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0-19 (Red. 1-27-78)

ROM THE AIR, Jones-
town looked as if some-
one had scattered col
ored paper around the
central pavilion — as if
there had been a celebra-
tion, a party, that the Rev. Jim Jones
bad uncharacteristically- allowed his
followers o enjoy - without Iorcmg
them to clean up.

Those were my first thoughts as 1
returned to Jonestown on Monday,
Nov. 20, just 48 hours after 1 had left
for what I thought then weuld surely.
be the Jast time.

Now, I was on my way back, by heli-
copter, to view a sight that would
transfix a world inured to war and
violence and death. The absolute hor-
ror of what lay below, the madness
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and desperation of the man whe or~
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| and had code-named “White Night.

— . S -

. | .
-dered it all and the ¢'most banal way -

he caused them to diz — a potion of

grape drink, cyanide and tranquiliz-,

ers — was almost beyond comprehen-
sion.

There on the ground, as we hovered
overhead, were the grisly remains of
Jones’ last great act of madness,
There on the ground were the men,
women and children, white and black,
well educated and untutored, who
had believed blindly in the man they
called “Father.”

There on the ground were the bod-
fes, already beginning to decompose
In the tropical heat, of those who had
followed Jones to the wilderness. The
bodies of those who had, many of
them voluntarlly carried out Jones'
Iasth twisted vision, the victims of what

Father called "revo!ut:ona.ry smee"-

As the first reporter allowed into
Jonestown to view the carnage, my

. 4 job demanded that ] bring back a de-
! tailed account of what had bappened
..; and try to £ind words to describe the
— horror that I saw.

W Because I was a survivor of the Port

; Kaituma Inassacre, there were per-
. sonali reasons for going back as well. I
; 'Was hoping not to find the bodies of
some of the people I had grown fond

. o of during my short stay at Jonestown,
. people like Sarah and Richard Tropp,
* whose unselfish and rational reasons
" for wanting to create a better world
*in the rain forests of Guyana had
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., touched me.

And, quite truthfully, I was also
Qomg back to see for mvxﬂ]f that Tim

.Iones and the henchmen he had sent
to kill me and the others ¥+ 7 7
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J. Ryan’s party were among the dead.
1 particularly wanted to find the body’
of Tom Kice Sr., the tall, gray baired
man with a erew cut, whose mean, de~
mented expression I will never forget
as he crossed the airstrip to kill us,
and the body of Stanley Gieg, the
young, blond-haired fellow who was
driving the tractor when the shooting
. began.

4
S I APPROACHED the radio
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the bodies close up for the first time,
There must have been 40 or 50 of
them there on the neat lawn in front
of the communications center that -

-
had beep Jonestown's link 1o George-

town, San Francxsco and the outside -
world.

1 only recognized one of the bodies, .
that of a jovml, heavyset white

woman WﬂD nau SBI'VB(I me corree ‘
and cheese sandwiches two days be- |

fore. She had introduced me to her .

" davghter, a pretty girt with long
brown hair, and we had laughed to-

gether sbout something I can no

longer remember,

Now I saw the mother’s body near
the radio shack. She was still wearing
the gaily flowered long dress she bad
worn the last time I saw her alive. She
was, like most of the others, lying on
her stomach, a clot of dried blood
stuck In her right nostril. My God, I
thought. Why? ‘

i stared at the clumps of bodies in
front of the communications center. I
couldn't bring myself to Jeave them. I -
poticed that many of them had died -
with their arms around each other,
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ien In“ women, white and ALK, -

young and old. Little babies were
lying on the ground, toc. Near their
mothers and fathers, Dead. '

Finally, I turned back toward the |

main pavilion and noticed the dogs
that"lay dead on the sidewalk The
dogs, I thought. What had they done?
Then I realized that Jones had
meant to leave nothing, not even the
animals, to hear witness to the final
horrotr. There were to be no survivors.
Even the dogs and Mr. Mugps,
Jonestown’s pet chimpanzee, had
their place in the long white night
into which.the Peoples Temple had
been ordered by the mad Mr. Jones.
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JONESTOWN, From Page va

HE HEAT and the stench were overpowering. There
was pothing to drink because Jones bad ordered the
community water supply contamirated with poison. The
Guyanese soldiers who guarded Jonestown sald that a cache
of soft drinks had been found. But they decided, even
though the bottles hadn’t been opened, that it wou]d be
risky to drink them.
C.A. (Skip) Roberts, the assistant po[ice commissloner

from Georgetown who was in charge of the Guyanese forces.

at Jonestown, came aiong just as I was about to inspect the
main pavilion. I had met him the day before when I was
taken to the police station immediately after I arrived at
Temehrl au’pOrt. He had insisted that I give him a statement
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I ssked Roberts if Jones and’ his wife Marceline, were
among the dead. Yes, he told me. Marcje was over there by
the pavilion. And Jones was lying, shot to death, on the po-
dium that he had used as his altar. Only three of those
found so far had died of gunshot wounds, Roberts said.
Jones, his mistress Maria Katsaris, whose brother Anthony
had come along with Ryan to try to persaude his sister to
leave, and one other, so far unidentified, Temple member.

Roberts said, with both authority and what seemed at the
time precision, that there were 383 bodies scattered around
the al{ar, in the Immediate vicinity of the pavilion. Another
21 or 22 bodies had been found elsewhere, Roberts said.

In all, 464 or 405 bodies had been found, Roberts said. It
appeared that hundreds of persons known to be living at
Jonestown at the time of the suicidemurder rite had either

escaped orbeen’  d outside the settlement Hselt, he satd.
There was no question of the pumber of bodies lying
around us, he said.

Roberts told me that lus men had found more than 800
U.S. passports, indicating that there had been at Jeast that
many people living at Jonestown the week before, He said
his men had also found an arsenal of weapons, including 40
to 50 automatic rifles, revolvers and other guns, 20 or more
bows and arrows “and hundreds of thousands of rounds of
ammunition.”

"We walked over to a table where this arsenal was on dis-
play and I couldn’t help thinking of Jones’ anger when Don
Barris had asked him the previous Saturday about the one
gun we had learned about. “A boldfaced lie,” Jones had
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The irony of those words rushed into my mind. The Hes
Jones had been defeated by were obviously his own. Not
those of the concerned relatives, the press and the others
who had tried to expose the deteriorating situation at Jones
town. It had been, I now understood only too well, the tropt-
cal concentration cainp its critics said it was — led by a man
increasingly consumed by his own dark visions. Tim Stoea
bad described Jones as “g ¢lassic paranoid schizophrenie”
At the time, I had thought Stoen was the madman. Now,
standing in the midst of the guns and the bodies and the
famity-sized containers of cynanide that had been found, I
¥new the truth. If only it had been exposed before all of
this, I thought. ;

¢

IN THE CLASSROOM tent where Roberts was collecting
the weapons that were still being found, the ammunition,
the bows and arrows, the revolvers and the poisonous drugs,

a rather handsome black man, dressed in a tank top Tshirt
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with a string of beads around his neck, approached.

Roherts suggested | might want to ask him some ques-
tions. He had, Roberts said, witnessed much of the denoue-
ment of Jonestown before managing to escape with his life.
The man's name was Odeil Rhodes, 38, who described him-
self as a former drug addict from Detroit who had joined
the Peoples Temple to kick his habit and bad stayed on. . .
until almost the very end.

Rhodes described for me what had happened the previ
ous Saturday about 5:30 p.m. when the Jonestown gunmen
returned from Port Kajtunra to report on their deadly mis.
sion. They told Jones that Rep. Ryan had been killed along
with most of the newsmen but that some had survived.

Jones, Rhodes said, immediately called his followers,
using the loudspeaker systemn strung up throughout the
commune, to a meeting at the pavilion. “Alert, alert, alert,”
Jones had sereamed, ordering everyone to the meeting that

was 10 be their last. !

“He told us that we've shot the senator Rhodes recalled.
*You know there’s gomg to be trouble, he said.” The time
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faithful had practiced several times before.

¥ walked from the schoolroom tent where I had talked
with Roberts and Rhodes toward the pavilion. I wanted to
see Marceline and Jim. She was lying on her back, less than
five feet from the vat of poison. He was lying, his fat stom-
ach protruding tpward, his shirt pulled haliway off his
chest, on the altar, Blood covered his face. Good, I thought.
He is, in fact, dead.
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1 walkid to the other side of th on, not far frem

where Rep. Ryan had first alerted me to the oddity of all of’

the older people standing and Jiving to the sont music that
had been played in this very place the Friday night before. I
wanted to see Stanley Gleg's body, Just to make sure. His
face was already grayish-blue but there was no doubt in my
mind that what I saw was his corpse,

I walked back to look &t the altar again Tt was littered

with bodies, most of them probably temple leaders, who had

had the honor of dying next to Father. On the steps leading

to the altar was a young black boy, who had died genuflec-

ting before the demented man these people thought of ag
their god.

¢

HAD HAD ENOUGR. There were only two things more 1

wanted to do. ] wanted to see the body of Sarzh Tropp,
whom I had kissed as I left Jonesiown the iast time and for
whom I felt an unexplained fondness, and the body of Maria
Katsaris, whose brother had eried as he left her to her fate.

Sarah lay all alone, apart from the others, not far from

the pavilion. She was on her stomach, her short hair, now-

filthy and overrun with bugs, clinging to her head. I was
truly sorry. I never found her brother, Richard,

I then walked down to Jones’ house, where I had never
been before. It-had not been part of the tour. Frank John-
ston, the Post photographer, came with me but decided,

whan ha caw tha nlars that ha had anonch nirturee I
waehh 3¢ Saw a8 Paale, Adr 42 Qa0 ShMuga piciuls=s

couldnt blame him. We had seen enough bodies and had

captured, both in our minds and in his case on film, the hor-
ror of the final desperate hour at Jonestown.

But I had an old compulsion to see Maria Eatsaris’ body,
1ot because I had felt in any way close to her, but because I

thought I should see it 50 that I couid $ell Anthony and his,

*father, Str that t

% no doubt that she had died.
With more «.an 400 u. .e... #n residents unaccounted for, I
¥new they would still be hoping that somehow she had es-
caped. I didn't want to be the bearer of bad news but I
thought it would be better to be able to tell them that I had
seen her body than to leave them wondering for days or
weeks, . . or possibly forever.

Maria's body lay on a bed in Jim Jones® house. There was
no guestion that it was she. Roberts told me she had been
shot rather than poisoned but I couldn’t see where the bul-
let had entered her body. But there was no question that
Maria Katsaris had died along with her lover, the Rev. Jim
Jones,

We had been at Jonestown for almost an hour and a half
when the helicopter finally returned to take us back to the
Port Kaituma airstrip. Our crippled Twin-Otter aircraft was
exactly where it had been when the attack on Congressman
Ryan and the rest of us began.

" *
OR MYSELF, I'tl carry around for a Jong time — maybe
forever — the memory of the terror we all felt when
the Jonestown gunmer fired at us that muggy day at the
airstrip. And I'll carry around a scar from a small wound in
my hip.
More important, I'll always wonder why 1 was spared

when so0 many around me at Port Kaituma were shot to
death at point-blank range — Leo Ryan, Don Harris, Bobh
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Brown, Greg Robinson, Mrs. Parks. At Jonestowa, lt was
pretty obvious that I was sympathetic to the social experi-
ment going on there and the thought has crossed my mind
that maybe Sarah or Richard Tropp asked that I not be
killed. Or maybe the gunmen simply overicoked me. I'm
certain I'll never know.
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r,,...eaﬁﬁn, with Rep,
. e miyai's party, we were all
» “truck by the neat wooden structures
so far from civilization, and by the
mix of blacks and whites, young and
old—seemingly normal people who,
we were told, had willingly chosen to

live so far from home.

Marceline Jones, the Rev. Jim
Jones' wife, met us as we left the
Jonestown dump truck that had
brought us from the Port Kaituma’
airstrip, where our plane had landed
several hours before and where Eyan
would be killed along with four others
the next afternoon. 5

Marcie, as everyone called her, in-
vited us 1o the pavilion where Jones

his followers in a mass suicide less
than 24 hours later. Everythinl‘gnwas
go alive and so peaceful that Friday
night, at Jeast on the surface, that it

E':-‘ ' was impossible to know that this
s carefully cultivated little world would
Iy soon be destroyed by a man gone mad.
e Marcie told us that supper--hot
E" . ‘ pork sandwiches and greens, fruit
ST tarts and coffee—was ready. We

were told proudly by our hosts that
everything we ate had been raised in
Jonestown, this quasireligious, social-
ist agricultural commune carved out
of Guyana's remote rain forest. {
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As we walked to the pavilion, res- |
idents of the commune greeted us in-,
dividually and accompanied us. They

engaged us in conversation, asking

about our trip, telling us"how glad

they were we would have a chance to

see that Jonestown was not the con-

1cenéra_uon caz:é) its detractors had

made it out to be.

WosT0f the commune  residents.
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awaited us and where he would lead’
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those who were not part of the welcoming party, were eat- dgjgg? to return to the table where Jones was talking
ing dinnef in a nearby dining area, washi clothes i the tolﬁome of the other reporters who had come along. Mark
open-air communal laundry or baking brea Lane and Charles Garry, Jonestown's two lawyers, were
Children gathered around swings and benches near thethere, as were several young people who 1 would later
pavilion and Jonestown appeared to be just what its bro- learn were Jones’ principal lieutenants.
chures said it was: a peaceful place where pecple of all “Pegple here are happy for the first time in their lives,”
races and ages could live without the viclence and hateJones was saying. “When can this dialogue (between
they had known in the ghettlo and without the materialistic Jonestown and its detractors) stop so we can all live in
anxieties of their native United States. peace? 1 don't want to tear these people up.
For the young blacks among the more than 800 res-| “We can do a good job for Guyana and for the United

= = 4 ” A,
idents, Jonestown offered an escape from the drugs andStates if they would just leave us alone,” he said.

crime in which, we were told, many of them had been in-| I was sitting right next to Jones and I remembered
volved before coming to Guyana, And for the middle class,something Grace Stoen, a former Peoples Temple member
college-educated whites—who seemed to hold the topby whom Jones claimed to have fathered a son, had told
Jeadership positions—Jonestown seemed to be a logical ex-ime. She told me Jones, for all his insistence that he was a
tension of the civil rights and antiwar battles they hadcaring, unselfish man, was in fact incredibly vain and pow-
fought over the decade. It was the socialist society.er hungry.
that they wanted for their native country, but that they: “Just look at his sideburns,” she ssid. “He fills them
realized was impossible at least for now. ith eye liner.” I was curious. .
Although we had been told that once we got to Jones-\ 1t was true.
town, we would be free to wander and talk to anyone we| Suddenly, as I was staring at Jones’ sideburns, his de-
wished, we began to feel that we were being guided- =~ meanor changed. 1 didn't hear the question he had just
First to the pavilion, then to sit down with one of oUrbeen asked, but the answer, I thought, was revealing:
new “friends,” then o meet the leader himself, who sat at MThreat, threat, threat of extinction,” he raged. “I wish I
the head of our table complaining about a 103-degree fever iwasn't born, at times. I understand hate, love and hate.
he said he had that day. We then went to eat dinner and to[They are very close.”
watch an elaborate and highly professional two hours ofj “They can have me,” he said. “In many ways ! feel like
entertainment provided by the Jonestown band and vari- [P'm dying. I've never felt this way before.”
ous amateur singers in the commune. Someone asked Jones about the beatings that reportedly
Ryan sat to the side of the pavilion interviewing persons gook place at Jonestown, about the black box that residents
he had requested to see. “Concerned relatives” who came|were said to be placed in for days at a time when they did
with us on the plane were meeting with their sisters, sons, lsomething Jones didn't like, about the endiess sermons he

mieces or nts, Some of the conversations were preach t his people, even th until 2
strained. @m animated. Nohody vet had told a_rzyoneg in mgdmuelfn.z.ﬁ.;p;ven E...ggggh t.hee}' h:dagee&.s? again atosl:
that he or she wanted to leave Jonestown. a.m. to begin work.

After dinner and during the show, I walked over to, This prompted another rage and I almost felt sorry for
Ryan to ask him if he had learned anything. He said no, l!the man. He was obviously sick and some of what he said
not very much yet, but pointed to a tall, middle-aged; ed incoherent at times.
white man with a crew cut, who, along with all of the more| “I do not believe in violence,” he said. “Violence cor-
than 700 Jonestown residents in the pavilion that night.jrupts. And then they say I want power. What kind of pow-
moved to the soul music played so loudly that it was diffi-fer do I have walking down the path talking to little old se-
cult to hear, to talk, to ask questions—or to have them an- hiors?”
swered. : i “] hate power,” he continued, his rage growing. “I hate

Ryan said there was something very unnatural aboutjmoney. The only thing I wish now that I was never born.
the middle-aged and older people, black and white, stand- ALl I want is peace. F'm not worried about my image. If we
ing, clapping and jiving to music that may have appealedjcould just stop it, siop this fighting. But if we don't, I don't
to the young, but not to the old. wwhat_’si(;mgtohappentol lives here.”

It was an observation I would not forget. It was the first! The music had ended. The interview had ended. Except
real sign that maybe these people had been either pro-for Ryan, Ryan's aides, Lane, Garry and a representative
?rammed or somehow forced to act in 2 way that con- pf the Guyanese govemmem, the rest of us were s00n on
mmedwmhnageJoneswautedtogmjecL ur way back to Port Kaituma, where Jones had arranged

1 also wouldn't forget the man whom the congressmangor us to sleep on the floor of a discotheque,
pointed out. His name, I later learned, was Tom Kice, Sr., That night, a local policeman came to the discotheque.
and he would be shooting at me and the others at the air-/He told us he knew for sure that there was at least one gun
gtrip the next afterncon. lin Jonestown, an automatic rifle, that had been registered

As I walked around the pavilion, I noticed that most with the Guyanese government.
people scattered 21 soon as I came near. | also noted that  Harrig asked Jones about the gun in an interview that he
someone would always come along and be friendly. “Hi, taped when we returned Lo Jonestown the next morning.
how are you doing? Don't you want to listen to the music?” A bold-faced lie!" Jones thundered. “It seems like we

“Sure,” | said, “but I can hear it from here, I'm curious are defeated by lies.”
to see your facilities.” Suddenty, the word came that several families had de-

The usual response was that there would be a tour the cided 1o leave with Ryan. People were gathering Tension.
next day, that people probably were asleep in the cabins. for the first time, was so apparent that it could be felt.

Or some other reason was given why [ really shoulgn’t
warnier argind on my own.




Circumstances were ing in. Facts w inni
1§ overcume Jones' den?als as ag he wmm
Harris was throwing questions at Jones, hard questions
that events were making ever harder to answer.

“The more that leave, the less responsibility we have,”
Jones was saying after denying that anyone wanted to
Jeave the idyllic life Jonestown offered. “Who in the hell
wants peoplie?”

“The only thing I feel is that every time they go, they
lie. What I thought was keeping them here was the fear of
the ghetio, alienation, the fear of industralized society.

“T want to hug them before they leave,” he said as
events were quickly mbving beyond his control. More peo-
ple wanted 1o go. “I will let them. But they will try to de-
stroy us. They'll try. They always lie when they Jeave.”

People were crying. Families were divided with some
members wanting to go but others not, fearing they
couldn't.

Al Simon packed up his three kids and wanted to leave.

As we were walking back to the dump truck for the final
trip to the Port Kaituma airstrip, Simon's wife began

screaming,

“No, 0o, no,” she screamed. Someone whispered to her,
“Don’t worry, we're going to take care of everything.”

Ryan returned to the pavilion to see about the custody
problem. We went to the truck. A few minutes later, as we
waited, we heard 2 commotion. The newsten ran to the
pavilion, but were stopped by security men,

Harris was allowed in as our representative. He came
back to say that someone had tried to kill Ryan.

Suddenly, the congressman emerged and walked toward
the truck. His clothes were covered with blood. The other
man had been cut by his own knife as Lane and others
wrestled with him 10 save Ryan. ,

Ryan was OK. But the violence had started. It was about
3 p.m. Saturday, Within 3% hours, three gunmen would
attack us as we tried to board chartered aircraft and then,
in a fina] act of desperation, Jones would order the maps
suiCide fis people had rehearsed so many times before.

3
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JONESTOWAN .omA

Chiléren gathered around swings |
and benches near the pavilion and
Jonestown appezred to be just vmat
its brochures said it wes: a peaceful
place where people of all races.and
ages could live in peace without the
violence and hate they had known in
the ghetto and mthout the matenal-
istic anxieties of their pative United
States.

Jonestown was an expiriment in
socialtem, we were told, where
money, power and elitism had been
eliminated. The hundreds of seniors,
3% the aged were called. got the best
medical attention and their lives had
new meaning.

