 1977)

Iwent down to Brazil to look for refuge for some of my people, or a place for
people to find refuge to do absolutely revolutionary things. Brazil... One day, we
got to go to the beach, and we swam. I had my kids, and we were playing in the water.
It was the closest thing to a moment of freedom, sheer freddom from worry. Until I
looked up, over Copacabana, and saw the hills. Tier afier tier of shanties put together
with the barest of wood, cartons, cardboard, that would always wash out at any major
rain. I remember at one time there were several thousand washed flown that way, many, many
to their deaths.

Brazil was a painful chapter in my life. I remember catching Jimmy when he nearly
fell out of the seventh floor window. What goes through your head at times like that.
I remember thinking, *"Well, being Black in America has been so rough on him, and to
have to go back there, maybe I'm doing him a disservice..." But grabbed I did, of course,
just before he would've fallen seven stories to his death.

Interracial mixture of my family and my church I felt was just fundamentally at
odds with the capitalist development in the U.S. The thermonuclear reality was there,toco.
I thought, "how could beople be mad enough to make such weapons and then sane enough
not to use them?" I didn't give a damn about living, but I thought children should
be given a chance. The hemispheres were somewhat separate in wind currents and in
that period there was some chance of more likelihocod of survival. And at that time
Brazil seemed to be moving on a course of social democracy. Guilar was progressive, but
I knew something was up in Brazil, shortly after I was there, because Quadros, who was
a people's hero of sorts, resigned without notice and left the mountry. It was a joint
threat from the military and.the CIA, and Quadros did not want to see that brutal
repression introduced to Brazilians because he did not think there would be any
resistence.

While I was in Brazil I did a lot of humanitarian work. Orphanage, two orphanages.
I was feeding, getting the food and other supplies to them. Always short of needs and
supplies and I had an ability to get that kind of thing together. That led to that
awful time when it looked like all my money was cut off. Two interesting happenings
at the same time-- my own reliives got into a feud and tied up the finances that belonged
to me and my business. And-then our savings. A man that we trusted, seemed to be a
humanitarian, but whd we later found out was a crimipel wbdwhad: ésomped from America,
had taken our savings as preparation to putting them in some phoney investments. I got
the money back by taking him by the nap of the neck and threatening to throw him
out of a fourth story window. Wasn't exactly a legal procedure. I ran into his apariment, )
grabbed him by the neck and smashed him against the wall and said, "You give me my
money back or you go out the fucking window."
i But in the meantime, before that, I had to scrape it together. That's where the

RTINS Ambassador's wife came in. She took a shine to me, and we had all those kids to feed.
They were looking forward to it, the food, and there was no money. The Zrazil}ians had
tried to make a go of this orphanage and schdol but they didn't have any resources,
and I became the principal resource. So this Ambassador's wife offered me a pile of
. money if I'd fuck hexr, so I did.
B There is nothing to compare with the kind of revulsion you feel when you're lying

next to someone you loathe. And I leathed her, and everything she stood for--the

arrogance of wealth, the racism, the cruelty. I puked afterwards, it was that tad,
3ut I got the money and I bought food and took it to these children. Only I made thal
itch go with me so she could see the other side of life. And when these half- starved
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Black and Brown children reached out to touch her dress to thank her, she snatched
her skirt away lest they contaminate her 1ily white self... I could‘'ve choked her.

Anyway, here I was cut off, couldn't hardly feed our own kids. A few envelopes
coming in with a few ddllars, but that didn't even pay the rent on the apartment.

We had a Brazilian lady siaying with us because she was not able to work. She wanted
to, but there was no work. Misery, misery personified. Two of her sons shot down by
the police.

ngre was nothing more I could do there, nothing more. Brazil was apathetic, the
people were apathetic, and the likelihood of the emergence of a military junta was
strong. Got out of there just in time. “ater, this lady who took care of our cat wrote
and said the right wing police came by the school, asking what happened to that
missionary Jones. It was the right wing cops who did their own vigilante work. They
offed people from the Left, hundreds and hundreds. Took justice in their own hands and
the people who they felt to meet justice were invariably revolutionaries. And I'd
given assistance to various people, underground people. Got them~uh=~things, tangible
assistance so they could defend themselves, defend their lives. And I preached €ommumnism
openly.