For the voung+blacks among the
more than 800 residents. Jonestown
offered an escape from the drugs and
crime in which we were told many of
them bad been involved before com-
ing tc Guvana. And ior the middle
class, college-educated whites—who
seemed to hold the top leadership pos-
jtions—Jonestowr seemed to be a logi-
cal extension of the civil rights and
antiwar battles tkey had fought over
the past decade. It was the socialist
society that they wanted for their na-
tive country, but that thev realized
was impossible, at least for now.

Although we Tad been told that
ence we got 10 Jonestown we would
be free vo wander gnd tzlk to anvone
we wished, we bezan to feel we were
being guided.

First to the pavilion, then to =it
down with one of our new “friends,”
then 1o meet the leader himsell. who
sat at the head ¢of our table complain-
ing about 2 103 cegree fever he said
he had suffered {from thast day. We
then went to eat dinner and to wateh
an elaborate ané highly professional
two hours of entertzinment provided
by the Jonestown band and various
amateur singers iz the commune.

Ryan sat meanwhile to the side of
the pavilion interviewing persons he
bad requested to see. "Concerned rel-
atives™ whe came with us on the plane
were meeting witk their sisters, sons,
nleces or parents. Some of the conver-
sations were strained. Others ani-
mated. But nobody hzd vet told any-
one that he or she wanted to leave
Jonestown.

Afier dinper and during the show, I
walked gver to Ryan to zsk him if he
had learned anxthing. He said no. not
very much vet, but pointed to a tell,
middie-ezed white man with a crew
cut who, 2long with 2ll of the more
than 700 Jonectovn residents in the

pzvilion that night, moved to the soul

mutic plaved so loudly thet it was dif
ficult 1o hear, to tzlx. to zsk questions
—ar 10 have them znswered.
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= WRETE WES SUINE LU vel
E£D0UL e middis-aged and
, Bl _.'.: and wlite, stang-

g7 fiving 1o music that

:je,.cd io the young, but

ic

-

meation 1 would not

f:r2y real sign that
vie had been eiiher
pre: ‘sermetow forced to
tevin a2 way that contormed to an im-
tie Jones wanted to project.

I 2lso woulén't forzet the man
w r.o'" the concressman pointed out.
it pime. T later learned. was Tom
rg 8-, and ke wouid be shooting at
mE nr:' the others zt the airstrip the
&fternoon.

3¢ I walked around the pavilion, 1
ﬁo._ced that mosi people ccailered as
foem 25 1 came near. 1 also noted that

[ LI

fgomenne would alwavs coMe Elomg
% *

ard Rz friengly, CEIL how zre You
d-imz® Don't vou want 10 lisien to the
rusic?”

Zuze.t 1 szig. vhurt 1 can hear it
frems nere. O curious 1o see your fa-

The usuzl resmanse was that there
1our the pext day, that
w1 were asleep in the
ome other Teason was
really shouldnt wander

;_.‘a‘.:nc' or ¥ OWE.
I cecsbed w :e:u.-:'. to the tabdle
¢ welxing 10 some of
a::e.-s vho had come
gzad Charles Garry,
awyers, were there,
o rg people who I
Jones' princi

e hanyy fur the first
es." Jones was saying.
iis diaipgne [beiween
znd m deiractors) stop so
in reace” [ gon't want
these people up.”

“TUe con do a good dob for Guyana
ene fer the United Stetes i they
would just Jeave ue alone,” he said.

He war asked i his Peoples Temple

-t 2 reliscus movement ané he
locked 10 Lane and Garry for a mo-
men: before answering. :

“Yeg, very much.” he said. But then
re said he wee a Marxist, too. “in the
cense that 1 believe in living toTether,
sharinz work, goods and services.”

7 wac sitting right next to Jones and
I remembered semething Grace
Steen. a former Peoples Temple mem-
per by wiom Jones claimed to have
fzthered a son. had told me. She told
me Jones, for a1l his insistence that he
was g earing. unsetfish man, was in
fact incredidly vajn and power bun-
Ty

«Just look at his sideburns” she
czid, “Be fills them with eve liner I
was curious.

It was true.

Suddenly. as I was staving at Jones'
sidebyrns, his demeanor turned. I
didn't hear the gusstion he had just
been asked. but the arewer, [ thought,
wat revealing: “Threat, threat, threar
of extinction!™ he ragzed. “I wish 1
wasn’t bern. at times. I understand
hate, love and hate. They are very
clese "

“Ther can have me, " he said. “In
meny ways I fee‘l iize I'm dyving. I've
never felt this wax before.”

Someone asked Jones about the
beatings that reportecdiy toox place at
Jonestown. about 1he black Hox that
residesnts were sz2id 10 be nlaced in for
deys 2l a time when they did some




t 1'ze, zbout the end-
‘wreached thai kept
the zred. up unlii =
¢ even thouzh they
in 21 6 em. to Dezid

-

g]l sarry for the man, He was
v sick physically znd some of
sa:d seemed jncoberent at

“¥iplence corrunts. And then they
¢av 1 wart power. What kind of power
tdp ] heve waiking down the path talk-
inz my 1o little old seniors?”

: e power,” he continued, his

i e

O e
=
LR

oy Y

A
"oy Py

moner. The ornly thing 1
caw thot T was pover borf. All
cgooe, I'm ooy verried about
w2 ceuld just stop it
fia. Dut if we don't I
L5 Loirs o heppen 1o

P

r

2d ended. The inter-
d. Excent for. Rran,
z

of us were soon ch
Fort Kaituma. where
nzed for us 1o sieep

T
.

of NBEC and Greg
.Glegrapher for the San

4

3
Z.e ihe next allzrnoon.
. we were siiting around
-inx when a local nolizes
1o the discciheque. Ee
out anc iold us some

7 ot whieh was pariicularly
interesiini. He said he knew for sure
Tl ihere was 2t leart one gun in
Jomesvide. -uiomatie rifle. that had

ar
—ezn rezistered wiith the Guvranese
covernment.

o ¥

-t - -
next meorning.

"

4 boid-fzzed lie!™ Jones thun-
Cerad. “It ceoms like we are defeated
by lies.”

Jones said he believed there was a
conspirasy &zzinst him and against
1ne.Pecpies Temple, a conspiracy that

+hgt ne sa2id prevenied him from re-

=e blamed for a2 number of law suils

S:dden!}'.l the word came .at
eral families Lad decided to leave
Lt-_LR,\'a::. Peopie were Eathering
Tension, for the first time, was sc;
apparent that it could be felt.
Circumstances were pressing
Facis were bezinnire to r
Jon:es‘ denizls as fast as he could
make them. Don Earris was tarowing
eq‘l:::j:.mns at Jones. karg guestions thas
& were makiaz ev
e king even harder tp
"The_more that leave, the less re-
sponsibility we bave,” Jones was sav.
Ing alter denying that envone wanted
to leave the idyllic Life Jonestown of-
fered. “Who in the bell wams
people?” .
Barris returned to the question of
funs ai Jonestown. "This is rub
Plsh. I'm ‘defeated." Jones szid. clear.
= near the breaking point. “I mizht
as well die. The rung have never been
used {o intumidste people. Anvone
is iree 10 come and gzo. ’
"The only thing I fee! ir that every
time they go. they lie. What 1 thought

a5t
a4 SRty pibsry

was keeping them here was the fear

in.

aovercome .

e 1€ oY, BeaCadlaU Ml LY e Vi
indusirialized sorciety,
me<t have fziled somehow.

1 . to huz them before they
leave. ne said a:s evenis were quici-
Iv moving beyvond his control, More
people wzrnted to go. I will let trem.
But they will try to destrov us. Theyv'll
try. Theyv always lie when theyr leave.”

People were crying. Familiee were
divided. with some mem©ers wasiing
1o go but others pol—or iesTipg they
couldn’t. >

Al Simon packed up his three kids
and wanted to leave. As we were
walking back to the dump truck for
the tinal trio to Port Kaituma air-
strip, Simon’s wife began screaming,
“Xe, no. no!” Someone whispered e
her: “Don't worry. we're going w
take care of everything.”

Ryan returned to the pavilion. We
went to the truck. A few minules
later, as we waited. we heard a com-
motiion. The newsman ran to the pa-
vilion. but were siopped by rmean-
looking secucity men.

Harris wee allowed in as ot

3

i
roearrativva Ho romn -
resentative. He came baek t

Sugdenly. the congressman emerzed
and walked towards the truck His
¢clothes were covered with hiood. The
urher man had been cut by his own
krnife as Lane and oixers wre:stied
with him to save Rvan's life.

Rven was QK. Bu: the vicience had
staried. It war ghout 3 p.m. Sarurcey
Within 3% hours, three gunmen
would atteck us as we iried to board
chariered airerait and then. in a finel
ot of desperation, Jones weuld order
+he mass suicide his peopie had re
hezrsed so many times befcre.

Steven Jones, 19, who was in
Georzeiown when the suicides ook
place, saig vesterday thot his fatrer
had gone crezzv and that Jonesiewn
had reilecten his paranoia. But Jones
szid hie iather's dream of 2 socinlist
urity was 511 valid, that it had proved

thal socialism could wors

Acked if Jonestown had potf bron
sn experiment in faseism — wilh its
armed guard and olher means o! nre-
veniing peonle from leaving — ratier
than en experiment in socialism. Jones
replied: “Myv father was the faseist.
Jonestown was and still could be*
beautiful.”

L
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Ryan Sensed Cultists Would Attack |

CEORGETOWN, Guyana—When
.ihe dump truck and tiracior from
|Jonestown suddenly appeared on the
side of the small landing strip in Port
Kaituma Saturday about 415 pm,
the 16 disaffected members of the
Peoples Temple who had decided to
leave with Rep. Leo J. Ryan (D-Cai-
if.) said there was going to be trouble.

We had arrived at the airstrip only .
a few minutes before and were in the
process of deciding who was going 1o’
go on the two planes that were there;

d who would stay behind because

a lack of space.

I remember several newsmen, in-
cluding myself, saying that the,
Jonestown people in our group were
erazy, just like the ones we had left
behind. Nothing was going to happen.
The dump truck and tractor were at

to cause any problems.

- : :
Yet, there was a certain urgency as

Jackie Speier, the congressman's
assistant, and the congressman him-
self became more anxious to gel ev-
eryone who was going to go boarded.
They clearly sensed, as | did not, that

Suddenly, three of the men from
the Jonestown tractor started across
the runway loward those who were
attemnpling to board the two air-,

t o

armed, and I remember thinking that
maybe they would try to stop some
people from leaving. Maybe there
would be a fistfight, but that would

Jonestown.

But then the tractor started across’
the runway toward us. [ remember
seeing the three men pushing a group
of Guyanese people who had gathered
away from the aircraft. Then the
ghooting suddenly began.

It was coming from the side of the
aircraft where I was standing. T didn’t
bother to look. | ran from the door of
the plane around to the other side. |
dove behind the plane’s wheel, on top
of someone who was already there,
thinking that the wheei might protect
me from the shots being fired on the
other side of the plane. —_—

€5 kept rolling over me as the

the other end of the runway, 00 tar%

the situation had become explosive. ©
planes. The men did not appear to be,

have little to do with me. | knew they
had no desire to keep any newsmen at

{Mount Clipping in Space Below)

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)
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zb«din‘g_glr‘nensified. The shots were louder now. And clo- _ Under the plane was the body of Greg Robingun_a Sap
ier. I could feel dirt spraying over me, but I didn't hear Francisco Examiner photographer. A woman, who I was

anyone screaming or moaning. Just the pop, pop, pop °fj}3$2 ‘&%ggagga;”&sef;?at;i:igogﬁrks» a temple member, was

he bublets. I At the back of the plane was the body of Bob Brown, an

I lay there, still, hoping they would think I was dead. I’ . Near him was Steve Sung, another NBC
ensed that the shots were being fired from the side and‘;NBC car??ral.x.?an ear ;;un. technicianr.lg ver(')y erll';adly

hen behind where I was lying. 1 knew then I was in the;, -

wrong place, because they had come around Lo my side of ¥:;$;I c{fftganﬁegﬁe ‘]:i:f
he pline. Suddenly, my left hip burned, I felt a part of a’ ter. Maria was' one of those
ooth chip and I knew I had been hit. ' in the hiérarchy at Jones-

town. He, too, was badly
wounded. Dwyer, who was
shot in the thigh, took

I refember thinking, This is crazy. It couldn't be. I was
foing to die in the middle of the jungle of Guyana, so far’
iway from my family and my friends. I also remember’ charge. He was tireless,
hinking that they were so close now it was just a matter; F firm and brave. Without

. of time before the big bullet would finally come smashing; "~ o ; him, we would still be in

ntome; 3 Port Kaituma.
1 was helpless. I thought that T wanted to be home, that It We moved the badly

wanted to see my family and friends again at Thanksgiv-

ing. I was waiting to die, and as the seconds went by, I be - gl

zame resigned. OK, T was ready. Let's just have it.

wounded into the brush at
the side of the runway.
There were rumors, told to
us by townspeople, that the

But then the shots ‘
WOUNDED —Charles Jonestown gunmen were
seemed farther %way ; e; Krause reports attack. coming back 1o finish us off.
opened my eyes and peer AP wirephote  'Whenever we heard a mo-

under my arm, down the
runway. 1 saw the tractor tor on the road at the far
| and the truck leaving. 1fend of the runway, the Guyanese would all run away. We

would run into the brush.

fﬁgtd e?!z gﬁ%?;e eﬁ;ﬁ;ﬁ One nightmare was over, but another had begun. The

were revving up. If thatfUuyanese werenot sure who was responsible for the mas-

plane was going, I was}acre. We were under suspicion. Dwyer got the local police

going to get on it to sel up a roadblock and to radio for help. But we were
1 jumped up and ran never sure that the roadblock was permanent, nor were

around to the plane’s door | We absolutely sure that word had been relayed to George-

on the other side. Jackie]town.

Speier was standing by the} We were repeatedly told that the Guyanese army was

luggage door. She said she|coming soon to evacuate us. We waited for a plane to land.

was injured, that she could- | We waited for help-—-all the while fearing another attack

n't make it in. I grabbed her | from Jonestown.

waist and got her on board.] We moved the wounded to a small army tent at the end

- : 1jumped in after her. of the runway, manned by four armed soldiers who had
Shetgaid she was badly hurt and she asked f her boss, | done nothing to stop the massacre nor the Jonestown peo-

Rep. Ryan, was OK. 1 said 1 didn't know. gie g‘gm tgengrljg‘ 3::3)’ . Buln%here _Wﬁs nDthrl‘;x else, as the
The plane was disabled. The tire opposite the one I hid pl: whg cgfi!]]dn'tmwaua;.moo ess night, to put the four peo

sehind_had been punctured by a bullet. One engine, 100, * Dwyer and Flick stayed with the wounded throughout

e Times map

1224 been damaged. the night. 1 was more or less in charge of the others, who

no spent the night in the Rum House, a small bar not far from
After a few seconds it became apparent that the plane the airstrip. » I

could kot take off. Someone ordered us out. It was gu by a man with a gun and another with a

Most of those aboard were people who had defected from knife. In fact, we were quite helpliess. Had the Jonestown

Jonestown that day. About six of them ran for the jungle. [people returned with their automatic weapons, we would
I “R' hard D he deputy chief of mission at th have had no chance. -
saw Richard Dwyer, the deputy chief of mission at the | qpe disaffeat

; , ed members of the Peoples Temple who
U.S. Bmbassy, Bob Flick, an NBC field producer, and Ne- T ; .
ville Annibourite, the Guyanese information officer who :rbggt 131;}39 um House told us their stories of horror

1 A . concentration camp” they had lived in. Th
was serving as the government liaison, standing near the g1¢4 1014 us they had no doubt &e gugmen would ret.urn.ey

plane &nd decided tojoin them. ' Every time we heard a truck or a strange noise, we hid
Then T looked back at the plane. Bodies were scattered as best as we could.

under and around it. Less than two feet from where ] had  Every now and then, someone would come to tell us the

lain was Ryan's body. Two feet on the other side of the army was on its way. Finally, about § am. Sunday, 13

wheetwas-the body of Don Harris, an NBC correspordient. hours afiel the massacre, the first army units arrived.



%EEE terror was aimost over. 1 went with er, who
had ¢oinie To see if we were all right, to the terg&wyMe
wounded had spent the night. It was a sad, awful sight.
Bugs were running over the bodies of the three men and
one woman who had spent the night on the earthen floor
of the army tent. But at least no one had died.

I kept thinking that if the bullet that had grazed my hip
had been an inch or two to the right, I would be in the tent
with the badly wounded. Or Y would be dead.,

‘What had started out as a zany story about a congress-
man wanling to investigate a freaky religious commune in
Guyana was no longer zany.

Someone would say that Leo Ryan was right. He knew
something was terribly wrong at Jonestown. He sensed—
even if he might be ridiculed for making the trip—that we
should come and try to unmask the horror. .

We were along for the ride.

When 1 flew out of Port Kaituma Sunday afternoon, 1
took one last look as the rescue plane headed down the
runway for takeoff to Georgetown. Ryan's body was right
where it was when he died. So were the bodies of the four
others, exactly where they had been after the gunmen

openEa fire
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Jones Gathe

By Marsha

and Ron Javers
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He Deprived Followers to Keep Them Dependent . inv.

red Chrome Buckets

Full of Money

il Kilduif '

€ 1978 San Francisco Chronicle

" For an Indiana
peddled monkeys
slumt, the riches th

ing Jim Jones’
were staggering.

pastor who once

door to door in a

at poured in dur-

stay in California
It became a prob-

lem merely to dispose of the wealth.
Mike Touchette, one of the money

managers during the early 1970s, de-

scribed how weekend bus trips from

— e ————
Fourth of a Series

5

Redwood Valley sometimes netted

$25.000 at a branch

temple in Los An-

geles and up to.$12,000 in San Fran-

cisco.
“Within an hour

and a half, we'd

get a few thousand dollars,” she

related. “We'd be ¢

ounting as fast as

we could. Jones would demand a
total before we finished, so (a high-

ranking member)
total as of that
$1:200. Jones woul
only collected $400
group and that was
passed
times."”

would write the
moment, maybe
d then say we'd
to $500 from that
not enough. They

the bucket two or three

TOUCHETTE AND another ex-
member, Jackie Swinney, recalled
taking the chrome buckets of change
and bills into a sorting room guarded
by Jones' bodyguards during serv-
ices. In the pails would be rings and
jewelry, too.

From $i0 million to $15 million
may have poured into church coffers
by mid-1977, according to attorney
Tim Stoen, the former top temple
adviser who left the group in 1977
About $5 million was deposited in
banks in Panama, Stoen said. “There
was $1 million of that [ had in my
name at one time in an account of the
Bank of Nova Scotia in San Fran-

cisco."

The pattern through all the
church’s financial dealings with its
members became clear. Jones de-
prived members of money and per-
sonal possessions that might tempt
weak believers to leave,

Members who lived in church com-
munes cashed their pay checks,
turned the money over to the church
and received a $2 weekly allowance.
Neva Sly, a church member for nine
years, said she gave the church her
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$1,200-a-month salary from a local
radio station and, in exchange, re-
ceived an allowance, meals, a roor
and a discount bus ticket.

“If I had to take someopne to lunch,
I would have to requisition it a week
before. If 1 needed clothing, 1 had to
provide an itemized statement of
exactly what I needed and how much
it cost.”

EVEN THE VERY poor were told
to give contributions, A 52-year-old
woman on welfare, Laura Corneli-
ous, gave her $200 family watch and
some clothing and made quilts and
bedspreads that the church sold,

Sandy Rozynko, 18, described
another wa?' that Jones swelled the
church's colfers. “They'd take a bus-

" load of kids every weekend into San

Francisco and leave them on various
sireet corners with donation cans. I
made at least $32 in four hours.”

“The temple ended up with every-
thing ! had,” said Jeannie Mills, a
member along with her husband and
family from 1970 to 1975.

“That's what made it o hard for
us to leave. We had nowhere to ﬁo
and nothing to fall back on, she
said.

“It (the money) became almost a
joke with Jim,” Grace Stoen said. In
addition to her duties as head counse-
lor, she was one of the church’s no-
taries and witnessed scores of legal
documents,

“We used to wonder what to do
with it 2l[. But we never spent it on
much,” she said. . *

The money piled up through a be-
wildering series of methods. A mem-
ber — usually a lower-income black
— would be approached within a
month of joining and asked to con-
tribute a quarter of his income, This
slice was raised to a third and then
up to 40 percent for some, former
members said.

AN INVITED GUEST or & pro-
spective member would never see a
donation bucket or return-addressed
contribution envelope. Such an ap-

roach came later when the mem-

er's trust in Jones was strong
encugh to make money only a minor
matter.

“When we first joined it was all so
wonderful,” said ex-member Jackie

Swinney. ‘There was nothing but
kind words, lots of attention and Jim
the humanitarian,’’ she said.

““Then it went from 5 to 10 to 25

percent of my husband’s salary,
said.

Swinney herself was promoted
within the church to the job of han-
dling finances for the church’s “com-
munes,”’ a word Jones favored to dis-
guise the fact that the facilities were
really rooming houses for members.

The communes in the Redwood
valley and San Francisco areas
brought the church a lot ol money.
By asking a member to buddy wp
with a half-dozen others and then
charging rent for this arrangement,
“we were clearing $8,000 to $10,000
per month when we were just in Red-
wood Valley,” Swinney said,

ha
sqae

i)

-

By the mid-"70s, the church had at
least 12 communes, many ‘th up
ward of a dozen people e. , scat
tered through the Fillmore district in
San Francisco.

. TIM STOEN remembered coach-
ing Jones on farming out his wealth.
I told him to move the money
around. It was stacking up and was,
going to cause big trouble,’” ke said.

The worry over government in--

quiry into his tax affairs became a
central problem for Jones, members
said. This was not so much because

! of a possible loss of the tax exemp-
tion that Jones’ church enjoyed, but

because of the threat that such an
investigation could lead to a wider
search.

Anather pot of gold for the church
was its private printing press, an
enterprise in which Jones took par-
ticular pride and interest. Jones
ordered Jeannie and Al Mills. the
couple responsible for temple publi-
cations, to study the mailings of

_other hard-sell preachers in the coun-

try. )
The couple composed new layouts

and color combinations almost every
month as Jones stole ideas from one
rival preacher or another.

Jones had Mills follow him every-
where, photographing him {rom
every angle until the most flattering
poses were found. The result of all
this media-conscious homework was
the satisfaction of being the best-
looking miracle worker on paper —
to Jones’ mind. But for ihe Miils, the
results showed in other ways.

“AS A RESULT of these mailings
we averaged about $800 per day (in
the early 1970s), and that is a very
conservative figure,' she said.

The publications effort spilled into
another church sideline. Photographs
of Jones, encased in plastic en-
velopes, were peddled to members
who believed the image of Father
was a talisman to ward off burglars,
illness and traffic accidents. ‘

Birdie Marable sold nine different
kinds of Jones pictures from a tray
she carried like a nightclub cigarette
girl during weekend services. “I
made $80 to $100 a meeting”’ she said.

Then there were the property
transfers.

Between 1967 and 1977, the church
or its officials were involved in 32
recorded real estate transactions.
Ten of these were gifts of property to
the church by temple members. In
San Francisco last year the church

sold two pieces of property: a three-|!

unit apartment for $127,000 on June
21 and a pair of flats for $42,500 on

AMav 19

iNig y ik

In addition there were sales in
which temple officials used the
power of attorney signed over by
other members, For example, a rest
home owned by James and Irene Ed-

wards was sold July 1, 1877, for $90,-

000. The Edwards had left San Fran-
ciscoin early 1977 for Guyana.

BUT THE AVERAGE temple
member was never in a position to
offer the church wealth. The vast
majority were people like Jesse
Boyd, a black elderly widow who
lived alone in a one-room studio
apartment run by the San Francisco

ousing Authority in the Tenderloin
ghetto.

She paid a quarter of her monthly
income of $403 in rent and, until she

left in February of this year, another
quarter to the church.

i In her six and a half years as a
Temple member, she signed over to
the church checks totaling more than

900, :

With ali these revelations, with all
the witnesses testifying to fraud,
indignity ard punishment, the world
pulside the temple rarely noticed and
certainly never cried out.

., Occasionally, in California- news-
papers, a disaffected temple member
would speak out about the abuses

_being perpetrated by Jones, but few

in the media ever saw any pattern or.

reason to force a public inquiry.
It wasn't until July 1977 — after
. Jones had abandoned San Francisco
to his temple subordinates to lead his
cult at its jungle outpost in Jones-
town — that District Attorney Joesph
Freitas of San Francisco opened an
official investigation,
. But Freitas did not announce that
, inquiry, nor did he disclose its nega-
" tive results until alter the Jonestown
massacre. Only then did he feel
impelled to release the report — in
.order to counter political charges
that he had never probed the temple.

1

! IN FACT, Freitas had assigned
! five investigators from his special
" prosecutions team to examine all the

charges then current against Jones
" and the temple leadership.

The confidential report noted that
charges had been raised of homicide,
child abduction, extertion, arson,
battery, illegal drug use, diversion of
V{elfare funds and kidnapping.

., Y But the investigators insisted,
* gfter taking testimony from 70 wit-

; nesses, that they could not confirm a

! single charge nor develop enough

- evidence to sustain a single prosecu-
tion. ‘

(Toﬁlorrow: temple's fateful exodus
to Guyana.)
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Jim Jones’ Obsessions Grew- .2

arch
marsna

In September
1972, Jim Jones
bought ~  an
auditorium in
San Francisco
for $122,500.
Jones' future
« continued to ex-
pand and with it
the size and
wealth of his con-
gregation. He
opened another
church in Los
Angeles, buying
an old syna-
gogue.

Jones bepan
publishing a.six-
to eight-page
newspaper
called the Peo
ples Ferum,

—Sex, Health, Drugs, Guns = _—

11 Kilduff and Ron Javers

1974 San Francisco Chronicle

OF THE PLOPLES TENPLE
SECTANDTHE
MASSACRE INGUEANA

wn

claiming a circulation in excess of 300,000. Actu-
ally, production was closer to 60,000 papers.

:30 a.m. every

aides included So
causes of crime.

less families.

state leaders beg

thousand, and a
made a point of a

The temple bought broadcast time from 11 to 11-

Saturday on KFAZ, a religious

radio station. Topics that Jones discussed with his

uth Africa, the arms race and the

About this time Jones had his first involvement
with Guyana. Operation Bread Basket was de-
signed to help clothe and feed the poor in the for-
mer British colony in South America. Jones em-
barked on a quick tour of the jungle and came

back with stories of starving children and home-

“For $2,000,"" he said, “‘you can buy a home for
13 people Far $200 you can buy an acre of jungle
land. And for $20 you can buy five rakes.”

JONES BFEGAN sending his followers in [arge
groups to political gatherings. More and more
an arriving at the temple’s Sun-
day service. Gov. Jerry Brown spoke to several

half dozen lesser state officials
sking for a chance to speak at the

temnple if their campaigns needed a lift.
On Sept. 25, 1976, Jones found time to throw a

testimonial party for himself, a glittering affair at
. the San Francisco temple. The guests included Lt.
Gov. Mervyn Dymally, Congressmen John and
Phil Burton, Assemblyman Willie Brown and
Mayor George Moscone — liberal Democrats all.

Assoc. Dir.
Dep. AD Adm.
Dep. AD Inv.

Adm. Servs. _

Crim. Inv.
Ident.

Legal Coun.
Plan. & Insp.
Rec. Mgnt.
Tech. Servs.
Troining
Public Affs. OH. ___
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Director's Sec'y
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The L.os Angeles Times
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When it came time for President C- *=-'s inau-
guration, Jones sent seven busloads o. rers to
Washington while he and his aides flew anead for
the special rally. Jones had been invited by a
grateful Rosalynn Carter, whose staff remem-
bered the happy, photogenic ¢crowd Jones provided
several months earlier.

The first signs of serious problems for Peoples
Temple in its San Francisco stronghoeld began to
appear inearly 1977.

Reporters were beginning to press for inter-
views with Jones, asking for more details about
the man behind the dark glasses who never took a
step without his entourage and bodyguards. There
was talk that the church had amassed a fortune by
squeezing its followers into turning over huge
sums of money.

Then the first group of former members stepped
tirmdly forward.

JONES, THE GOOD and kindly humanitarian
who had won over these former members at the
start, was a complete fraud, a charming manipula-
tor, a cynical politician and a false puritan whose
public piety and private life were worlds apart,
they asserted. .

1t all sounded so crazy that few reporters could
absorb all the details, and it took weeks for most of
these first listeners to sort out their impressions:

Jones was obsessively vain. His aides dyed his
hair. One of his bodyguards carried a suitcase con-
taining a hair dryer and a make-up kit.

When the Father, as Jones came to be called,
traveled with his congregation, he rode with his
immediate staff in a special bus. Its air conditioner
was kept in good repair, while those on the rest of
the fleet — in which other temple members rode —
were left out of order to save money. |

Jones had a rear compartment custom-built for
himself, complete with bathroom, bed, clothes
closet, refrigerator and vault for carrying church
donations. His bus quarters also were made bullet-

roof. :
P Then there was the toilet paper and shampoo
crisis when the temple ran short. ‘

“JONES GOT ON the microphone in his room
which was connected to speakers throughout the
temple and told people, ‘I don't have any toilet
paper or shampoo. I make do. So can you.” But in
his room, he had a whole array of shampoo and it
was the very best, most expensive kinds, and he
had rolls and rolls of toilet paper,” former member
Mike Cartmell said. .

Another former member, Deborah Blakey, said

Jones came up .1 anoy Aa. “People were
assigned to go out and steal toilet paper from gas
stations,” she said. ,

Family ties within the church were always kept
under Jones® direct control. He ordered marriages
ended and arranged new ones. Many of his mara-
thon six-hour sermons dwelled on sex, and he even
directed members to discontinue sexual relations.
Frequently Jones prociaimed himself the oniy per-
son permitted to have sex. He often complained he
was exhausted from proving his prowess among
the church women he claimed would not leave him
alone.

Jones did not stop with temple women. One male
ex-member recalled how, at 17, he began a rela-
tienship with Jones that carried on sporadically
from 1968 to 1973,

Gerald Parks, Jeannie Mills, Mike Cartmell and
Deborah Layton Blakey — four former femple
members — said Jones would rave for hours about
his sexual adventures. Men and women would be
forced to strip off their clothes at the public meet-
ings. -

“EVERYONE HAD TO say they were a
homosexual or a leshian," Cartmel] said. “Jones
realized the power of sex in destroying stable
family relationships. In some cults you have
comrunal living. In Peoples Temple, Jones, like
Father Divine, made himself the only legitimate
object of sexual desire.”

Jones also was obsessed with his health — or
lack of it. *

Inside the small black briefcase that a body-
guard carried were a collection of *'vitamin pills."”
Ex-members said Jones constantly popped pills for
every reason — to wake up, to stay alert, to go to
sleep, to lighten a mood, to ease a headache.

“Jim was always complaining about his health
;;m'c{li how many illnesses he had,” one ex-member
said.

Jones was totally obsessed with diet, Jeannie
Mills recalls. **We'd squeeze into the room and
couldn't even go to the bathroom while Jones sat in
an overstuffed chairs eating fruits and bits of
steak because he said he had low blood sugar and
had to have proteins to keep his strength.

“Jim used to say, ‘How can you complain about
something when I'm in such pain. Look what Fa-
ther is doing for you.'”

The church had its own staff of nurses and a doc-
tor. It was an easy matter for Jones to acquire

nearly any drug he wanted.



.THE DARK GLASSES he always wore covered
up his eyes, which showed the effec  * his drug
dependence. His moods would shift a. 'y from
warm embraces to fist-shaking rages, w...ch aides
also attributed to his constant use of pills and
stimulants.

It was in Redwood Valley that Jones turned to

displays of weapons. His aides swaggered around
the church parking lot in uniforms and talked of
death threats and bombs discovered beneath the
wheels of Jones' private bus.
- The guns were always described — to members
and outsiders alike — as a precaution reluctantly
agreed to by Jones. But Jones had taken the extra
step of ordering his bodyguards and inner circle to
obtain concealed weapons permits.

Wayne Pietila, an ex-member, said Jones had
even ordered that a supply be hidden away in

caves near the Redwood Valley templc. He kept a

.38.caliber handgun within reach on the podivm.
Pietila had a stocky body and bore a facial
resemhblance to Jones. On a 1974 summertime
swing through Texas, Jones ordered Pietila made
up in minister’s robes and dark glasses and his
hair dyed black — in effect a counterfeit Jones.
The idea was for Pietila to enter a church, sur-

roeunded by Jones' familiar entourage. That way,
Jonec enn‘l the agsassing who were waltlng would °

fire first at Pietila. The temple guards could then '

spot the gunmen and capture them.

“What if I’'m shot?' the worried Pietila wanted
to knew. “'Don’'t worry, I appreciate your dedica-
tion,” Jones replied.

AT THE TOP OF the church empire was, of
course, Jones, whose rule was unguestioned. -

Surrounding him were perhaps a dozen to 20
inner-circle advisers, a majority of them white

waman Barnnth thic cornnd laral wae n third tha
WULITLL. DwElTalil Lllla OV I YL WI-ID @ LLIRL N, LB

Planning Commission, composed of seme 100
church principals. Within this last group was an
elite circle of about a dozen ‘'secretaries” and
“‘counselors.’” Though the church was 70 to 80 per-
cent black, probably two-thirds of the upper-eche-
ion ieaders were white.

“P.C." meetings were the heart of temple busi-
ness and strategy sessions. By the early 1970s,
these sessions lengthened into ali-night marathons.

The subject of such meetings could be almost
anything. Typical topics were: how to handle a
troublesome press reporter; what to do about sup-
plies for the Guyana mission; or how many peopie
can go on next weekend's trip to Los Angeles.

It was in San Francisco that Jones let his Plan-
ning Commission members take part in one of his
dares. He gdve each of the members a glass of
wine and told them to drink it all down, even
though liquor was forbidden.

After they had complied, Jones told them it was
poison and they would all be dead in 45 minutes.
But after the time ran out, Jones told them not to
worry, that he was only testing their faith. ‘I hate
that I had to do it,”’ he told his relieved followers.

AT e

BEATINGS WERE A popuiar form of punish-
ment. When a member was called up for physical
discipline, Jones always presided over the ses-
sions, though he rarely participated in the beating.

Children were paddled with a flat board called
the “board of education.” Former member Mike
Cartmell said one youngster screamed until he
dropped unconscious. A young girl, Linda Mertle,.
16, was lashed ‘‘until her butt looked like ham-
burger," her father, Al Mills, said. He and his wife
Jeannie changed their names two vears ago from
Elmer and Deanna Mertle ta cut any legal connec-
tion with their past Tlives in the temple.

Jones would stand to the side of the beatings
conducted on stage, sometimes calling out the
strokes of the paddle. At the end of the beating the
victim would hobble over to Jones and mumble,
“Thank vou, Father” into a microphone that Jones
held out. -

There also was talk of the “‘blue-eyed demon,” a
device that no one was allowed to see. It was used
mainly on younger children who had misbehaved.

Jones would stop Planning Commission meet-
m:u: to call ont the names of children scheduled far
pumshment and lead them off stage at the San
Francisco temple while everyone at the full meet-
ing waited.

JONES TOOK THE kids to the church infirmary

whersa ha orderad fpmnln nurcac tn nea aithar an
............. nurses o use ginher an

electric cattle prod or heart defibrillator to send
an electric shock through a chifd’s body.

When the sobbing, sniffling youngsters returned
they were usually repeating over and over,
“Thank you, Father, thank you, Father,” a woman |

rebhan manallind
Meinoer reCauca.

Adults fated other tests. Sheets of paper statmg I
that the undersigned Peoples Temple member had [
consplred against the U.S. government, taken part |
in & railroad yard bombing or molested their chil-
dren were circulated. Members were asked to sngn
these farfeiched staiemenis about themseives. It I’
was a test of their Jove. .
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A Look Inside the Peoples Temple~—

By Marshall K"d“ff_._ .. $an Francisco Chronicle reporter Marshall Kilduff was one of the first aboratory
¢ AndRon Javers © reporters to sound the alarm that all was not as it seemed with the Peo- |y .0
ples Temple and with its leader, the Rev. Jim Jones. That was twoanda °" = "

Peoples Temple, San Francisco,
January 1977 — Up a flight of steps is
- -:a black iron grille gate. A young
male guard stands inside the gate be-
"~ *Tore a second door, made of wood and

Vettad with o loelk naanhnle and bt

glar alarm wires.

§ I fro T le ¢ ;
f::rr;gg:: welcome lrom  femp in The Washington Star. . ’

half years ago. When the Peoples Temple story began to heat up again
this year, Ron Javers, one of Kilduff's colleagues at the Chronicle, was ec. Mgnt,
assigned to accompany Rep. Leo J. Ryan on his ill-fated investigative ., ¢
mission to the Temple’s outpost in Guyana. As it turned out, Javers be- Fel. Jervs.
came not only a witness to but a victim of the attack that killed Ryan'aining

lap. & Insp.

PHLEC Wilh & 10CK, peephole and Bul- o nd four others. In their book, “The Suicide Cult,” the two newspaper-slic Afls. Off, __
P et ; men have combined to give a uniquely informed account of the Peoples ¢gh R

r . h : el .

Once inside, the visitor receives a Temple and Jim Jones. The book will be excerpted in daily installments ,ep o

ector's Sec'y ____

_We're glad you et us arrange this main hall and balcony are jammed
visit for you, they say. : with 1,500 to 2,000 people for the occa-
The locks, the gates, the guards gion. Three-quarters of the people
are all sort of an annoyance, the staff are elderiy blacks, but the balcony is
members add. You see, Jim gets full of kids. The visitor is given a seat
; these threats, you should see the let~ jn front with Jones aides sitting on ei-
p~— -ters we get from Nazis, and we've ther side and behind.

had arson fires. The stuff we do,  The show snaps open with the Soul-
Jim’s kind of stands on issues, bring steppers, a half-dozen teen-age danc-
out the dangerous people, theysay.  ers. ““Two of them used to be in a
"':r/ The front hall is fitted with imita- gang in Los Angeles before they
" tion leopard-skin sofas, smoked mir- came to the Temple,” one Jones foi-

~ rors, potted palms and spotless white jower says. -
B = plaster waiis.' 'GIBSS ca;es hoid al Next, a singi_ng group. Their
.jumble of political trophies — from 'lyrics: *‘People get ready / The
the San Francisco County Board of puses are coming / Don’t need no
Supervisors, the state legislature, the tickets / You can thank Jim Jones.”

NAACP. ~ The lead singer used to be a drug adict, another
P TRl H

h A QU[CK TOUR' sets Off. and the TEUlplc Mcinioer waisperls. . .
Temple seems a bustling showplace Then Jones takes over. He is middie-aged, of
b! self-help and charity. A laundry average height, with a spare-tire belly but a hand-
and child-care area are down one some, square-jawed face. He is wearing tinted
hall. Off the auditorium stage is an glasses and his glossy black hair is perfectly
audio-visual room where the Temple combed. . e
radio show is taped each week. There JoOnes Degins nis sermon, a l00se 1OTrmAaL 01 ques-
is a medical treatment room, & ham tions and answers. Aides run up and down the
radio station used to reach the South aisles bringing a microphone to those waiting to
American mission in a village cfafl!ed speak. _
Jonestown, an accounting office, : R L.
Srint shop, carpentry area, law o,_j Ali g!AN ASKS: "What kind of a man was
: i i esus?’’ o
fices and several wings in ;he UPPET ""iHe threw the money-changers out of the Tem-
floors for counseling and temporary ple.” -o- .
living quarters. " *“What does God mean to you?"

Jones, his wife Marceline and their  **Concern for everyone.” _
children — seven adopted, one natu-  Then the final question. An elderly white man

ey

ral — stay somewhere in the top asks about “the selectivity of the healing process.’
floors of the Temple, but aides, again "“What is {our particular problem, sir?” Jones in-
citing threats and arson attacks, quires. A bad back, been bothering him for years,
skirt the area on the tour. the man says. : L
- " The tour leaders show off various Jones begins to talk about psychosematic in-
beneficiaries of the Temple's good: ness, the need to believe, and then points to a
ds: & teen-ager sleeping off a her- woman inthelronirow.
gf;f ovzrdcfse, gan elgerﬁ, w?)mean “Every gland in her body was filled with eancer.
whose illness has been cured, 8 man' The doctors gave her no hope. But look -at her
with a bad knee pgetting special now.” The woman, a sixtyish Caucasian, stands
‘therapy. . e R up, lifts her arms out and darnces & short hopping

- ] jig incircles. o e e
THE TOUR ENDS in time for a _ Several more older peopie raise their Band when
visitor to attend Sunday service. The

Jones points to them. He describes their ailments
and how each recovered miraculously. Cancer, ar-
thritis, crippling injuries from automobile acci-
dents had all vanished, Jones says.
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FINALLY, with the audience bobbing their
keads, shifting in the chairs, Jones dispatches the
first woman to the back of the room where the
man with the back problem stands. ‘ .

*‘Give him a hug, show him that divine love,”
Jone shouts. .