P I gad a colonel whom I was instructing in English, and he wanted to know more and
more. He was so bourgeois that I didn't think he was an agent. I think he was enchanted
by our family, and he began to do 1little things for our children, take them out on
rides~- we had no car of courses- He seemed fascinated by the fact that people would
line, up at my door for food, we had a food line a block long. We'd get the food, and some
we'd take to people, and some they'd line up for. He seemed to be turned on to that,

50 I began to preach him Communism. As far as I know, he never turned me in unless it
Was when the military dictatorship took over. At that point maybe he felt so much
pressure that he had to. It was never easy for him to accept Communism, needless to
say. He put up every kind of argument, but eventually he admitted that it was the
humane solution but that he himself couldn't live under it, you know how that g0es, ..
He seemed at the bottom a basicly decent human soul so I kind of doubt that he ever
turned me in.

It was getting more and more right wing all the time in the military. It was obvious.
I was called one time by a businessman that I knew and he said, "Come over here, I want
you to see what's going on at the Embassy.” So I went over to the U.S. Embassy, and stood
a ways off where I had a good view of one of the entérences, and the Brazilian military
leaders were coming and going, coming and going in a steady stream. The junta was
gathering... The man I was with said, " Derk clouds are gathering over Brazil. There's
a real takeover to be made shortly." e sure as hell knew whai he was talking about...
And I got out of there just in time. I remember leaving,iht &hepattport, wondering
¥hether I would get in troubie for what I'd been doing, revolutioanry-wise, in Brazil,
vhen I got back to the 8tates.The indecision of deciding whether to go or whether to
stay had me so traumatized that I thought my health would be seriously affected. It was
awful.Duty calling me to stay-~-maybe. Yet, I'm a foreigner, 1ittle I could do, Brazilians
beginning to become apologists, saying they were afraid or didn't want to get involved.
Kennedy was just murdered, and it looked to me like fascism might be about to take over
the country. And it would be better for me to fight fascism in my own country, rather
than Brazil, where my roots were not that well established, and my following wasn't
that extensive. It was a mess. But that was the decision. And I remember the anxiety
when we were about to land in the U.S., and I thought I would be framed, because, you
know, I didn't just hand out food in Brazil.

I was clearly aware that agencies of the U.S. .government followed an pursued your
activities. One thing stands out clearly, although I know iits easy to get caught up
in phantoms. Questions were asked at places I had visited, and one Brazilian family
Wwas questioned extensively about my activities by AID officials. AID must've played
g significant role in CIA activities.

Brazil was - 4 a place of such desperate poverty. But it was a strange thing for
fascism to take over in Brazil, fascism of such a btrutal nature. People themselves
had a streak of real kindness. Kidnappers would invariably be caught because they'd
always be calling up the families of the victims, asking what to feed the kid and at
what time. And if a fight would break out in the street, a whole crowd would rush .
in to break it up. Fighting seemed to be deeply offensive. Never had had a violent
revolution. They had Vargas who was considered a dictator, but a great friend of the
People, and he did some benevolent things fir people in terms of sanctuary. sut in all
those changeovers there never was a bloodbath. So the Brazilians Just had to be trained
from the outside, from the U.S., to become s0 brutal in their torture methodology.

It was obviously imported.

And then there was one guy that I knew growing up in Richmond, a cruel, cruel
berson, even as a kid,a vicious-racistw---Dan Mitrione. I'd heaxd of his nefarious activities
in Bella Horozonte, and I thought "I'll case this man out." I wasn't really inclined

to do him in, not.me, personally, but I certainly was inclined to inform on his activities
to everybody on the Left. i
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But he wouldn't see me. I saw his fanily and they were arrogantly anti-srazilian;

nasty reactions of the children towards Brazilians,blacks etc. He was supposed to be
2 traffic advisor. He was known in Bella Horozonte "by everybody to be something
other than a mere traffic advisor.There were rumors that he participated with the
military even then, doing strange things to dissenters. These military people, police
people who had their after hours vigilantes-- peo ple disappeared and were killed,
tortured. Mitrione's name wouldd come up frequently. Later he appeared in Uruguay.
The Tuperamos claimed he was an advisor on torture and I sure can find that con-
ceivable,although I have no proof of it.