She dashes up the aisle and wraps her arms
around the stranger. The two dance for a moment
while 1,500 peopie watch and murmur. The old
man suddenly throws up his arms. “‘It's gone! The
pain is gone! Thank you, Jim! I'm all well!”

o © = Marshali Kilduf!

r -
H .
‘J" .
) * & ¢ w
-

} PORT KAITUMA, Guyana — It happened so
ast.. |
" We were standing at the edge of the grass-
covered rfunway of the jungle airport at Port
Kaituma, waiting to board our littie plane. I saw
the guns. There was a shot and a bullet seared into
my left shoulder. I fell.

Three men advanced on us.

. I could see that Don Harris of NBC was hit. Bob
Brown, the NBC cameraman, stayed on his feet
and kept filming even as the gunmen advanced.
Calmly, dispassionately, brutally, they blew the
heads off their targets. Don Harris was kilied. Bob
Brown's brain was splatiered all over his blue
NBC minicam. I didn’t see what happened to Con-
gressman Leo Ryan,

I jumped up and ran as fast as I've ever run in
my life across the airstrip and into the jungle. I
remember thinking to zigzag so I wouldn’t be an
easy target in the short grass. But [ also remem-
ber thinking, no, it will slow you down. Run
straight. I dived into the jungle, tearing scratches
into my hands and arms, knocking my glasses off
my face and my camera from my neck. I was sure

the men would follow me.

1 MADE MY WAY 50 yards into the under-
growth. Then [ stopped. I was in swamp up to my
waist. It's time to take inventory, I told mysell.

Very purposefully, I took my handkerchief out of

my pocket and wadded it against my upper left
shoulder where I'd been hit. My khaki-colored
ishirt was already drenched in biood.

I tied my shoe§., which had come [oose in the
thick mud.

Somehow I collected my wits. Night would fall in
an hour, and I would never get out if I went deeper
into the swamp. I decide to trave! paralle! to the
airport runway so that I would have some notion of
where I was. ] moved through the swamp until 1
was about 300 yards from where we were attacked.

I worked my way into the tall grass at the edge
n; the runway and peered through the grass at tﬁe
plane,

Congressman Ryan was lying in the mud i
Tront of the right wheel of the Eircraft. x'~{isufat::z1
kad been shot olf. -

IDGN HARRIS lay alongside the middle of the
plane. :

Bob Brown’'s body was at the tail.

Patricia Parks, the daughter of a woman who
had defied Jones and insisted on leaving, was lying
At the foot of the plane's stairs.

Greg Robinson, the young San Francisco Exam-
Iner photographer in our party, was at the left
wheel, his body crumpled almost in half. - -

There was no way of telling what was going on
at Yonestown. Long before we arrived, we had
heard stories of planned mass suicides if Jones
Erer came up against a problem he couldn’t han-

e.

The stories no longer seemed so unreai.

: — Ron Javers

Tomorrow: Jim Jones’ early years, education and
‘ ministry.
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Chronicle reporter Ron Javers was a surwvor of
. the Jonestown attack that killed Congressmam L;o .
Ryvan and four others. He gave this account from Title: X
Puerte Rico during a refueling of the US. military ite:  RYLTURS
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tboughl - and worse. f,: ,’ ﬁ,.

We knew that before the sbooting sulrtod

All of us who had gone into the Peoples Temple

Jonestown on Eriday.w ith Congr
J. R) an felt lucky to be out of there alive.
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~t P wae far down the field by the time I returned to
Rvanseemed especially Jucky. He had: been :°

attacked just before we left the jungle seitiemént, and. m"f"“m I
bis shirt was stained by his attackers blood. + | - ... ‘ . And then. 1|ke the other survivors, I returned o
e '_ a 1
Now, at 420 p.m. Saturday we could see; twof the crippied plane. ' !
girplanes waiting for us on the nearby airstrip, and thel » * 1.eo Ryan was on his back in a blue cord suit, 131 g
mdeai seemed nearly over. _ e the mud in front of the right wheei of tie aircraft.
One plane was the twin-engine craft that had . His face had been shot off

brought us to Port Kaituma, seven miles outside » . ;
Jonestown, on Friday, and was ready to take us back. A Don Harris lay alongside the middle of the plane.
small. single-engine plane was for refugees from the . Brown was at the tail of the 18-passenger Otter.

colony. o
_ Vi e ... Patricia Parks. one of the people who had asked us
] was standing between Bob Brown and -Don - ¥o help her escape from Jonestown, was lying at the
Harris, thle t“% NBC men who were to be killed : foot of the plane’s stairs.
moments later by gunmen charging out of a nea.rby : ;
tractor-and-trailer parked on the edge of the airstrip. t Greg Robinson. the San Er ancisco Ef.‘ff,l iner

photographer at ine scene, was ai ine el wiies, nis
The NBC crew and I became close friends in. ‘h*‘ ‘ jhod) crumpled aimost in haif.
course of our stay.

.. . There were four Guyanese soldiers at the far end
o The firing erupted from guns close by. I was hit of the field. .
—— fist. 1 was knocked to the grotind by a slug in the left ' 2 o fald ug nhm hadn't heen ahle to shoot at the

ﬁhDUld a e _ !;" iney g ug ine t heer
er. apparently from & .38-caliber weapon. | i e tattackers during the assault because they were afraid

1 crawled behind the right whee! of the planes- ;}he} would kill still more people.

& i
Bob Brown stayed on his feet and kem mmmg .. The only policeman at the field, carrying a singlgt
what was happening even as the attackers adv anced on "heﬂl ‘:‘:Otgm}, h‘dfj li"_‘i'.’, (}15:11;1’11‘13 ({ipl{)fﬂﬂ:?gf ?;t.:&efff h
o e ATAINE, XL AFLSE LALC AL td sasa>
him with their guns. T 1€ FeopIe s 1ENipie oogaii 3 B

<. 'and trailer while we were getting ready to board the
3¢ ¢ - two planes — our own craft and the smaller one that
“4vas set to carry away the fugitives from Jonestown.

e}

While I was trying to decide whether to stay wheére ™ y¢ noarly as we could tell, about half the attackers

S R B o AL ~ el sl

1 wus or risk the lllj-) ard dash across ibe (IUbHFUpPUu ‘were while anu hail were black.

]

He was incredibly tenacious.

S e

grass field to the jungle, I saw Brown go down. ; Those of us who had survived were still terrified.
r
Then I saw one of the attackers stick a shotgun - We took our most seriously wounded to the
right into Brown's face — inches away. if that. < soldiers' tent, and then we retired into Port Kaituma,

! , . ) ' . the seltiement next to the airstrip, and went into a
! Beb's brain was blown out of his head. It spattered - gmall cafe called a rum house. ’

tpe blue NBC minicam. = .
i] . The local Guyanese knew they were risking their
T'li never forget that sight as long as 1 live. | o safety by letting us stay. :
Iran, and then 1 dived head-first into the brush But the3 were extremely kind 1o us.

" . . We stood watches during the stormy night 4
1 got up and scrambled as far into the swamp @81 .54 turns standing guard in pairs outside the police
I was about lw yards from the airstrip and up 1o hut where our wounded were Iying.

N i Wﬂwf- , ia ‘_'F E , N
¥ yajﬁ* ., Ve -1t The heavy tmpical storm made movement difficult

L Hmshed Ikrough ttn ram forest, walking parallel J.— not oniy for us bui for those who had chosen us as
“4¢'the funw anrﬂng 1 hgure out what had happened. their quarry.

RA T | Boerer I . . -
w1 aoulqn‘l ﬁ'e muth, lhad lost both pairs of glasses Th‘“ rain may have saved our lives.
had with me”" Vo wrw S Bvery time we heard a noise, especially whenever

we heard a truck along the Port Kaituma road. we

+ P
But there was silence. Apparently the part) “of  thought we would be attacked again.

attackers. which must have mclu&e&-‘!’our ﬂwe oF" six? ' Of course none of us had any weapons.
men wittrgms, had fled. B2 e # v L ’
e l - AndTime moved slowly.



r\lh/en,ue first reached Jonestown on Friday night,
the*aimosphere was lively and cordml ™ We found
ourselves getting a real Cook's tour from the People's
Temple inhabitants, with everything arranged for us.
There was great rock music from the Junestown band
and entertainment during dinner.

4 And while we tried, vainly at first, t

Q
from the organized fun we were told how happy
everyone was.

But before we left for an evening drive through
foot-deep mud to Port Kaituma. a young man slipped
Don Harris of NBC a message written on a child’s slate
saving. “Please help me get out of Jonestown.,”

It had four signatures.

Back in Port Kaituma, where the entire group of us
spem Friday night in a tin-roofed disco — a small beer

nnnnn | £ o Tl
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Guvanese began telling us horror stories.

They told us about one man who had escaped from
the colony last summer, only to be captured by puards
fﬁom Jonestown and then beaten.

f

i When we returned the following morning to
Jonestown, we were not surprised 10 see Jim Jones’
cdrefully stage-managed production start to crack.

Edith Parker., one of the 1100 in Jonestown,
approached Congressman Ryan and said she uanted to
leave with him.

The Hst grew.

About an hour before it was time for us 1o leave
Jonestown. nine people said they wanted to go.

Then 12.

Finally about 20 got up their courage td defy Jones. ‘

Thete were too many of us for one truckload. The
reporters and cameramen were told we would go out in
the first batch, but Congressman Ryan would wait 10
lepve in the second.

We were relieved to be going.

Jones had struck us as a madman. We watched him
.as he kept takmg plus unul be seemed dazed by them.

qm Hv hqted a uhole Latalogue of diseases he said
Wete affliicting him, starting with cancer.

But he did agree 1hat the 20 people who “amed to

H) could leave with us. He even said he thought they !

huichad in
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gnich! be “betler off” somewhere eise if they no longer
wanted to stay in Jonestown. :

Suddenly there was a commotion jn the central
building that serves as the colony’s meeting placg — a
large structure with tin roof and packed dirt fiogy.

A Theerng through the crowd.

" Ahen a voung white man made a direct Iuﬁge at
Ryamwitira knife. =

The blade was at Ryan's throat uhen Mark Larf
and Charles Garry, Jones' lawyers and longum\r
supporters, grabbed the weapon. ‘

The attacker was cut before he could be disarmed

and Ryan's shirt was drenched with the attackers
blood.

L)
Ryan ran to the truck at that point, and we
lumbered off through the mud to the airstrip.

Shaken by his narrow escape. Ryan told us as we
reached the air strip, "1 wouldn't be alive if it was not
for Mark Lane.” -

Ryan lived only a few minutes longer.
* * *

After the attack at the airstrip, there was no
chance for a rescue plane until- morning.

We spent the night listening to the stories the 12
former residents of Jonestown had to tell.

a

They corroborated every evil story about the pla e
that we had heard.

They told us how Jim Jones had led the enti
colopy into making a maniacal suicide pact with him:

They talked about stores of weapons in the so-
called peacefu! jungle mission.

And whenever there was a crisis, they recalled.
Jones had assembled the whole colony into a huge,
circular assembly and mesmerized them into agree-
ment..

We understood then why there had been an
ominous cheer from the People’s Temple residemts
back at Jonestown before the young knmife-wielder
charged at Ryan.

Dayhreak twhich we never expected to see) finally
came. ‘

" At 830 am. the first batch of Guyanese troo s
starrived at Pon Kaituma.
I

| They had flown to a landing fiel

Liridge, about 30 miles away. and were transported b
" truck about halfway from the ridge o where we were
| waiting.

A
u

Then, to ipsure themselves against being am-
thnu comnloted their

avnncad vahiclog

march on fool.
_*, Still more troops arrived. J‘
) rer

. There were enough at Jast to secure the perim
of the Port Kaituma airstrip. it was still firly ea;l)L
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While 80 soldiers marched 10 Jonestoyn_ie make
sufr1® Thore marauders could sweep out from the
deadiy scttlement. Tescue flights arrived to take out ifp
5} rvivors. ' I

A

i Spop we were in Georgetown and aboard {
Kmerican C-141 Hercules hospital plane on our way i

home.
Five in our group were critically or seven?g‘
wounded. v

Tim Reiterman, reporter from the Examiner v
with two bullet woungds in his left arm — and I with my
shoulder wound were amonghe lucky onede—ag—an

NI

i

Chronicle « : Javers (fe -.
: eporter Ron < Javers, ‘(foregrot
and Examiner report o roitoregroune)
reporter Tim Reiterman were
wounded . -

[

v Drawing shows the attack at the cirfield at Port Kaituma
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off a trailer and beginning to shoot

NBC newsman Don Harris and S.F. Examiner photagrapher Greg Robinson were filme
before all three died

d by Brown minutes
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Iw hit first’
o as hit 1irst
Editor’s note: The author of .
this dispatch, San Francisgo (Indicate page, name of
Chronicle reporwer . Ron Javefs, - newspaper, city and state.)
was wounded Saturday in the
gunfirc that killed Rep. Leo (J.

Ryvan and four others on a remoic
airsirip in Guyana. . : -

by Rop Javers {
CopyIgnt San Francisco Chronicle :

'San Juan, Puerte Rico—

JanLSIO\\'ﬂ is every cvil thing that
¢ jerybody thought — and worse.

We knew that before the shoot-  —
ing started.

The sla

[ at 4:20
uvana fimef) : S

whnile we were standing besidp
the twin-engine airplanc that h

gine airp a 1 The Tribune
¢en miles outside Jonestown, on —_

hier

= | brought us to Port Kaituma, sev-

E .| Friday and that had returned to ‘

i 1 pick us up. A Oakl

Pl and,Ca.
P I was waiting between Bob ?

Byown and Don Harris, the two
MBC men who were killed. We |
had become close frivnds during .

- ' i

tl}; ;-:loufrsv.t of our or:c?l. Date: 11-20-78
¢ firing erupted from guns . .

close by. Igweas Ii’ul flrstmlgwas : Edition: Handicaps
knockc.d to the ground by a slug |
in the left shoulder, apparemily People’s Temple-
from a .38-caliber weapon. ] Title: Re™7. Jim Jones,
[ crawled behind the rigl’.ikl : 1859 Geary Blvd.,

San Francisco
Character:CAS-Conspir-

or BCY; Pogulg%e %f

Classification: 89
Submitting Office: SF

wheel of the plane.

ch was incredibly tenacious.

while 1 was 1rying 10 decide

whether to stay where | was or.
risk #he—+08syard-dash a
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closc-cropped grass ficld to the
jungle, [ saw Brown go down.

Thun I saw onc of the attackers
stick a shotgun right into Brown's
face, inches away, if that.

Bob's brain was blown out of
Wis head. It spattered the blue
IWBC minicam.

" I'll never forget that sight as
idbng as 1 live.

I ran, and then 1 dived head-
first into the brush.

¢

I got up and scrambled as far

into the swamp as 1 could. T was
about 150 yards from the airstrip
and up to my waist in water.

I pushed through the rain for-
est, walking parallel to the run-

way, trying to figury out what

had happened.

1 couldn’t scc much. 1 had lost

both pairs of glasses 1 had with
me.
P But there was silence. Appar-
chtly the party of attackers,
which must have included four,
[iL’u or six men with guns, had
fled.

I was far down the ficld by the
time I returned 1o the airstrip.

And ther, like the other survi-
vors, 1 returned to the crippled
plane. !

Leo Rvap was on his back in a

aTCrdl L.

Histar™ had been shot off.
M

Greg Robin
' gggleg@zﬁ@:r,ﬁ

l end of the field.

DB Harts oy alopaside the middle of ghe
plae -
J—

Brown was at _the tail of the

18-passenger Ot-
ter. ‘
-

me'rgf the people who had ask
us to help her escape IToM Jongstown, was lmng all
thcToot of the plane’s sigirs.

¢ San Fggqgisco Examiner
was at the 16T Wheel his

I.SECD
st in Rall. -

There were
anlre were o

They told us they had not been able to shoot at
the attackers during the assault because they were
afraid they would kill still more people.

The only policeman at the field, carrying a
single-shell shotgun, had been disarmed the mo-
ment the men %rorn the People’s Temple began
firing from their truck and trailer while we were
getting ready to board the two planes: our own
craft and the smaller one that was set to carry away
the fugitives from Jonestown.

As nearly as we could tell, about half thenat-
tackers were whij Q@M\lﬁfﬁﬁ;
who had survived were still territied. '1
We took our most seriously wounded to the
soldiers’ tent and then we retired into Port Kaitu-

ma, the settlement next to the airstrip, and went
into a small cafe called a Rum House.

The local Guyanese knew they were risking
their own safety by letting us stay, but they were ex-
tremely kind to us

We stood watches during the stormy night —
taking turns standing guard in pairs outside the
police hut where our wounded were lying.

The heavy tropical storm made movement dif-
ficult and uncomfortable — not only for us but
those who had chosen us as their quarry.

The rain may have saved our lives.
Every time we heard a noise, especially when-

ever we heard a truck along the Port Kaituma road
\I\\F thought we would be attacked again.

Of course, none of us had any weapons. i!
And time moved slowly, infinitely slowly.

When we first reached Jonesiown, on Friday
night, the atmosphere was lively and cordial. We
found ourselves getting a real Cook's Tour, with
everything arranged for us. There was great rock
musi e Jonesiown band and entertainment
during dinner. R
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go.

packed dirt floor,

And while we tried, mainly at first, to get away
from the organized fun, we were ¢ happy

eVeryone was.

But before we left for an evening's drive
through foot dup mud to Port Kaituma, a young
man slipped Don Harris of NBC a message writien
on a child’s slate, saying, “Please help me get cut of
Jbnestown.”

J‘ It had four signatures.

Back in Port Kaituma, where the entire group |
of us spent Friday night in a tin-roofed disco — a -
small beer parlor with a phonograph and a few
records — local Guyanese %egan telling us horror
stories.

They told us about one man who had escaped

from the colony iast summer, only to be captured -

by guards from Jonestown and then beaten.

When we returned the following morning to

|
|

Jonestown, we were not surprised to see Jim Jones' !

~ carefully stage-managed production start to crack.
'. 4

Edith Parker, one of the 1,200 followers !
trapped in Jonestown, approached Congressman

" Ryan and said she wanted to leave with him.

The list grew.

Al L~ hafnrn it rac timios far o
nuuul. an nour oeiore il was uul\. pae

leave Jonestown, nine people said t

’ Then 12.

! Finally, about 20 got up their courage to defy
Jbnes.

There were 100 many of us for one truckload. 1
The reporters and cameramen were told we would
go out in the first batch, but Congressman Ryan !

¢
would wait to leave in the second. ;

We were relieved to be going.

him as he kept taking pills until he scemed dazed
by them.

He listed a whole catalog of diseases he said
were afflicting him, starting with cancer,

*  But he did agree that the 20 people who want-
ed 10 could leave with us. He even said he thought | |

they might be “better off” somewhere else if they ! _

}’!‘J longer wanted to stay in Jonestown.

| Suddenly, there was a commotion in the cen-
t'al building that serves as the colony's meenng

place — a large structure with a tn roof an

ENERE
PR . -_l-
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A cheer rang mrougn the CI"OWCL

Then,a.gyoung white man made a dlrecl lunge
at Ryan with a knife. -

- ¢ .

The blade was at Ryan's throat when Mark
L2neand Charles Garry, Jones’ lawyers-@ind fong-
time supporters, grabbed the weapon.

The attacker was cut before he could be1d1-

_sarmed.

And Ryan'’s shirt was drenched with the attan,lc
er's blood.

Ryan ran to the truck at that point and we
lumbered off through the mud to the airstrip.

Shaken by what he thought was his successful
narrow escape, Ryan told us as we reached the
airstrip, “I wouldn’t be alive if it was not for Mark
Lane.

Ryan lived only a few minutes longer.

After the violence of the attack at the airstrip,
we still had to wait for rescue.

It was getting dark, and there was no chance
for a rescue plane until morning.

¥

We spent the night listening to the stories ghe
12 former residents of Jonestown had to tell. §

* ‘\”l 1
They corroborated every evil story about fhe

place that we had heard. & 4;1 o
w Jim Jones had led the ......re

colony into making a maniacal suicide-pact wuh;
him. :

e R

They talked about stores of weapons in the sb- ¥
called peaceful jungle mission.

And whenever there was a crisis, they recalled,
Jones had assembled the whole colony into a huge
circular assembly and mesmer:z.ed them into agree-
ment.

We understood then why there had been an
ominous cheer from the People’s Temple residents

Jones had struck us as a madman. We watched - at Jonestown before the young knife-wiclder

charged at Ryan.

Daybreak, which we never expected 1 ste,
finally came.

At 8:30 a.m., the first batch of Guyanese troops

1 arrived at Port Kaituma.

They had flown to a landin fleld at Mathews
Ridge about 30 miles away, and were transported
hu truck abaut halfway from the ridge tn;n_llgg_e,_mp

were wa:tmg
-



*! ' Then, to ensure themselves against being.am-
-bushed—in~exposed vehicles, they compleied their
march on foot. -

. Still more troops arrived.

. While 80 soldiers marched to Jonestown to

ake sure no more marauders could sweep out

from the dcadly settlement, rescue flights arrived to
ke out the survivors,

Ve %

Soon, we were in Georgetown and aboard an
Amcrican C14} Hercules hospital planc on our way
home to safcty.

Associated Pjus

Rep. Ryan's children, Christopher and

}*,M”r group were critically ok sexes@ly  Erin, consoled each other at Andrews AFB
wounded. - -
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SURVIVOR DESCR!
SAN JUAN., Puerto Rico (AP) —
Jonestown is every evil thing that
everybody thought — and worse.
We knew that before the shooting

Trk}gqélaughler began at 4:20 pm.
Saturday {Guyana time) u:hnle we
were standing beside the twin-engine
airplane that had brought us 1o Port
Kaituma, seven miles outside Jo-
nestown. on Friday and that had
returned to pick us up. |

{ was waiting belween Bob Brown
and Don Harris. the two NBC men
who were kilied. We had become close
friends during the course of ouf
ordeal.

st

by. I was hit first. I was knpckeg _lD_thJ
ground by a siug in the left shoulder,
apparently from a .38-caliber weapon.

the plane.

b b ie e
WD INEIr guns.
He was incredibly tenacious.

While I was trying 1o decide whet
to stay where I was or risk the
yard-dash “across the close-cropped
grass field to the jungle, I saw Brown
g0 down.

Then I saw one of the attackers stick
§ shotgun right into Brown's face,
inches away, if that.

.. Bob's brain was blown out of his

I'Il never forget that sight as long as
1 live.

the brush.
1 got up and scrambled as far into

yards from the airstrip and up to my
waist in water.

I pushed through the rain forest,
walking parallel to the runway, trying
to figure out what had happened.

I couldn't see much. 1 had lost both
pairs of glasses I had with me.

But there was silence. Apparently
the party of attackers which must
have inciuded four, five or six men
with guns, had fled.

the swamp as ] rould. | was about 130!

{Mount Clipping in Space Below)
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His face had been shot off.

IforHaers lay alongside PreTmtie
f the piane.

Brown was at the tail of the 18

,,,,,,,,

Pattie Parker, one of the people who
ad asked us to help her escape from
onestown, was {ying at the fool of the
lane's stairs.

Greg Robinson, the San Francisco
xaminer photographer at the scene,
‘as at the left wheel, his body
rumbled almost in half.

There were four Guyanese soidiers
t the far end of the field.

They toid us they had not been able

shooi at the attackers during the

The firing erupted from guns closcRssaull because they were afraid they

-ould kill stili more people.

The only policeman at the field,
arrying a single-shell shotgun, had
en disarmed the moment the men

I crawled behind the right wheel offrom the People's Temple began firing

m their truck and trailer while we
‘ere getting ready to board the two

Bob Brown stayed on his feet andjion.00 oir gwn craft and the smaller
kept filming whal was happenig.ine that was set 1o carry away the
even as the attackers advanced on him gitives from Jonestown.

' As nearly as we could tell, about

_nalf the attack were white and half
hepVere black. Those of us who had
100 survived were stifl terrified.

We took our most seriously
wounded to the soldiers’ tent and then
r'e retired into Port Kaituma, the
ettlement next to the airsirip and
went into a small cafe called a Rum

ouse,

The local Guyanese knew they were

tead. It spatiered the biue NBCPISKing their own salely by letting us
minicam. tay, but they were extremely Kind to

S,
We stood watches during the stormy

I ran, and then I dived headfirst inmpight — taking turns standing guard in

pairs outside the police hut where our
wounded were lying.

The heavy tropical storm made
movement difficult and uncomfortable
— not only for us but those who had
chosen us as their quarry.

The rain may have saved our lives.

Every time we heard a noise.
especially whenever we heard a truck
along the Port Kaituma road, we

fthought we would be attacked again,

Of course, none of us had any
weapons,
; moved slowly, iafinitely
b

1 returned to the airstrip.

And then, like the other survivors, |
returned to the crippled plane.

Leo Ryan was on his back in a hive
cord -suai—¥ing in the mud
the right wheel of the aircraft.

I was far down the field by the time [SIOW1Y.
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When we first reached Jonestown.
on Friday night, the atmosphere was
lively and cordial. We found ourselves
getting a real Cook's Tour, with
everything arranged for us. There was
great rock music from the Jonestown
band and entertainment during dinner.

And while we tried. mainly at first.
to get away from the organized fun,
we were told how happy everyone was.

But before we left for an evening's
drive through foot-deep mud 1o Pert
Kaituma, a young man slipped Don
Harris of NBC a message written on a
child's slate, saying. "Piease help me
get out of Jonestown.”

It had four signatures.

Back in Port” Kaltuma, where the
entire group of us spent Friday night
in a tin-roofed disco — a small beer
parior with a phonograph and a few
records — local Guyanese began
telling us horror stories.

They told us about one man who had
escaped from the colony last summer.
only to be captured by guards from
Jonestown and then beaten.

When we returned the following
morning to Jonestown, we were not
surprised to see Jim Jones' carefully
stage-managed production starl o
crack.

Fdith Parker, onhe of the 1200
followers trapped in Jonestown. ap-
proached Congressman Ryan and said
she wanted to leave with him.

The list grew.

About an hour before it was time for
us to leave Jonestown, nine people
said they wanted to go.

Then 12.

Finally, about 20 got up their
courage to defy Jones.

There were too many of us for one
truckioad. The reporters and
cameramen were told we would go out
in the first batch. but Congressman
Ryan would wait to leave in the sec-
ond.

We were relieved to be going.

Jones had struck us as a madman.
We watched him as he kept taking
Pills until he seemed dazed by them.

He listed a whole catalog of diseases
he said wre afflicting him  coom

- v oauniilig aim, siarfing
with cancer,

But he did agree that the 20 people
who wanted 1o could leave with us. He
even said he thought they might be
‘betler off"' somewhere else Al the- oo

longet wanted to stay in Jonestown.




“oovriahi photo by San Franosce Examiner via AP

REP. LEO J. RYAN
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Puerto Rico —

SAN
Jonestown is every evil thing that
everybody thought — and worse.

We knew that before the shoot-

JUAN,

ing started.

The slaughter began at 4:20 p.m.
Saturday while we were standing
beside the twin-engine airplane that
had brought ws to Port Kaituma,
seven miles outside Jonestown, on
Friday and had returned to pick us
up.

I was waiting between Bob
Brown and Don Harris, the two
NBC men who were killed. We had
become close friends during the
course of our ordeal.

The firing erupted from guns

O—————,

REP. LEO RYAN
___Mnuler Vlcum.

" GREG ROBINSON
Slain ghm_qmpher.

DON HARRIS
NBC Newsman.

p—
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close by.

I was hit first. ] was knocked to
the ground by a slug in the left
shoulder, apparently from a .38-
caliber weapon.

I crawled behind the right wheel

of the plane.

Bob Brown stayed on his feet and
kept filming what was happening
even as the attackers advanced on
him with their guns.

He was incredibly tenacious.

While I was trying to decide
whether to stay where [ was or risk

————

the 100-yard dash across the close-
cropped grass field to the jungle, 1
saw Brown go down.

Then T saw one of the attckers
stick a shotgun right into Brown’'s
face — inches away, if that.

Bob's brain was biown out of his
head. It spattered the blue NBC
minicam.

F'll never forget that sight as long
as I live.

I ran, and then I dived head first

t———

(Continued, Page 19, Col. 1.}

Ner————

A

o——tpntinued from Page 1.)

Pattie Parker, one of the people

into the brush.
1 got up and scrambled as far

into the swamp as I could. I was | _

about 150 yards from the airstrip
and up to my waist in water.

I pushed through the rain forest,
walking paraliel to the runway,
trying to figure out what had hap-
pened.

1 couldn’t see much. I had lost
both pairs of glasses T had with me.

But there was silence. Apparent-
ly the party of attackers, which
must have included four. five or six
men with guns, had fled.

I was far down the field by the
time 1 returned to the airstrip.

And then, like the other survi-
vors, | returned to the crippled
plane.

Leo Ryan was on his back in a
blue cord suit lying in the mud in
front of the right wheel of the air-
craft.

His face had been shot off.

Don Harris layw ;longsme the mid-
dle of the plane.
Brown was at the tail of the 18-
o S————— P——
passenger Otter.

who had asked us to heip her escape
from Jonestown, was lying at the
foot of the plane’s stairs.
E Greg Robinson, the San Francisco
‘Examiner photographer at the scene, |
was at the left wheel, his body
crumpled almost in half.

There were four Guyanese sol-
diers at the far end of the field.

They told us they hadn't been
able to shoot at the attackers during
the assault because they were afraid
they would kill still more people.

The only policeman at the field,

arrymg a smgle -shell shotgun had

;Deen disarmed the moment the men
from the People’s Tempie began fir-
ing from their truck and trailer
while we were getting ready 1o
board the two planes — our own
craft and the smaller one that was
sent to carry away the fugitives
from Jonestown,

As nearly as we could tell, about

half the attackers were white, and !

 half were black.
! Those of us who had survived

‘were still terrified.

Survivor Recounts Massacre

We took our most seriously
wounded to the soidiers’ tent, and
then we retired into Port Kaituma,
the settlement next to the airstrip,
and went into a small cafe called a

wx haion
Funt nouse.

The local Guyanese knew they
were risking their own safety by
letting us stay.

But they were extremely kind to
us.

We stood waltches during the
_stormy night — taking turns stand-
ing guard in pairs outside the police
hut where our wounded were lying.

The heavy tropical storm made
movement difficult and uncomfort-
able ~ not only for us but those
who had chosen us as their quarry.

The rain may have saved our
Hlives.

Every time we heard a noise,

especially whenever we Reard a
tﬁ%ﬁ?gng the Port Kaituma road,
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we_thought we would be_attacked
again. ‘

Of course none of us had any
weapons.

And time moved slowly, infinite-
ly slowly.

When we first reached Jones-
town on Friday night, the atmos-:
phere was lively and cordial. We |
found ourselves getting a real
Cook’s tour from the People’s Tem-
ple inhabitants, with everything ar-
ranged for us. There was great rock
music from the Jonestown band and
entertainment during dinner.

And while we tried, vainly at
first, to get away from the organ-
ized fun, we were told how happy
everyone was.

But bhefore we left for an
evening's drive through foot-deep
mud to Port Kaituma, a young man .
slipped Don Harris of NBC a mes-:
sage wriiten on a child's s!atg say-
ing, “Please help me get out of
Jonestown.”

It had four signatures.

Back in Port Kaituma, where the
entire_group of us spent_Friday
night in a tin-roofed disco — a small
beer parlor with a phonograph and a
few records -—— local Guyanese
began telling us horror stories. *

They told us about one man who
had escaped from the colony last
summer, only to be captured by
guards from Jonestown and then
beaten.

When we returned the following
morning to Jonestown, we were not
surprised to see Jim Jones’ carefully
stage-managed production start to
crack.

Edith Parker, one of the 1,200,
followers trapped in Jonestown, ap- |
proached Congressman Ryan and
said she wanted to leave with him.

The tist grew.

About an hour before it was time
for us to leave Jonestown, nine peo-
ple said they wanted to go-

Then 12,

Finally about 20 got up their
courage to defy Jones.

There were too many of us for
one truckload. The reporiers and

cameramen were told we would go
out in the first batch, but Congress-

We were relieved to be going. weapons in the so-called peaceful

: Jones had struck us as a mad- -

man. We watched him as he kept
taking pills until he seemed dazed
by them. i

He listed a whole catalogue of
diseases he said were afflicting him,
starting with cancer.

But he did agree that the 20 peo-

ple who wanted to could leave with '
us. He even said he thought they :

might be “better off” somewhere

else if they no longer wanted to stay

in Jonestown.
Suddeniy there was a commotion

in the central building that serves as

the colony's meeting place—a large
structure with tin roof and packed
dirt floor.
A cheer rang through the crowd.
Then a young white man made a
direct lunge at Ryan with a knife.

The blade was at Ryan's throat .

when Mark Lane and Charles Garry,
Jones’ lawyers and longtime sup-

poriers, grabbed ihe weapon.

The attacker was cut before he

could be disarmed.

And Ryan's shirt was drenched
WITh INE attacker's blood.

Ryan ran to the truck at that
point, and we lumbered off through
the mud to the airstrip.

Shaken by what he thought was
his successful narrow escape, Ryan
told us as we reached the air strip.,

[0 BTy
I

Mark Lane.”
Ryan lived only a few minutes

Ionger.

After the violence of the attack
at the airstrip, we still had to wait
for rescue.

It was getting dark, and there
was no chance for a rescue plane
until morning.

We spent the night listening to
the stories the 12 former residents
of J(_)nestown had to tell. -

They corroborated every evil
story about the place that we had
heard.

They told us how Jim Jones had
led the entire colony into making a
maniacal suicide pact with him.

They tatked about stores of

jungle mission.
And whenever there was a crisis,
they recalled, Jones had assembled

* the whole colony into a huge, circu-

lar assembly and mesmerized them
into agreement.
We understocod then why there

1 had been an ominous cheer from the
Peoples Temple residence back at
Jonestown before the young knife-
wielder charged at Ryan.

Daybreak — which we never ex-
pected to see — finally came.

At 8:30 a.m. the first batch of
, Guyanese troops arrived at Port
" Kaituma. .
They had flown to a landing field
 at Mathews Ridge, about 30 miles

about halfway from the ridge to
where we were waiting.

Then, to insure themselves
against being ambushed in exposed
vehicles, they completed their march
on foot.

Still more troops arrived.

i There were enough at last to se-
icure the perimeter of the Port
Kaituma air strip. It was still fairly
early in the morning.

While 80 soldiers marched to
Jonestown to make sure no more
marauders could sweep out from the
deadly settlement, rescue flights ar-
rived to take out the survivors.

t Soon we were in Georgetown
.and aboard an American C-14! Her-
“cules hospital plane on our way
- home to safety

+ Five in our group were critically
. or severely wounded.

; im_Reiterman, reporter from
‘the Exariiner — with two bullet

wounds in the left arm — and I
with my shoulder wound were
B N T T
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Rvan would wait to jeave in
Prmamrer—
the second.
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A wounded journalist describeé

) By RON JAVERS
,f Copyright ﬁ:.nk Frandscn Chroulcle
Dlutiibated -; UPL

S/AN JUAN, Puerto Rico (UPI} — Jonestown is
every evil thing that everybody thought — and
worse,

We knew that before the shooting started.

The slaughter began at 4:20 p.m. Saturday while
we were standing beside the twin-engine airplane
that had brought us to Port Kaituma, seven miles
outside Jonestown, on Friday and had returned to
pick us up.

I was waiting between Bob Brown and Don Har-
ris, the two NBC men who were killed. We had
become close friends during the course of our
ordeal.

The firing erupted from guns close by.

I was hit first. I was knocked to the ground by a
slug in the left shoulder, apparently from &
.38-caliber weapon. >

1 crawled behind the right wheel of the plane.®

Bob Brown stayec on his feet and kept fitming

vanced on him with their guns.

the erippled plane.
Leo Ryan was on his back in a blue

aircraft.
His face had been shot off.

plane.

at the (oot of the n!ann s stairg
L- LR L = e THARL D

what was happenirg even as the attackers ad-'

And then, like the other survivors, I returned to

lying in the mud in front of the right wheel of the

Don Harris lay alongside the middle of the

Brown was at the tail of the 18-passenger Otter.
Pattie Parker, one of the people who had asked
us {o help her escape from Jonestown, was lying

the slaughter at Jonestown |

He was incredibly tenacious. _-

Whlle 1 was trymg to decide whether to stay
where | was or risk the 100- yard dash across the
¢lose-cropped grass field to the jungle, I saw
Brown go down.

Then I saw one of the attackers stick a shotguﬁ

right into Brown's face — inches away, if that.

Bob's brain was blown out of his head. It spat.
tered the blue NBC minicam.

I'll pever forget that sight as long as I live.

I ran, and then I dived head first into the brush.

I got up and scrambled as far into the swamp as
I could. I was about 150 yards from the airstrip
and up to my waist in water.

I pushed through the rain forest, walking paralle!
to the runway, trying to figure out what had hap-
pened.

I couldn’t see much. I had lost both pairs of
glasses I had with me.

But there was silence. Apparently the party of
attackers, which must have included four, five or
§ix men with guns, had fled.

I was far down the field by the time I returned

«to the airstrip.

cord suit

Greg Robinson, the San Francisco Examiner
photographer at the scene, was at the left wheel,
his body erumpled almost in half.

———— .
We took our most seriously wounded to the sol-
diers' tent, and then we retired into Port Kaituma,
the settlement next to the airstrip, and went into a
small cafe called a rum house.

The local Guyanese knew they were risking their -~

own safety by letling ws stay.
But they were extremely kind to us.

And tima moved clnw'lv |nﬁnrf.n|\r £lo lowly, -

FoY Tt L L
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Jonestown is every evil thing
thought — and werse.’

that evqryw

This is the first-person ] was waiting between

fccvanitof San Franelsce
Chronicle reporter Ron
Javers, wounded Satur-
day in tbe ganfire that K-
led Rep. L.e0 J. Ryan and
four others on a remote
alrstrip In Guyana Jav-
ers, en route to Washing-
ton for medical attention,
dictated the story to his
city desk for Monday edi-
tions.
By RON JAVERS

Copvright Son  Fraoncisco

Chronicle
SAN JUAN, Puerto
Rico (AP} — Jonestown
is every evil thing that
everybody thought — and
worse.

We knew that before
the shooting started.

The staughter began at
4:20 p.m. Saturday (Guy-
ana time) while we were
standing beside the twin-
engine airplane that had

brought us to Port Kaitu-
ma, seven miles outside
Jonestown, on Friday and’
that had returned to pick

us up.

iieclﬂe whether to stay

Bob Brown and Don Har-
ris, the two NBC men
who were killed. We had
become close friends dur-
ing the course of our

ordeal
Firing

The firing erupted from
?U.I'IS close by. 1 was hit
irst. I was knocked to the
ground by a slug in the
left shoulder, apparently
from a .38-caliber wea-

pon.
I crawled behind the
right wheel of the plane. ,
b Brown stayed on
his feet and kept filming
what was  happening,
even as the attackers
advanced on him with
their guns.
He was incredibly tena-
cious.
While 1 was {rying to

L

where 1 was or_risk t?
106-yard-dash across the
close-crop grass field
to the jungle, 1 saw
Brown go down.

Then 1 saw one of the
aitackers stick a shotgun
right into Brown's face,
inches away, if that.

Bob's brain was blown
out of his head. It spatter-
ed the blue NBC minj-
cam.

Il never forget that
sight as long as I live.

ran, and then I dived
head-{irst into the brush.

I got up and scrambied
as far into the swamp as |
could. 1 was about 150
yards from the airstrip
and up to my waist in
water.

1 })ushed through the
rain forest, walking paral-
lel to the runway, trying
Lo figure ou! what had
happened.

1 couldn't see much. 1

had lact hnth naine af
1Hau oL L paus v

glasses I had with me.

Silence

But there was silence.
Apparently the party of
attackers which must
have included four, five
or six men with guns, had
fled.

1 was far down the field
by the time I returned to
the airstrip.

And then, iike the othe
survivors, I returned to

=

the crippled plane.
e Hyan was on Fis
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back in a blue cord

he mud in front
of the right wheel of the
aircraft.

His face had been shot
of!f,

Don Harris lay alongsi- |
de ithe middle of the
plane.

Brown was at the tail of

the 18nc ssenger Mtor,

L9 Ligp Xy CH RO LR E o

Fattie Parker, one of
the people who had asked
us to help her escape
from Jonestown, was
lying at the foot of the
plane’s stairs.

Greg Robinson, the San
Francisco Examiner
photographer  at  tho!
scene, was at the left:
wheel, his body crumbled
almost in half. :

There were four Guy-
ancse soldiers at the far
end of the tield

They told us they had
not been able to shoot at !
the attackers during the'l

pssault . becauge  thev |
were afraid they would .

Kilt still more people.

The only policeman at!
the field, carrying a sing-
le-shell shotgun, had been
disarmed the moment the
men from the People's
Tempie began liring from
their truck and trailer
while we were getting
ready to board the two
planes; our own craft and
the smaller one that was
set 10 carry away the

g,

i guard in pairs outside the
i police hut where our

fugitives from Jonestown.

As nearly as we could!
tell, about half the attack-|
ers were white and haif!
were black Those of us'
who had survived were'

still terrified

We took our most
seriously wounded to the
soldiers’ tent and then we
; relired inwo Port Kaitu-
ma, the settlement next
" to the airstrip and went
into a small cafe called a
Rum House.