Right after I came back from Brazil, the IRS began hounding me. Rapped on my ass
about taxes. Put me through four months of bullshit, Do You know that while I was gone
ministers circulated the rumor, and a cheap shit Black paper even printed it~-that I
had been in an insane asylun for two years! Somebody really ought to write a goddamn
book, but I like to be honest in a goddamn book. You see all this cheap shit where people
make themselves out to be Saint Jerome or Pope Pius.

You know, I have anxieties about being caught in a bind. My life is not my owWn.
But having been cruelly let down by my own dad-- when I needed things, tasic, elementaxry
things, and they were not provided-- I made a covenant that as long as it appeared
someone needed me, I wouldn't let them‘down. I certainly wasn't going to go out of the
way 1o encourage people to need me, but the need from the beginning was very heavy,
I hope this doesn't sound, presumptious. I used to resent it as a youngster because I
was always the guy who got the kids together, and-I didn't like it because I had to
assume s0 much of the planning. So I died very early to the need for reinforcement from
people. I can't even remember when I had a real need for people.

Yeah. It wasn't a matter of whether people appreciated it or vhether, when they got
through with you they tossed you aside like an orange with all the juice squeezed out.

I expected that, but I thought, “I may not be a person of great talent, but one thing
I could give was loyalty.

I don't see how you can build a society, in.a world with all the warfare-state,

I don!t see how you can build anything without loyalty, committment.It's easy to talk
-about great Marxist ideas but unless they're implemented by basic loyalties to family,

an extended family,(and, uwfortunately I can see how a person would sell out more
extended committments because of fear for one's own children) unless that's the case,

all those theories aren't worth shit. My achilles heel is seeing ny stands causing more
pvain for people after I'm gone. Obviously that's why I came here-—- not to start a
guerilla war like some of these idiots are suggesting back in the U.S. According to

some folks I'm supposed to be a Che Guevara on the South American continent. Shit. I mean,
I know something of street warfare, I could've made... I mean I can think of a number

of simple little devices that could throw a city into havoc. I could've tore up

San Francisco, if I'd wanted to give myself to a futile guerilla activity. Anyway, I came
here to give these people some order to their lives. Surely not expecting that there would
In the U.S. racism was very
apparantly coming to a head—~ even tack in the early sixties, it was obvious the systen
wasn't working. America was losing, Not a land of opportunity but just then opposite

and getting worse everyday. So that's why I went to Brazil, why I visited Guyana back
then too--lokking form options.

For years I've felt that the only way you could function in the U.S.
compromised. Sellout.And I don't like the way some euphemize "sellout" and call it
expediency of the moment or "revolutionary strategy". I found so many people who say,

MHell such and such is not opportune for the present, but later it will be,,." and 1

find out soon that they've lost all their principles. I didn't want to risk that happening
to those around me, And I certainly didn't see how violence was going to be productive.
Revolutionary change wag not ready in the United States, and I did not believe the last
vestige of monopoly capitalism was going to give up its seat easily. Violence doesn't

come easy for me anyway-- I've seen violence misused by all sides of the political

spectrum, and by nature I'm non-violent. I'm a reasoning animal. But its hard to
reconcile the duties of a leader or a revolutionary with your own physical and emotional
make-up.

Particularly I find not so much the emotional=~by nature I'm a depressed person. I've '
lived with depression for many, many, many years. The problem I find is the simple
clinical thing of keeping the body functioning amidst all the tension. Yesterday, when
Someone poisoned our pigs and I ran down to the piggery, and wrestled with those pigs :
to hold them down, to get the antidote down their throats, that helped reduce some of the
tension. In that moment of erisis, there was a lot of strenuous rhysical involvement !
which relieves a lot of tensions and gives the mind a respite. I got ‘my first real, solig
rest in a long while,after that, lying, as you know, on the bed in here. Pook off the .
bressure of thinking. Damn concientious in my thinking. Analyze all the time. If I.don't
momentarily, I will later reflect, analyze. Leader can't be trusted if he (or she)

doesn't know what he's thinking all the damn time, and why...

was to be
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“IEBEfofe we left Indiana we were getting ourselves~-~I think we were
being targeted back then by some form of organized harssment. IRS
bothered us for months, FBI interrogated me. And then we got shot at
regularly.