The local Guyanese
knew they were risking
their own safety by let-
ting us stay, but they

were extremelx king to’
- b uards from Jones-
:Man‘dmenhémn.—"'

W

Watches
We stood watches dur-
ini the stormy night —
i turns  standing

wounded were lying.

The Theavy tropical
storm made movement
difficult and uncomforta-

hl -
ble — not only for us but

those who had chosen us
as their quarry.

The rain may have sav-
ed our lives.

Every time we heard a
noise, especially when-
ever we heard a truck
along the Port Kaituma
road, we thought we
would be attacked again.

Of course, none of us

had any weapons,

—rg——

And time moved slowly, ' .

infinitely slowly.

When we first reached
Jonestown, on Friday
night, the altmosphere
was lively and cordial We !
found ourselves gatling a
roarCobk’s  Tour, with
everything arranged for
us. There was great rock |
music from the Jenes-
town band and entertain-
ment during dinner.

And while we ftried,
mainly at first, to get
away from the organized
fun, we were toid haw
happy everyone was.

But before we left for
an evening's  drive
through foot-deep mud to
Port Kaituma, a young
man slipped Don Hamms
of NBC a message writ-
ten on a child’s slate, say-
ing. ‘Please help me get
out of Jonestown.’

1t had four signatures.

Back in Port Kailuma,
where the entire group of ;
us spent Friday night in a |
tin-roofed disco — a small 1
beer parlor with a]
phonograph and a few!:
records — local Guyanese
began telling us horror
stories. -~

They toid us about one
man who had escaped
from the colony last sum-
mer, only to be captured

Crack

When we returned the
following moermning o
Jonestown, we were not
surprised to see Jim
Jones' carefully stage-
managed production start
to crack

Edith Parker, one of
the 1,200 followers trap-
ped in JonestowT,
approached Congressman
Ryan and said shc wantcd
to leave with him. .

The list grew.

About an hour before it

was lime for us to leave
Jonestown, nine people
said they wanted to go.
Then 12.
Finally, about 20 got up
their courage to defy

Tarinc
JUICS.

There were (oo many of
us for one truckload. The
reporters  and  camera-

men were told we wodld

| go out in the first batch,
Em_t’mrgr ssmiam—Rydn

; @
would wait to leave in the
second.

We were relieved to be

going.

Jones agreed that the
2¢ people who wanted 1o

could leave with us. He

even said he thought they .

might be “better off”

somewhere else if they no!

longer wanted to stay in:
Jonestown. |

Suddenty, there was a
comimotion in the central,
building that serves Bas
the colony's wmeeting
place — a large struciure,
with a tin roof and pack
dirt floor.

Cheer !

A cheer rang through
the crowd o

Then, a young white
man made a direct lunge
al Rvan with 3 knife.

The blade was 8t
Ryan's throat when Mark
Lane and Charles Garry,

Jones' lawyers and
long-time supporters,
grabbed the weapon.

The attacker was cut

before he could be disar-
[ B—— g

And Ryan's gh

—®enched with the al‘.ac%-

er’s blood

Ryan ran io the irack
at that point and we lum-
bered off through the
mud {o the airstrip.

Shaken by what he
thought was his success-
ful narrow escape, Ryan
told us as we reached the
airsirip, ‘I wouldn't be
alive If it was not for
Mark Lane.'

Ryan lived only a few
minuies longer.

After the violence of
the aftack at the airstrip,
we still had to wait for
rescuc.

Dark
It was getting dark, and

there was no chance for a

rescue plane until morn-

e spent the night lis-
tening to the stories the 12
former residents of
Jonestown had 1o el

They corrohorated
every evil story about the
pl:%ct:a that 1\ge had heard.

ey ao us ng Jim

nes had led the entire
colony into making a
manizcal suicide pact
with himn.

They talk about stores
of weapons in the so-cal-
led peaceful jungle mis-
sion.

And whenever there
was a crisis, they recal-
led, Jones had assembled
the whole colony into a
huge circular assembly
and mesmerized them
into agreement.

We understood then
why there had been an
ominous cheer from the
People’s Temple resi-
dents at  Joneswwn
before the young Knife-
wielder charged at Ryan.

Daybreak - which we
never expected to see,
finaily came.

At 8:30 am., the first
batch of Guyanese troops
arrived at Port Kaituma.

They had flown to a
landing field al Mathews ;
Ridge about 30 miles
away, and were {ranspor-
ted by truck about half-

e {o

way from the_ridg
where were waiting.
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o oy .
Then, 1o ensure them-

selves  against  being
ambushed in exposed
vehicles, they completed

JIN SR TR ey |

their march on fool.

Still more troops arriv- _

There were enough at
last to secure the perime-
ter of the Port Kaituma
airstrip. It was still fairly
early in the morning.

while R0  soldiers
marched to Jonestown 1o
make sure no more

marauders c¢ould sweep
out from the deadly
seltiement. rescue flights
arrived to take out the
SUrvivors.

Soon, we were in

Georgetown and aboarg '

an American C141 Hercu-
les hospital plane on our
way home to safety.

Five in our group were
critically or severely
wounded.

Tim Reiterman, repor-
ter from the Examiner,

with two bullet wounds in
his left arm, and 1 with

der wound, wele
among Lite lucky omes—"

AN UNIDENTIFIED member of the
San Francisco People's Temple
waves 10 newsmen Sunday as he
enters temple building through
gvarded iron gate. Newsmen
were not allowed inside, but o
Spokesman read o stotement
denouncing the killings in Guyana.




FD-350 (Rev, 7-16-63)

{(Mount Clipping in Space Below)

ae ALl

E‘ E

Temp]e lustory

'-C! A WR M

af
1S OIIC O1

centroversy

SAN FRANCISCO (AP)
— The murders of
Congressman Lec Ryan
of California and four oth-
ers in Guyana was the lat-
est and most gruesome
incident in a 20-year saga
of intrigue and controver-
sy surrounding the Peop-
le's Temple and its foun-
der, the Rev. Jim Jones.

Conceived in Indiana-

lis, Ind, in the 1850s
%lh the avowed purpose
of breaking down class
distinclions, the Temple
moved to Redwood Val-
ley, Calif., in the late 1960s
and then bere in 1971.

A sophisticated political
manipulator, Jones beca-
me a potent force in San
Francisco almost over-
night, organizing some
5000 Temple members
who worshipped in his
church each Sunday into
a lask force of workers
for a host of liberal politi-
cal campalgns

Juﬂb'b, ‘HI h‘.\ uuuucu
and has seven children.
He was borm in Indiana,
the son of a poor, interra-
cial couple. He was marr-

jpd gt 1B and formed his

first chureh the same

ear, but later moved it
ere because bhe found
Indizna’s social climate
racist.

At one time, Jones lis-
ted among his friends
Gov. Edmund G. Brown,
Jr, Los Angeles Mayor
Tom Bradley and San
Francisco Mayor George
Moscone.

Moscone
Jonechhainnan of
city Bousing
after the People’s Temple
heiped him win the mayo-
ra) election in 1975.

|
e |
Authority ;

But his star began to

fade after a series of
allegations by disgruntied
former members who
complained that Jones '
ruled his following wuh
an iron hand

They said his methods :
of control included fake

healings, physical beat-
s, and exhausting work
8¢ edules, and accused

el E

him of extoring huge

sums of money and fssu- -
ing death threats to anyo-°

ne who strayed from the
church or did apything to
discredit it.

{Indlcate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)
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p (hrumr e Correspondent

. Georgetown,
Guyana L

. It took 12 hours of detentmu
" hefore | could make the 30-mile trm
- through the tall bamhoo foresﬂ
. that separate Georgetown from i

‘airport, but there were times when
- the wait seemed enti}ess.

There was no way of knowing
what the authorites planned to de
with me after a delegation of 20
_Californians on a fact-finding trip
1o the People’s Temple jungle set-
“tlement of Jonestown disembarked*
“fdom a Pan-Am jet at 12:05 am.
“ybsterday.

»

' ‘\'1 Evervone in the group except |
me was quickly cleared by immi-
gration authorities and given per- )
mission 1o leave Timehri Interna-
tional Airport for the trip to town,

But my passport was takeh L
from me without explanation, anfl
s0 was the money | had purchased
from Deak and Co. in San Francisco
— 330 in Guyana dollars, or about
$75 in U.S. currency.-

Khakiclad uniformed guards
took me into a:15by-15 foot room
ipd toid me to wait.
Hr Airline officials attempted to
chiip. Pan-Am offered to take re-
ngbility for my custody over-
i first at a hotel in George-
Wﬂ mu UIEIL d.Il,l:‘l' unu‘iaus re-

jected that proposal in a courtesy
i

R\ then evervone else in the

rty had left for Georgetowt
mcept b Flick. a Nat:onal Broad-

Among those gaitrrg—into
Georgetown were Tig Reiterman

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)
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Arancmo \cammer Te
cTeared s Tiret and were notified
later that Guyana authorities want-
ed them to leave the country
immediately. Like mine, their ex-
bulsion order was later reversed,

Flick and I sat on a tattered!
Ereen‘ plastic sofa and talked.

One of the guards assigned to !
watch over me soon fell asleep. 1
envied him, but there was no sleep
for me. The adrenalin was flowing, -
and I never felt less sleepy in my
life.

At 3:20 am. the immigration
corporal in charge of keeping me in
custody asked Flick if the producer
would — “as a special favor to the
immigration authorities” — drive
one of the officers to Georgetowu

in his rental car. .

Flick tossed the corporal the
eys to the car and said he was
) taying.

At 330 am a lone woman
gan sweeping up the day's littep ~

in the airy, singlestory woodfn
terminal building. Numerous pljo-
‘tographs of Forbes Burnham,
prime minister of Guyana, smiled
benigniy on the scene.

At 4:30 a.m. the corporal, ready
to go home himself, had changed
out of his uniform and donned an

aloha shirt, a pair of slacks and a ;

baseball cap.

By now the second guard in
charge of my custody was asleep.
‘but there seemed to be no pomt in
xtrymg 10 escape.

There was no place to go.

to run up the green-and-yellow flag
*of the Republic of Guyana.

k At 5:30 a.m. a workman arrived
&
L]

At 620 am. we were getting
some daylight. We could see the
Pan-Am 707 that ] had left, and
sfnly other plane on the field,
4ld, propeller-driven Cubana air fn-
tjr. Guyana, a Socialist country, &as
dlose ties with Cuba. *

~AL820.a.m. my old %uards left,

and a new force led by A THiformed

man with epayjets on fus shoulders -

took over.

It took until 10:55 a.m. before
oune of the guards on the day shift
fell asleep.

By then, I had been given
permission to go to the airport
coffee shop. I was looking forward
to eating a good breakfast, but the
coffee shop turned out te be
precisely what the name indicates
— it sold coffee and nothing else.

At 11:20 a.m. I was summoned
to the Pan-Am desk at the airport to
take a call from Congressman Leo
J. Ryan (Dem-San Mateo), leader of
the delegation 1 was assigned by
The Chronicle to cover.

Ryan, who had slept at the
residence of U.S. Ambassador John
R. Burke, told me, “I've done
everything I can, and I'm going to
keep pushing.'.’

He said he was meeting with
high Guyanese officials and would
ask them to Ieryoie personaliy to

' RON JAVERS
Gucggf‘f_ejl aslgep,.

_ turnéd on later in the da‘a..lz-uaa-

secure my release. {I didavknow it
then, but I learned later that
Democratic  Congressman  Phill
Burton of San Francisco had beda
alerted by The Chronicle and wis
also working through the Sta
Department in Washington to get
me out of the airport.)

T At noon I was summoned into
éhe immigration director’s office.
The director was smiling. He said
he was sorry about any difficulties I
had encountered. But now, he
added, he had received instructions
to let me stay in the country for
five days. )

He stamped my passport and
returned it to me.

Flick and I took a taxi along
the two-lane curving highway that
parallels the Demerara river.

I realized finally that it taligs
F}nly n fnu hnurt nf pantivitv an d
Iworry to relish the pleasures of
Wreedom.

1 found myself delighted by the
sights — the rural houses on stilts,
the lithe, machete-wielding farm
workers and {finaily the tropical
capital of Georgetown with its
brightly painted wooden houses
and its wooden, Victorian-style gov-
ernment buildings.

] checked into my hotel, the
most modern structure I have sepn

Fl the capital. ‘
t And looked forward to ke
hance to freshen up, once tHe

in ﬂ-\n hath

m ta was
Wﬂlcl AL s

Y C
AP LIEL WA Ve o
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Georgetown, Y
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A Bay Area delegation of concerned relatives seeking retnions with 20
family members now living in Jonestown, the jupgle outpost maintained by
the People s Temple, were told yesterday: \cnr. of you are welcome. Go

rmaminnm amhocoadas M

5 I.UL nun:‘l AN anionassataor. .

While they were being turned away at the gate of the People’s Temple
center in the city, COngressman e
Lec J. Ryan received a tentative —
and very limited - invitation to
visit the 2700-acre communal
project founded last year 100 mile
from Georgetown by the Rev. Jig
Jones.

¢

§ The San Mateo Democrat, who
flew 10 Guyana in an effort to study
conditions at Jonestown and to help
arrange family meetings, received
word from People’s Tempie that he
could take a flight to Jonestown
tomorrow — but only if he wer
there alone.

Both relatives and the pr
wouid be exciuded, Ryan was told.

The conditions imposed on
Ryan, representing the House Com-
mittee on International Relations,

vced despair among the 13
redatives who had made the long
t-ip from San Francisco.

i, “If Jonestown is so free,” asked
ames Cobb of San Francisco, who?
5 seeKIing a meeting  wi h:s|
mother, two sisters and a brother,
“why won'l he (Jones) I+t us and the)
press tdlk to these people?”

Ryvan said he would continue to
seek a larger visit by pressing US
Ambassador John Burke and olfi-
(‘iﬂmﬁ People's Temple, oo
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__mw—st‘cx io deiay us and try
to wait us out,” said Rvaif, ®Who Is

scheduled to leave for the United
S[)ales Sunday. .

But the Congressman told re
[orters at an evening press confer-l
hee that he and his aides may
extend the trip if the extra time is

needed to accomplish its objectives.

“1 think the Guyanese govern-
ment is making a reasonably good
effort to help our visit here,” Ryan
added.

Earlier in the day Ryvan had
met with Foreign Minister Ranleigh
Jackson.

He discovered in that visit that
the Guyanese tend 1o think of the
Jonestown matter as a dispute
hetween two groups of United
States citizens. Ryan found Jackson
spemed more interested in discuss
iEg sugar quotas and fishing limit]
than in the living conditions of the
1200 Americans now living at Jones
jungle settlement.

Rvan's meetings during the day
with Ambassador Burke did not
seem to offer the Congressman
tnuch encouragement.

Ryan, who is staving at the
embassy as Burke's house guest,
began the day with a briefing on
Jonestown, complete with color
slides taken of the structure there.

What he saw, Ryan acknowl-
edged, was impressive.

But apain, he heard the mes-
sage that what went on out at the

colony near the Venezuelan horder-

l[.[ l.[.lt' o ul“t.'.‘.i( COT| ner U'i Guvaua.
was regarded as a private affair
between two groups of American
citizens,

r “I came to investigate tlfe
donditions of Americans who, 1
‘bave been told, are working fro

dawn 1o nightfall, with terrible

Maria, a Jonestown resident.
e

mental and physical punishments if
they do¥T work hard enough,”
Ryan said.

T, horoac that th
There are Charges that these

people have been deprived of pass-
ports and money, that they can't
lead a normal sex or family life. |
want to talk with them and see for
myself if there is any basis for these ,»
charges,” he added. {

While Ryan was uorking hii
way through government channels,
some of the relatives went on their
own to the local People’s Tempie in
one of Georgetown's most affivent
neighborhoods.

i

It was there that they were’

rebuffed at the gate by

e group to the large ve
house used by the temple as its
local base.

“We are desperate now,” said
Steve Katsaris, a Ukiah tegcher
here w

to talk to his 24-year-old daug

People's Temple officials, bof
in Guyana and in San Frapgiscy,

denied all charges of misconduct or
compulsion at the Guydia™settfe
ment. They said people at Jon

town are free to come and goi;
they want. *

And a public statement issueid
by the local Georgetown People's
Temple yesterday denounced
Ryan's visit as “a contrived media
event.”

The press has been issued
permits to remain in the country

for only five days, and even those

were issued only after Ryan and .
Representative Burton intervened
with the State Department to urge
Guyana to change its plans for an
immediate expulsion of reporters.

The Guyanese honored t
request, but the ambassador t
Ryan's aides that he used up so
“points”  with local officials
asking them to relax their earlier
order.
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Guyana Adventure

By Ron Javers 4

Chronicle Correspondent
Georgetown, Guyana

I hired a car and driver yesterday and made
the 20-minute trip from the center of this South

Amarican canital nity ta tha lacal hoaadoanartare nf
JrilIViiQll \-ﬂPlLal LiLy WLk v al llLﬂuLlual Lol O Vi

the People’s Temple.

It is in the Lamaha Gardens section of George-
town, past dirt roads where men and women
herded fat cows along the center of the streets
while orderly rows of dark-skinned school children

walked home in their neat maroon-and-gold
uniforms.

Approaching the large yellow house tﬁat is
Georgetown headquarters for the tegple, I calted
ocut “Hello.”

Several small dogs played in the sparse grais
before the building's low, open gate.

¢ The Temple members here — Americans, an
most of them from California — appear frightened
and uncertain in the face of Congressman Leo J.
Ryan’s whirlwind visit accompanied by a gaggle of
reporters and television technicians.

Two teenagers greetéd me at the door. They
did not introduce themselves.

They took me inside through a clean, orderly

bedroom, where several other youths, Americans |

like my guides, sat chatting on bunk beds. «
On a side porch, T was introduced to Sharon

Amos, nme of the temple’s leaders in Georgetown.
R P ——————

1
1
i| At first she didn't want to talk. After all, I hid
ctime to her house uninvited, and I was one of the
first reporters ever to visit the Temple’s headqui|r-

Py,

wrs.

Amos is a small, pleasant woman of about 40,

I apologized for the intrusion.

“How can we print your side of the People's

ngpgle story if we cannot see xou and talk?” |

asked.

B

.
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. Things brightened a bit then, andlmetBe

- Toucnetie and Steve Jones, the Rew Jim Jones’

teenage son.
. lalso talked with John Cobb, 18. o

t  Debbie and John had relatives with the grow
Georgetown, who were negotiating for the rlgh
wo meet with them and talk.

Sath Dgbbie, a smiling young Iﬁ%c’r;hvrgman,

ther,

and Steve, tall and dark like his preacher

« ——-. T
appeared completely relaxed and at ease — despite
the unannounced visit.

John Cobb and three other teenage youths
viere dressed in shorts and ahtletic shirts. They
i.ld they were on their way to practice basketball.
The People's Temple is scheduled to play a team

répresenting Guyana shortly, they told me.

Steve Jones was dressed in camouflage jungile
fatigues rolled up to the knees.

While Sharon Amos and I talked, Steve Jones
worked out with a set of bar bells..

Amos is a nervous woman, perbaps under-
standably so, as she copes with the glare of
publicity now focused on Peopie’s Temple and its
unusual way of life in this socialist republic of
800,000 people on the noriheast coast of South
America.

She told me she thought the press-was biased

: ;gamst Jones, a man she said had done only good

lworks all his life.

*It's not just these relatives,” she said,
referring to the group that has arrived In
Georgetown from the States, “but it’s a conspiracy
to destroy the People’s Temple.”

She mentioned the CIA as one of the possx e
conspirators. .

As we talked, her nine-year-old son, Martm
played at my feet, listening to his mother’s words
and wondering.

After about 45 minutes, I said goodby to
Sharon Amos and added that I heped I could visit

Jonestown and see conditions in that distant jungle
gottloment for myuself

settlement for myself,
. I waved goodby to several people now at the
Flde windows of the house, got in my car and drove

,rff

% When I arrived back at the Pegasus Hotet after
the 20-minute return trip, Jim Schollaret, a
Congressional international! relations committee
staffer traveling with Ryan, told me he had just
received a call from the American embassy.

They had a report, they said, from the Guyana
foreign minister that I had jumped over a fence at
the People’s Temple headquarters and forced my
way in.

Of course that was not true, but given tfe
atmosphere of tension, distrust and mutual animos-
ity that has pervaded our visit here — it wasnt
surprising either.
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? By Bon Javers

Chrondle Correspondent
i m—"——

'Angry Meeting in Guyana

Grorgotown, .
LGuyana - [

Thirteen troubled relativils
held a shouting. angry and tearfﬂl
moeeling vesterday with the US.
ambassador 10 Guyvana, seeking his
help in their quest for a meeting
with their own family members
who are living in a remote com-
munal settlement in the country's

jfar-old carcer diplomat, agreed to
tae closeddoor meeting at the
embassy only after strong pressure  ©
by. the relatives, who said they
intended to stay in Guyana until
their poal was attained. and by
|
* Ryan. a San Mateo Democra s

;—,75& on an official visit  as La
member of the House Internationul
klations - Committee seeking to
i e« k conditions at Jonestown, the
Yeople’s Temple settlement where
280 Americans are {iving.

, . At the afternoon session in the

odest white stucco embassy,
ucked next to a row of putted and
Becaying storefronts on George-
town's Main street, Burke stuck to
his insistence that Jonestown is a
thriving community over which he
has no authority.

4
But both Ryan. his aides :Ind i
e',nhassy sources said after fhe i
[ﬂeoling that a visit by the congr{‘ss- {
raan and,.2i least some of ihe
relatives was a closef TOSSIDlity —
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¢ om__g_pgmaps as earlv as today or
lUII]Ul"l‘O“

The problems of getting to
Jonestown, the 2700-acre seftlement
founded in a move from San
?‘ranusco by the Rev. Jim Jones,

hah Ao 4k o T

1O eads tne Peopie’s Tempie, are
J{Ot all political.

The mp entails a one- hour
flicht from Georgetown to an air-’

port separated from the colony by

several miles of dense back cbun:'
try, passable only by four-wheel’
drive vehicles.

Complicating matters is a
shortage of available aircraft with-
in Guyana capable of carrying
Ryan, the relatives and the press —
a group numbering 20 people.

After the embassy meeting,
oward OHver. a watchmaker from
ban Francisco’s Western Addition,
echoed the bitterness of many of
th} relatives on the trip.

Oliver has two sons, Bruce, 18
and Billv, 19, who have been in
Jonestown 10r more than a year.

Oliver described the session as
“more of the same old embassy
runaround.”

more biunt: “Bulls—.”

Before the meeting with
Burke, which Ryvan attended as an
observer, the congressman stepped
up his rhetoric against the temple.

3 He said it was possibly a
‘prison” and hinted at possible
wviplations of United States tax and
Kocial Security laws. Some temple
members living there receive gov-
ernment checks of one kind or
another, Ryan said.

He said he had heard charges
that members of the temple may
have been forced by Jones to turn
over their government checks lo
the colony. J’{

Temple spokesmen insist, h r -
jever, that any money-pooling i
totally veluntary, since the agricul-
tural missioIr ¥ rfommunal effort.

The temple maintains that

Amaricane living hera kava o right
JRIIEIGT ICANELT LAV dlipE Aia £ ApnEEw

to privacy as citizens — and that
their privacy is being invaded hy a
congressman whose politics str{;ng-
ly clash with their own soci{;list-
views and who has not been iyvit-
ed. .

Some 600 of the Jonestown
colony's residents, in fact, have
signed a petition urging Ryan and
the rest cﬁf the group to stay away.

Rvan said he made the trip
because relatives in the Bay Area,
including Associated Press photog-

rapher Sarp_Houston, of San Frap-
a ongtlme rien ap—
m- t bim to

iny ach :ﬂa
him to investigate

{ u

'15

wndmons.

Houston’s wife, Adine, and her
daughter Cargl,_are part of ihe
concerned relatives group here.

They want to visit the Hmmtnn

grand(‘hlidren, Pa mm....lﬁ..anﬂ
Judy, ]4. now.in Joneslos.

Burke appears clearly troublid

' by all the furor that Ryan’'s high-

Jprofiie visit is causing. i
il In classic, diplomatic language

‘the ambassador described the talks
resterday as “useful” and left Ryan,

‘ re orters and the relatiwes in the
His wife, Beveth_ﬂ was even P

................. iy thno ey td 3

driveway pondering their next
mo‘!gn..,q.-u., e
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By Ron Javers
. Chronjecle Correspondent

i " Jonestown,
‘ Guyana

A small group of visitors led by

made it to Jomestown aboard a
chartered plane vesterday after-
noon. }

The San Mateo Democrat, who

said he wanted to see whether the
2700-acre People’s Temple eem-
mune in the Guyana jungle was a
“jail” for 1200 Americans — as some
disaffected Temple members have
charged — promptly began a series
of meetings with individual settlers
and the Rev. Jim Jones, the former
San Francisco minister and head of
tife religious colony.

i Ryan hopes to have a cle.-[r

answer to his question by the tinﬁe
the twin-engine Qtter from Guyana
Airways returns to the settlement
today to pick up Ryan and a party
of government officials, lawvers, ]
reporters and relatives and return
them to the capitol city of George-
town 150 miles south of here.

}

The little plane left Timehri '

ternational Airport, outside the ;
-fapital, at 2 pm. yesterday for th
ur-fong flight over dense, almosti

4 wninhabited rain forest. ej :

: 4 There was space aboard thel |

craft- for only four of the 14

H

= that they could see sons. daughters
i and other family members who had
" .7 jeft California to live at Jonestown.
: . & And even then, one of the four
u s humped. Cgrol Bovd was in-
- structed to leave pilane, and she
d@wed in-«disappointinent on the
tdrmac as the craft taxied awa
thward the runway.

' Then to Boyd's great deligh
ﬂle plane halted and she wa

motioned abozsg—%

|

People’s Temple'M
s Through

Congressman Leo J. Ryvan finally :

-7
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After the craft flew over'

Sprap Gardef—rthd community
at the mouth of the Essequibo
river, there wasn't a hint of a road
tr trail for another 100 miles of tall
trees — greenhearts,
and other growih.

The plane could not land at
Jonestown itself. Instead, the craft
.landed several miles away at Port
Kaituma, a manganese mining cen-
ter 50 miles from the Atlantic coast.

The remaining several miles
were covered over rough. unpaved
road in heavy-duty vehicles.

There were 20 persons in all in
the group, includjng two of Ameri-
éa’'s most coloriul lawyers
Charlos Garrv of Sa ancis
! .1 ) 3 . e ae e h P
tion theory fame — who had flown
to Guvana to help protect the
interests of Jones and his followers.

Government officials from

both the United States and Guyana

_were there, and so were newspaper
reporters from both coasts.

The ten relatives who stayed
behind in Georgetown had come to
the reluctant conclusion earlier
that it was more important for the
press to send out first-hand reports
frilm Jonestown than it was for,
th$m to have their long-delayed"
re)nions with family members they
hadn’t seen™for-g-¥e€ar or more.

hubaballis

Jame$ Ralsarls, a Ukiah teach-
er who came o visit a Tussing
daughter in the Temple settlemell{lpt.
stood by while his_son, Anthony,
made the trip to Jonestown Tiselt i

. i
The other relatives making thg
. flight were two_San Franciscans,
James Cobb Jr. and Beverly Uliver.
1

! As they completed their jour-
ney, they were startled to find
,,themselves greeted at the settle-
ment by 2 concert of the Jonestown
band. That night, they were in-
formed, they would have a chance
10 see a preview of the big Decem-
ber show now in rehearsal as part
of Jonestown's holiday celebration.
t  Jones and his followers were
learly trying their best to impress
their visitors.

- !
After spending the night af)
Jonestown, the visitors will conting

~ ue their investigations today.

Ryan sent-outwird he was in
no hurry to leave.
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'+ Chronicle reporter Ron Javers
interviewed Jim Jones, founder o
the People's Temple, at the tempkgsx
jungle settlement of Jonestowi
Friday. before the terrible shoot-§
ings at the airstrip where Javers
was one of those wounded. He
dictated this story last night from
his hospital bed at Andrews Air
Force Base in Maryland after his
evacuation from Guyvana. :

: By Bon Javers
The day hefore gunmen from
~ Jonestown killed Congressman Leo
3. Ryan and four others attempting
to leave for freedom, Jim Jones
tried 1o convince us that life in his
fungle settlement was blissful, pro- |«
ductive and. above all, peaceful. '

-

terview in the colony he mnd

unded in a sparsely settled corgpr
Af Guyana, he tried to convince jus
there wasn't a weapon in the piajte. |

R gﬂ At first, during an hour-long

|
“There are no guns at all, to my |
knowledge,” Jones began.

John Brown, who described

himself as one of Jones seven
adopted children, said the men in
the colony go hunting sometimes—
_but only. he insisted, with bow and
ArTOW.
5 .. We found, as we were to
§ discover repeatedly, that if one
‘answet didn't seem to convince his
bearers, Jones was ready to offer
another.

After insisting there were noj
guns Jones acknowledged that set-:
tlers did in fact have some weap-!
ons—"but only rifles and hunting
guns.” :

And finally, as this strangely
disjointed interview drew to a
jose, Jones said, “Guns, yes. But
g‘f .
i
\

w many, I don't know.”

!
his Jonestown,
e

icans, most

1% .. ~1lr
He talked about

setilement of Am
from Califorfliz™>=
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Peop e's Tetgme_,.s_ﬂ sharin

edmmunity.” Jones said. “It's sort of
va .

L3 AU L UL
"

c =
o
:.
5
R
E
® e,

We had seen some of the so-
called “family”--60 or so elderly
women living on double- and tri-
pied-tiered bunks in a barracks
with the cheerful name, Jane Pi-
man Gardens.

“Of course you never find total
happiness anywhere,” Jones went
on, “but most of our people are
very happy.”

The words mere-theerful, but
Jones clearly was not.

He was deprossé'a. The words

el o i
came slowly. And soon the opti-

mism gave way 1o self-pity and talk
of suicide. He was clearly aware
that letting Ryan and reporters into
his scttlement meant the communi-
ty was deomed.

It seemed obvious to ail of us
that Jonestown could survive only
in isolation.

“I gave all 1T had to this
program,” Jones said. “But obvious-
Iy there is a conspiracy against me.”

As evidence, he announced
indignantly: “Somebody has shot at

me!,. w“__._.n....J”
&
Jones was asked who the con
spirators might be.

“Who conspired to kill Martin
Luther King, John F. Kennedy and
(Malcolm X?" he responded. “Every
‘agenq in the United States govern-
.ment has tried to give me a hard
kllme

“And they were doing that
while 1T was taking addicts and
pushers off the sireets and giving
them a (new) life here.”

The colony’s early days were
hard, Jones said. Beatings were
necessary then, he said. in order to
maintain discipline in & settlement
with a lot of street people and gang
people.

He acknowledged one report,
for example, that Linda Mertle, one

of Jones' followers, had heen given

b blows on the buttocks witlya
wooden paddle. But that, Jones
siid, was done only at her mothey's
inbistence.

“We haven't har_l heatings fnr
many months—more than a year,”

Jones said. “Not even spankings.
Now we withdraw privileges. We
try for positive enforcement of

good behavior.

) “1 have been beaien, too.” he
added.

But Jones' beatings. it ap-

" peared were psychological. He was

asking us to understand how much
he suffered when somebody else
was enduring physical pain.

“I lfve for the people I'm trying

. 1o save,” Jones said, “But people

. play games and tell lies.

T

Jones was asked about some-

‘ thing more current—a pit in the

#ones’ rules were said 1o be kep
junishment.

1
\ Lies, mid, nothing éfut
lies. .

jungle where those who vlola{lm
}as



Two private Guyana citizens
told me they kffew-where the hole
was. They said they had seenfit

themselves, a quarter of a mille

hiehind the kitchen building. “\I
But there was no way I could

get to the area to see for myself. We

were escorted wherever we went in
the settlement.

Jones said some people in the
colony wanted to leave with us, and
said he hoped the parting would be

happy.

“I want to hug them before
they }eave,” Jones said. "Every time
people chose 10 leave in the past,

ey chose to lie. People lied to me
vhen they said they didn’t want
leiave—:md then they left.

“Let's hope it doesn't happe
again.”

He urged reporters to tell their
readers that in addition to those
whe wanted to return to the United
States there were many others
happy in his colony—{ree, he said,
from the racism they had known
earlier in their lives.

But did his strong hand—the
leadership Jones said was forced
upon him—mean that sometimes

e controlled his flock through
fear? N
“Why should they be afraid

e?" Jones demanded. “People an:

killing me ‘;ﬂm_&bft kind of ru
bish.”
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F\fhghi to Jonestown:
relatlves futule orde_eal

;= Examiner reporter Tim Reiterman ac-
" companied a group of reiatives concerned
" about their families at the Peoples Temple
agricultural mission in Guyana on their ill-
fated trip to that South American pation
. week ago. The trip ended in tragedy whe:I
. five persons were slain in an ambush ant
' more than 900 temple members died in i
subsequent suicide-murder ritual. This story
ﬁ recounts the fears and hopes of the relatives
ﬁ before disaster struck.

By Tim Reiterman
¢ 1978 San Francisco Examiner

- Grace Stoen and Carol Houston Boyd
were sitting together on the plane, their eyes
walering and their emotions running a little
ahead of reality.

With other “concerned relatives,” they
were heading for the Peoples Temple mission
in Guyana, with hopes of at least seeing loved
ones and possibly — if the miracuious
happened — bringing them back. _

Along with her estranged husband. Tim{
Grace yearned to see her son, John, a dark;
baired 6-vear-old whom the Rev. Jim Joneﬂ
claimed as his own.

- photographer Sammy Houston, was anxious

nnd Judy, 14.

The girls bad been at the jungle
%ettlement more than a year without their
mother.

“T want to give them back part of their
childhood,” Carol confided with determma-
tion. “I'll give them a home.”

F‘:‘

» And Carol's mother, Nadyne, a matronly
bionde, added, “Let them have dates and
partiés and normal schooling.”

bR L L
1. Grace. 3 finefeatured, 27-vear-oid br

Tnette shared their hopes. “I haven't beq
pble to hug' my som. in gver two years,”
. “1 want to teke him hHome I remed
lace specifically withr4w& bedrooms.

Carol, daughter of Associated Press

1 1o see her late brother's children, Patricia, 15, |

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.) ¢

S.F.Sunday Examiner
and Chronicle !

pgli S.F.Examiner

San Francisco,Ca.

Date: 11~26-~78
Edition: Final

Character:

or SF 89-250
Classification:89
Submitting Office: SF

FBi1/DOJ



“I want to read to him, to buy him congressional delegation at th

. e Port
clothes, to get him a ball and do all the thmgs I\alfuma afrstripr ¢
we couldn't do wifeli we were in the tempte.” '

“If I can talk to Tom by myseif, I

Carol a.nd Grace each brought small gifts sure he'd tell me if lhat)we:l"re tru !l
fpr the children. Among other things, thle declared Pietila. “If he wanted out, I
I oustons brought tape recordings of Carols try to get him out.” ’

ildren singing ** Hapy Birthday” to th

cousins and a taped greeting to the girls from Also at the—mission were Pietila’s
their grandfather, who was kept off the
f!lght by health problems

Such an emouonall» torturous trip was
nothing new o Beverly and Howard Oliver.
They traveled to Guyana a year ago in hopes
of seeing their sons, Bruce, 20, and William,
19. They said they had given Jones permis-
siin to take their sons on a cross-country trip,
bt suddenly the boys wound up in South
Aperica amid frightening allegations about
ternple activities.

Oliver, a watchman who drags one 1
due 1o a stroke. spent more than $1 1.0003
much of it borrowed from family —
retrieve the hoys, but he met resistance fro
the temple, its attorneys and the Guyanese
government.

“They were good boys, and they came
from a close home,” Oliver said quietly. “We
have to see them.”

Steve Katsaris, a mustachioed psycholo-
gist and head of a private school in Ukiah,
was along with his look-alike son, Anthony,
23. They were hoping to see Steve's daughter,
Maria, 22, a high-ranking temple member
believed to be Jones' mistress. :

“I've made two trips on my own,”
Katsaris said. “One time the temple kept me
frqm seeing her and accused me of being a
sey, deviate. On the second, she was brain-
wa.Lhed against me.’ i

*

year he had been alone knocking on doors |
Guyana, and now he was traveling with*
congressional delegation being covered by
WBC and other representatives of the news

media.

‘ “The ‘best 1 can hope is that she’ll come
home,” he said. “But I don't believe that once
people in cults are programmed they can be
zapped out of it and just walk away.’

Wayng Pletila, a 25-yenr-oid former
es botyguang, had beard that his st

t er, Fom Kit8, had been tortured ;in’a
sw bmr Jor planning an escape mw“
er, defectors identified
che a5 one of the gumes firing on the .

Yet he was hopeful again — because laE
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mother-in-law, sister-in-law, father-in-law and a cousin.

Z Jim Cobb, 27, a black, bearded University of
California dental student who joined the church as a
¢hild in Indianapolis, hadn’t seen his mother since early
this year and hadn’t seen his three sisters and t

" brothers in the four years since he quit the temple. |

“First, | want to see whether they're still alive,” hj

Clare Bouquet, a Burlingame school teacher with
freckles and twinkling eyes, hadn’t seen her son, Brianp,
25, since January, when he showed up at her home with
Lis new bride. Claudia.

P PR P

“Un one of the phone paiches, 1 asked when he was
coming back, and he said, Tl never leave this beautiful
place.'” she said. “Basically, 1 want to see if he's okay
and see if the charges | read about the Temple were

* * K

i In Georgetown, the relatives made a few informal '-

attempts to contact family members while U.S. Rep..
Leo Ryan worked offictal channels. They left messages
at the temple s yeliow stucco house in Georgetown but
they found themselves caught up in a cruel circle. The
U.S. Embassy told them to talk to tempie officials about
their hopes to visit Jonestown, and temple members

tossed them back to the embassy.
As the week wore on, without solid arrangemen

hnw aismlamar Aw a wicit tha rolativee oro

lUl t.‘llut:l aillphafits Ul a4 Vidil, Wto loiauvoo glo ll
desperate. They talked about chartering their 0\:[1‘

planes to the agricuitural project, about trying 10 sto
through the gates, about giving their lives to reach
" their loved ones.

As far as the relatives were coocerned, the
embassy was no heip. During a 1%-hour meeting,
officials said the temple mission was untouchable and
#hat the State Department could do nothing to open its

ates.

LD ¥ tmld thn T A v,
We told the ambassador we would go alone

without his help,” an angry Steve Katsaris said.

On Thursday night, at a banquet Ryan hosted for
the relatives and newsmen, Clare Bouquet and others
excitedly told of an encounier with some temple

mihare A th A
members on the seawall near the Pegasus Hotel Some

members and former members had embraced, and
hopes for cooperation were rekindied.

On Friday, the relatives were forced to select four
representatives to accompany Ryan and the media on &

crowded plane to the mission.

“We established a list on the basis of those least
threatening to Jim Jones,” according to Tim 5toen, an
arch enemy of his former pastor.

Selected were Jim Cobb, Beverly Oliver, Carol
~ Houston Boyd and Anthony Katsaris. ]
;] ' * * % ‘

f-‘l In the last mipuigs hefore takeoff, Carol was
umped from the flight for lack of space. Then, as the

+ twin engines revved up, an extra seat somehow was
found; the door opened, and a crewman waved her on.

With tears flying off her cheeks, she ran ahoard,
and we were off, banking over the muddy Demetnra
River and deep green jungie. “There's no way to waik
through that,” commented Jim Cobb. He was hopdful
but realistic, "My younger brother and sister have been
there since they were 7, and I'm pretty sure they've
been pretty well talked to by now,” he said.

Anthony Katsaris, a school teacher, had last seen
his sister, Maria, a year ago and didn't really know what
to expect. “This whole thing is so strange ! don't know
what’s real,” he said.

By Saturday afternoon. all had had an opportunitf
to meet with relatives at the mission and to see tll.’e‘ijt
living quarters and communal facilities on the 27,
acre project.

As 16 temple members lined up to leave the
settlement, it became apparent that none had relatives
among those who had accompanied Ryan to Jonestown.




Grace Stoen was looking for her son

satisfied that her sons were happy. Her sons, tall and
handsome young black men, openly proclaimed their

Since the previous night, when Jim Cobb leaned love for their mother, but spoke of communications
against a fence in the darkness venting his emotions, it problems. “We could only go by what we heard, afhd

rad been clear that his relatives were staying. she could only go by what she heard,” Bruce said.

ettt

Carol Houston Boyd never got ap opportunity to ¥ Just before they parted company, Beverly said,§']
isee her nieces alone. Their mother, Phyllis, who had '|want my boys home. but they re adults and can do what
just arrived, independently of the Ryan group, at the ‘they want.

mission, was always present, o “ Sitting with her brother, Maria Katsaris said she
’ had no intention of seeing her father uatil he dropped

The nieces — Patricia, a sunburn masking her 3 syjt alleging that the temple falsely accused h:m of
freckles, and Judy, a pretty blonde teen-ager — talked  mgjesting her.

about their routine of school and sports.
“I'm glad to see my brother but if my father hurls
“] want to be a vet,” Judy said. "I'll learn stuff . Peoples Tempie he burts me.” the slender and ic}
about veterinary medicine here, electronics, working | it young woman said of her father, Steve a deep}y
with wood. whatever I want. l religious man.
]

{ “Nothing is wrong with the States. I just prefer it’ Several minutes later, she was standing in the rain

here.” alongside the dump truck filled with Rep. Ryan's party

and the new defectors. “Here,” she called. throwing a

Beverly Oliver, -a—strong-willed former member. sjlver cross and chain to me. “Tell Steve I don't believe
wouldn't comment when asked whether she was in God.” [N
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The long night of fear
at Guyana airstrip

*‘ Examiner reporter Tim Reiterman, injured in the amYbusi—imt
illed five, filed this report from Andrews Air Force Base Hospital in
Maryland.