One night there was a regular battle around bud .home. We were getting
shot at and a couple of us were firing back. This was in Indiana just
after I resigned as Director of the Mayor's Commission on Human Rights.
I had a radio program at the time and I was denouncing the Bible, Got
hate calls all the time, threats. This night it went further and our
home was being shot at, Molotov cocktails thrown on the: roof, The
police didn't come. Shootingigoing on in the inner city, and all this
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ﬁl, . hell raising commotion going on and no cops. It seemed mighty weird at

= the time.It was a regular battle, and it went on for hours.

T Then this Rlack man comes up on me and tries to stab me. He must've

Loy been high because he just grazed my shoulder, Said he was paid five dollars.
Bory I thought this is fucking weird. All this shit going on and no cops.

I “Get out of here, man* I sid. "I'm not going to press charges. Get

&5
7

out of here.®
People came out of the house and hustled him into the back. Hardly
got the guy in the weeds, hid out, when up-screams the cop cars.
One of the pigs says, "I here there's been an attempted murder
here. A Black man reported it.”
I said, "That's mighty interesting." It was-- we'd Just gotten
the fugker hid. The timing was too fucking close...
So T think there was some kind of conspiracy there, maybe just police
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b level. It seemed awfully, awfully odd that for all those hours all that
Xa shooting was going on-- and not a fucking cop in sight. Called the police
~%§ and they didn't come. And then, within minutes of this poor bastard's
5 attempt on me, up come the cops--so efficient, so concerned. Shit.

That was a wild night. Patty come up to the door, and no more than
got "hi" out of her mouth when--zing! This bullet flys by her head. Phone
ringing all night with epople talking in tongues, doing what they call
reading the devil out of you. And then they'd say »We're gonna kill you."
Nice Christians. .

I had this broadcast at ten'o'clock that night. Came out of the build-
ing and a car chased me down the street, tried to run me down.Some-
body was after our ass, that's for sure, Amd just around the same time some
preacher stole one of our member's deeds and stirred up some shit trying
to get her declared insane so yhey could taske her property--because she
was going to sell her property and move with me to California. Had to
drag her to three different psychiatrists so her folks wouldn*'t have
her locked up. And the preacher who stole her deeds and engineered that
shit had been picked up for sexually violating a three year old. All the
charges dropped of course, because he was a good capitalist Christian.
So you see, 1've been through this shit before. This is like a re-run
of Indiana only on a much bigger scale.

Why did we move to California? I guess it had something to do with
the syndrome of "Go West."” I figured it was the furthest point I could
go from Indiana before I fell off into the ocean. There was hope, but
there certainly wasn't a blind pollyannnishness. I'd heard there was
more acceptance there. California was supposed to be more liberal.
So we had to go. Things in Indiana were getting too bad. We were painted
in a corner. Harassing the hell out of us. Radio station I was on being
threatened in all kinds of ways. Bible belt people put such a pressure that
advertisers absolutely were going to quit advertising if I were not
removed., Until finally the station manager had to say " I'm sorry,
but I just have tocancel your program.” WBIC I think, I'd been on hhere
for years, but I was getting too political, too much against the Bible.
There were some inetrracial relationships in the church, adoptions,
marraiges., I really wanted out--bad, But when people showed interest,I
couldn't ignore them and go off on my own. I did want to try life for
myselfand my family---there was a part of me that wanted to do thay '
very, very badly. But no way. It ended up this and that, and I looked arounc
and saw that they were all my family. Humanity is my family. Whatever
compells one. And it isn't all guilt. I talk about guilt because Americans
won't relate to guilt, have been conditioned to feel no guilt for any-
thing. But there is a profound sense of concern and care for people that
I do have, for people that had nobody. .
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That's the biggest thing that obsesses me about being human-~ to
be able to cope with loving people and know you can't love them in
terms of fulfilling their needs.And if love isn't demonstrated it
isp't worth a shit. So there are always needs,problems that are not
being met. You can never fully meet peopls needs. The peple who are
helping you are in misery-—— so ewrything is pain to me, If your
associates approach your standard of caring, that agonizes you because
you know the burden that means for them. And then the people who are
so caught up in themselves, well, nothing satisfies them, so they
are never happy. People are such strange creatures. You've got to have
an air of mystery. Honesty, concern, gentleness, doesn't seem to
move them. Most people show their natural self when they're near
death. And, as I don't see a long range future, I can be myself. I take
it one day at a time.

Anyway, we moved to California, and it wasn't shit time before I
felt guilty about it, because there were still kids in the ghetto. The
guilt came almost immediately, and I felt out of place almost immediately.
I got more and more into metroppiitan concerns. It wasn!t to whip up
money like these pricks are saying in the newspapers. Grace Stoen saying
I said " The big money's in town."” I could kill her. I never made a
staement like that, I never made a gtatement anything like that. I
probably said something like "There's more we can do, and there may be some
pepple who will come and give offerings even if they don't give anything
else of their +time." But that cold goddamn way she puts stuff.Please,
please if you ever write anything about my life at all, please include how
much I hate that bitch, how I've always hated her-- the sight of her was
sickening to me from the beginning. God how I hated her and her stupid,
destructive, juvenile ways. Please incIude that, though I don't suppose
anyone will ever understand it. I hated that bitch from the start. So
fucking arrogant and insensitive. She's sit in service, combing her hair
in front of her face while Black people poured their hearts out about
suffering... I know I will never give her that kid--my kid., I can't
let my John go back to her, It - would be the grossest of inhumanity.

It wasn't long before I was in the city. Church was going on, people
lived their little asgrarian lives, but I was involved in the City. I think
we'd just barely built our building when I went down to S.F. and held a
meeting in Macedonia Baptist Church. But even before Macedonia we were
going to Oakland, trying to get in tough with the city. Crowds didn't
start coming til I went to Macedonia gnd tore up that playhouse. I hoped
that I could build up in the Redwood ¥alkey are so that seniors and child-
ren could come up khere. There was alwys the object of course of bringing in
more people so we'd have a larger nupber and maybe wouldntt get harassed
as much, I wanted to get older people and children out of the City~-- bring
them up every week so they could swim in the pool, get some fresh air.

It wasn't mercenary like that bitch says. I figured if we were going to
be in the country we could at least share it. I had guests in my home
all the time. Children that were there from the city. All through the
whfle fucking Valley our people did that. And then they began to come up
there to live and go to school, even if their families didn't come. All
those people without guardianships at first, Shit, its a lucky thing we
made i¥. So much of our operation was just trust.

But Redwood Valley in its bigoiry was almost like a repeat of what
we went through in Indiana. Until the very trees in that Valley, and there
could be nothing more gorgeous than tlkit Valley, except, perhaps, this .
Jungle, the very trees, everything I looked at, gave rme pain. Every tree,
every flower. Pain. Pepple coming up behind the property. Caught one of
them once. Sneaking up, had a gun. People don't believe any of this shit
ever happened.

Its amazing to me that any one who's ever set in my organization can
paint me as such a bad guy when I've always talked about my guilt-- where
I missed, where I failed. Worried if I missed one persoh's hand when
going down the aisle. If I went to visit one person who was sick, I had
to visit them all, I did that for years until I just had to quit it, I
coulgn"h take it. Those people saw that. How can they rationalize that
away'

I'd often stressed publically that I wished I'd never been born. I deeply
appreciate those who intellectually reassure me, but sure there are things
I would've done over, a lot of things. But I never could live by any otker
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guidelines, follow a different political ideal. It's just not right for
babies to go to bed hungry. That's unacceptable. And in spite of the
factionalism of Communism, and I'm no messianic worshipper-- I don't
worship at the altar of any rigid dogmap I believe every society has to
find its own solutions--its own socialism, But whatever difficulty we
may face with nationalism, with race, in the liberation.of oppressed
peoples, its better to try for a right goal thak to see the gelfishness
that those who, once believing, have turned their backs on their ideals.
And I've never met such cowards and hollow, conniving people, as exemplified
by some who have left and who have become so belligerant.
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