«

By i 'w
Examiner Staff Writer
«-1978 San Francisco Examiner 1|

ANDREWS AIR FORCE
BASE, Md. — That terrible ser!
of gunshots in Port Kaitump,
Guyana, signaled only the begin-
ning of an interminable night.

When the murderers drove
away from the airport, some
survivors cautiously climbed out
of the disabled Guyana Airways
twin-prop plane and others
“iched out of the dense jungle
jtrowth lining the strip.

i The first task was counting
1lhe dead and moving the injured
-into the tall grass, away from the
plane, in case the Peoples Tem
assassination squad returned 1})

compieie the job. i

Anthony Katsaris, brother of
temple leader Maria Katsaris, was
carried just off the gravel run-
way, blood streaming from his
wose. He bad a wound in his
ithest. :

f

Jackie Speier, legal aide to

ep. Leo Ryan, was flat on her
back, an eight-inch slab of her
right thigh blown away, one arm

shattered and a bullet in her

'pelvis
.' - A few feet away, NBC technj:
(:lan Steve Sung was crying out |}

r pain, .with the muscles of h
" right arm shot away in two placy
. bgr a high-powered rifle.

Some of the uninjured were
bint over the severely hurt,
trying to stem the bieeding, while

the less severely wounded bound

their injuries with shirts and
belts, thejr gves wide in shock
and amazement.’ ——
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.in the party.

-—Afterva while, Sung was

delirious with rum apd pain,
calling to his wife and daughter
aid to Speier.

“You're beautifu! and brave,

Fackie,” he cried. “We're going to

make it.” .

“Hang on, Steve,” she called
batk. “We may even langh about
S

this some day.”

. Almost two dozen townspeo-
ple milled around the five bodies
near the plane. Some shook their
heads in disbelief, then drifted
over to the Americans. “Why?"
implored a little man with great
white teeth and a wide-brimmed
straw hat. “Why did they do this
to you?”

“We don't know,” I said at
the time.

While some Guyanese
N

brélught us river water and rum,

otkers looked at our injuries with
pitj and whispered among them-
selves ahout Peoples Temple and
the Rev. Jim Jones.

“What happened?” they were
asking.

When the entire sequence of
increasingly tense and violent
events was recounted — the con-
gressional fact-finding mission of
Rep. Ryan, the fine food am_i
entertainment at the Temple's agri-

cultural project, the subsequent

defection of 18 teraple members,

‘the attempt to slit Ryan's throat,

and finally, the massacre — these

people of Port Kaituma reacted
with fear and horror.

After all, their wives and chil-

“drpn lived in modest houses around
‘tht airstrip, well within bullet

raqpge. It consoled them litle to
hear that the temple death squad
had waved aside the Guyanese and
did not attempt to Kill the Guyanese
“We are with you,’; the out-
spoken little man said “We-will
protect you. My God ... how can
they do this? We are af} hun_lan
beings.” ’ LR

Apd these were wonderful Nu.

man beings, these asslonate

men wigh.shoeless childred” 4 |

“Anything we can do, any--

thing, will be done,” declared the
spokesman, jabbing with his index
finger. :

Cigarettes and lights were pass-
ed around, and a hearded man
named Patrick McDenald Duke
said, “Please give me your address,

We will correspond.” .

‘their tent. where they would have
- armed protection. ‘

- The soldiers, Dwyer said, were
not* willing to stand between the
rest of us and any attackers. l

Some thought was given to
simply camping in the tall grass,
hul it was felt that that would
{fford little- ‘protectiod from . a
night-time raid. ~ "% . i

i ©ot g [
L The villagers at first encour-

When the offer of help was fa

made, it felt as though we had just!

signed an important treaty. We still
“ were wounded and terrified in the
. middle of the South American
i jungle, but we had allies.

As night fell over the airfield,
our only flashlight was pulled from
a pack. Dick Dwyer, of the US.
embassy, went over the passenger
list on his cliphoard. marking the
five dead, five seriously injured,
“five less seriously injured, six miss-
ing and nine uninjured.

Dwyer, a tall, husky, middle-
aged man in khaki, assumed the
leadership early. His first an-

. nouncement was that the pilot of
the buliet-disabled airplane had
radioed the airport tower in
Georgetown and that help sup- .
posedly was on the way. .

. Georgetown was an hour's

flight away. However, Dwyer was a
realist who knew something about
government in genera'l‘ and this
poor country in particular.

(O wrr_ ie

' You all shoild know thereisa |
11 strong possibility we will be spend- |
& ing the night here,” he said.

el bd e 4k oy
L

That conjured up the night-.
mare of Peoples Temple farm

vehicles bristling with weapons, of -

commando attacks from the cuﬂi\
tain of jungle surrounding th
airport.

Shortly after dark, our Guy-
anese friends appeared with three
bedsprings and mattresses 10 use as
litters. .

" Dwyer had negotiated with
four Guvanese soldiers guarding a
grounded military plane near the
end of the runway S0 wisweresble
10 bring the severely wounded to

aged us each to hide with a
different family, ‘but under’ these
conditions a house-to-house sparch
by the temple would increase ‘the
possibility of encountering a resi-
dent sympathetic to the temple.

The Guyanese said the brutal
shootings of unarmed people rinsed
away virtually all their good reis-
tions with the témple. b

It finally was decided that ttle
ambulatory would walk to a nearby
rum shop and disco. Toting our
bags up the muddy main road, we
straggled into Sam’'s Disco -— the
aﬂ'rport area counterpart of Mike's

Isco, where the temple had ar-

ringed our lodging the previous

lilght.

The dance floor was quite
similar — with black walls, black
lights and fluorescent hand-painted
siogans and graffiti. - . f

A bench ran along one wall to &
bar with shelves of local rum and
whiskey. Our hosts sat around rum®
and beer bottles as Dwyer ex-

plainnd that the ahlo hadiad wanid

ACAEEAL. g AfAL LAIC @QEIZITTIUUITLE WOUUIU
work in shifis tending the sick at
the tent.: -

" The ‘others would stay at the
disco rum shop.
- -Our protectors arrived frgm
theirpoaeby homes with an assort-



ment of weapons — a single ‘shot-
g~ Tnachete and a long-bladed
knife. We added a hunting knife —
a Scout survival knife that Sung
had bought for the trip.

'} These weren't exactly the

Cireen Berets, but they were trus-
tu)\ orthy and eager to help.

“l was in the army until two
years ago,” said one yvoung man.

“When the army gets here, 1
may have to put on my old uniform-
again.” joked another, a former!
colonel,

* * *

During the second tent shift,
NBC field producer Boh Flick and 1
tended to the patients. borrowing a
flashlight from the MIlf-armed sol-
diers. .

Most of the time we sat on the
damp ground, a little skeptical
about whether the Guyanese troops
would arrive before daybreak.

a counie of fimes

4 LLApRT ULl

? Periodically,

response (0 moaning, we went
pto the tent. But all that could be
ne was to make our patients
more comfortable with aspirin,
run and water or a re-arranging of
bedelothes. We had no antibiotics,
little sterile dressing and virtually
no medical skills.

“Do you have anything for
pain?" Jackie Speier said.

. “There is one pill wrapped in a |
paper by your head.” .

“I'd better save .it,” she said.
“T'Il take rum instead.”

Those in the tent should have
been in a drv, wellstaffed hospital
hours ago, rather than alternately
sweating and shivering in damp

lothes on a non-sterile- canvas

jpoor.
| He -
* * K ok

-
.

Back at the disco, the dwner's
wife, Elaine, directed us to a back

room_The pest of the geeup—dm r
were sleeping on floors and beds in

two small rooms or sitting around a
kitchen table drinking strong cof-
fee Guyana style, with a healthy
dose of cream and sugar. There
were former temple members, rela-

tives of temple members and re- ?

porters. .

The day’s tragedies raised sev-
eral questions: Would the airport
assassins come back to town? What |
was happening at the temple mis- |
sion? And did Jones order the
attack?

No one knew how safe we
were, yet the consensus among
former members was that Jones
had indeed ordered, or at least
nnnnnnnn vk g B ek

appluucu, d massacie wuu Bsuln
farreaching conseguences. _

As for Jonestown, Harold Cor-
who joined Jones in Indlana
lls 2a vears ago, said: “You're goin

c:de
———

Expiained QRgle Pa;ﬁ who had
made his break from the temple -
hanre aarlioe. “The th":‘uhry iS tha'_

you can go down in history saying
vou chose vour way 1o go. It is your
commitment to die rather than
accept capitalism.”

HiruL s el uxi.,

The next step?
“Jim Jones said if mass suicide

_happened, he and his trusted aides

would get back to the United States
and kill everyone who ever left the

Sleeping was 100 risky for most
lof us. Every approaching truck was
jpotentially from the temple. But
_the lady of the house, Elaine, could
‘give us the owner's name liy

listening to the engine and trasp

mission sounds. !b
[

How manv trucks could there
be in a town of -several hundred

nanoAme?

| a2t
]

Because time drags, Parks, who
onced worked at the University of
sPatifornia Medical Center, chang%l
gllur Bandages and used gin
sinfect the wounds. Elaine tora
down some of her curtains to makle
bandapes——— m—

-+ Jerry Parks, a balding yet trim
man in a tank top.sspeke-of the
afternoonin the ambush "
brain was all over me,” he said. 'A
high-powered rifle caught her. Sﬁe
was down 1o 111 pounds. When she
icame over here, she was 137. She
L Wasn't getting enough 10 eat.”

Suddenly everyone was star-
tl(\d by a loud boom that sounded
i like a gunshot. People squatted on
the floor, simply froze, or tried to
peek out the windows. Someone
cursed our lack of arms.

! After the guards assured us

that the sound was only a ligh
falling on a roof, we went back to

! waiting. A short time later, Dwyer
" reported, “We're trying to getja
U.S. med-evac plane into Mathews
Ridge or Georgetown.”

The report raised our hopes
just like all.the others, but not
qmuch Everyone had learned to
pprotect himself with pessimism.
'Finally, some temple refugees said
they heard the whistle on the train
from Mathews Ridge, an hour and a
half away.

Dawn approached and passed.

Then, at about 8:30 am., Guy-
anese soldiers arrived to protect jis
and to take us to arriving airplani}s.

We and some Guyanese c
brated with a traditional 1}
breakfast drink — condensed milk
‘laced with tom. At




Relief came st dawn when Guyenese soidiers arTived st Port Kaituma to heip move

- — Examiner

wounded survivors from tent to evacuation plane: Pain wee eased
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By Tim Reiterman
Examiner

GEORGETOWN, Guyana i
Rep. L.e0 Ryan plans to fiy to th.y
People’s Temple jungle missiey
tomorrow amid reports that the
Rev. Jim Jones is “very ill.”

Ryan's tentative plans to fly to
the 27,000-acre agricultural project
today were apparently scotched

when he learned that Mark Lane,

ternple lawyer and conspiracy
theorist in the Kennedy assassina-
tion. is flying here from Washing-
ton, D.C.

Meanwhile, efforts of a group .
of “concerned relatives” and news ;

people to gain access to temple

‘members here continued to fail.

Ryan, DSan Mateo, who is
leading a House International Rela-
tions Committee delegation inquiry
into conditions at the mission. Hﬁ
shid he received an invitation 1
visit the jungle outpost through

iplomatic channels.

His invitation was then con-
firmed in a spur-of-themoment
visit last night to the temple base
here. There Rvan held a “pot-
unfriendly” meeting with about a
dozen temple members.

Ryan said he felt that his:

efforts to reach the temple mission

would be more successful if he
could talk with Jones, the former !

San Francisco Housing Authority

member and leader of the church. 5
Efforts to reach Jones by radio

were unsuccessful, Ryan said, so
last night "1 took the car on a hunth
and went to (the temple base hen!'

Once inside, ke reported,
said, ‘Hi, I'm Leo Ryan. I'm the bad
guy. Does anyoffe-wamio talk?™”

(Mount Clipping in Space Below)

P ran, at PeOpIe S Temmer,
ljearns Jones is ‘very ill_ °
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About a dozen men-mr wom-

£0, y lemple mebers Tim
MCE]\ane an Sharon Amos,
rgrc to ta im. \‘

When Ryan asked uhether he
could contact Jones by radio, Amos
said no.

“Why not?” the congressman
asked.

“He’s very ill.” Amos told him.

When Ryan inquired about the
nature of Jones' iliness, Amos re-
fused to respond.

Former temple members in
San Francisco who have monitored
communications between Jones
and the terhple headquarters in
The City say there have been
Tdications that Jones is ill.

Rvan said he also suggested to
maos and the others thai he fly to
the mission todgy “to see if we can't

establish an agenéa—scrar%cheduled
meeting (with temple members) on
Yriday.”

It was then that he was told of
1anes imminent arrival. Temple

ficials earlier had insisted that
.Ryan couldn't visit the mission
‘until Lane was present, and the

mission conditions. The, statement
labeled the effofran escalation of
the group’s “malicious campaign {f
ties and harassment,” and it brand-
ed Ryan's visit “a contrived meda
event.”

It warned that if either Ryan or
the group tried to enter the mission

laywer had said he would be ¥ without permission the temple

unavailable until the end of the
month.

. Ryan wants to speak with
mission residents without any re-
strictions and alsoe to remain at the
project through Saturday.

Summlng up his two days in
the South American COuUntiry, nyuu
told reporters, “We already found
out a good deal about physical

onditions fat the mission) but we
aven’'t found out a thing about

‘t\nental conditions.”
+ Referring to the frustrated

i relatives group accompanying the -

delegation, he said, “In a free
society, you can’t deny access to
relatives either here or in the US.”

Yesterday, the relatives group
was turned away from the temple
base. And the U.S. Embassy was
presented with a petition signed by
about 600 of the 1100 nission
inhabitants. The heading on the
four large pages of signatures said:

“Resolution of the committee:
l.lany of us, the undersigned resi-
cpnts of Jonestown Gu_\yana have
l.}‘:t:u VIDHW llt.'ll: l}_yr umuua dllu
relatives. However, we have not
invited and dc not care to see
Congressman Ryan, media repre-
sentatives, members of the group of
so-called concerned relatives, or
any other person who may be
traveling with or associated with
any of those persons.”

The petition was dated Nov. 8.
The invitation to Ryan came yester-

‘ The temple also released a
stjtement dated Nov. 13, the day
thy relatives started their long
journey here in-hopes of hearing
tirst hand frem loved ones about

) would reguest police protection.

While most of the news people
were frying to avoid expulsion
from the country yesterday, US.
Embassy officials briefed Ryan
about the 27.000-acre temple agri-
culiural project.

In meetings with U. 8. Ambas-
sador John R. Burke, consular aide
Douglas E. Ellice Jr. and other
officials, Ryan said, he was remind-
ed that “Mr. Jones is a private
individual running a private opera-
tion in a foreign country.”

Ryan said: “1 am giving M.
Jones every possibie opportunity
while we are here to address ani
and all of us.”

Ryan viewed photo slides of
the mission taken during routine
consular visits to the mission. He
said Jones, who has been reported
unwell, looked fairly healthy.

“l didn’t see many people in
¢ these slides but was impressed t{)
- the nature of the construction;”
'uRyan said. ‘

He said he came away from the
briefing with the impression that
embassy officials thought the
project was benign.

Some former members have
said the mission inhabitants aren't
free to leave and are physically
abused and forced to work long
hours. The temple and a number of

visitors have deseribed the mission

as a humane social experiment
A without urban ills or racism.

Meanwhile, Guyanese immigrh-

) tion officials permitted reporter,
including The Examiner's, to ri>
main bevond their one-day visas
cover the YA visit.

i

-
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A visa ‘error’ and Peo‘Tg T
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[@I IPYIC 1O HIVI© I Vilswiy,
than ever
By Tjm Reiterman i

i ¢ Examiner News dta (Indicate page. nome of

newspaper, city and state.)

GEORGETOWN, Guyana — AS ¥
the jet banked toward the airport
at midnight Tuesday, Georgetown |
stood out as a strand of lights be- _
tween the moonlit Atlantic and the \

FTY

.black jungle interior.

*7- Onthe ground, Guyana's heavy | o
air rushed into the plane, hot, wet,
sticky air that clung to passengers |
filing into the airport terminal.

: *. 'U.S. Embassy officials in pow-
- ¢ {ldér blue shirt-jackets — business-
a4 | mens attire here — made beelines
for Rep. Leo Ryan, leader of a smali _—
congressional delegation’s inquiry 52
into the activities of an urban faith, S.F.

-‘Healer who once rubbed shouldersk ) F.Examiner
= k\n lth politicians.

The first indication of the S
_People’s Temple's presence was the an Francisco,Ca.

'whispering among the concerned
Irelatives group following Ryan's
delegation. To one side of the
Yerminal, several temple members
were silently observing. ' Date: 11-16-7&

LA Edition: Final

In the modest, low-slung ter-
minal reporters sweated their way

through immigration and customs, Tithe:
some uncertain that their last- RYMURS
- minute planning for entry permits
through the Guyanese Embassy in
Washington had any effect in the Character:
copptry itself. The inspectors or SF 89-250
ed to have knowp beforehand Classificut; on-

1hdti the entourage was related to
lhe People’s Temple mission here. '

casiediad) ATEr 2 while, most reporte:

re quietly celebrating thei
snyooth trip through the lines. The
a d%an Francisco Chronicle reporle'A
appeared outside a nearby window,
guarded by & poltterfian.
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r—Nawusmenhed-agreed before-
hand to support one another. NB&)
which had the strongest credent!
tials, volunteered 1o stay to hel l
iwhile those reporters on shakie
~ground went on to Georgetown
tself. 26 miles away. '

Feeling free and extremely that tate hoyr_tha-town's few
forlu_nate. one group selected a  stoplights were working and there
Sigblhel fl;r()m several East Indians {were knots of young men convers-
2n0 nacXs soliciling customers at  ling on street corne
the curb. After the cabbie was ' ‘oung women and bi(r-:"cl?s?sdlrsz&{nf
asked to keep his vehicle under 80  lng the roadsides. Y
m}ieg an hour, he roared off, “I'm sorry, sir, but we have ng
running the first two stop signs. reservations for you,” said the desk,

A good two-lane pavement car- - ¢lerk at the Pegasus Hotet, a
ried the group through flatlands, | (-_\-lindrica} structure that is George-
past silvery waterways, bungalows | 10wn's finest and a frequent stopo-
on stilts and some smatl industry. ver for airline employees. “We are

_ booked up.”
At the outskirts bf Georgetown T

e cab cut through the sweet smell Soon there were pthers — all
- = : o
of rum from a*pearby distillery. At from the concerned relatives group

— whose confirined reservations mistake. You musi g0 to the Hox\ge
somehow had vanished. The lobby  Ministry. It opens at 8 o'clock.” 1\
ecame a little encampment for a o

) gczen Americans whosg immediate At the Home Ministry, ap
needs were cold beer and beds assistant secretary invited us intb
after two days of travel. Some RIS office, inspected the passports

opted for another hotel but most and inquired about our business as

S aved in the lobby in tired protest. though he hadnt heard of the
. 7 congressional delegation’s visit and
¥ . l YDannla’'e Temnle” mused a Lot litila Aaf Pannio’s Tomnla
? ‘:. {L) t! 1 \'G\Jl;—;‘a.;lesleula‘iy;"ﬂe t;'olt‘"e‘i"‘:‘of RLUIT W LILLIT Ul B VUL O & ik prite.
p i rtly ' .

E*burs?e I've heard of them. The After some phone calls, the

i : i litely for
Reverend Jones, They have a radio  secretary apologized po -
show and they tell you how won- the delay, but said the decision-
derful People’s Temple is. They alsog making officiais would be unavaiia-

r cavaral hanre “Call mo at 1
0 e Py

have a band. They used to play here} bie for several hours meatl
at the hotel but haven't for a while. D-m-l\fhe 53{;1-5 ticials were in
o ter US. officials were in-
_ “Do 1 ever visit their mission? ¥ ¢ med of the passport difficulties
No, it Is in a very remote area. g Shared by most of the press here, it
The Examiner’s reporter and - c.omed as though Ryan were about
photogrhaphler bw?re ibfn:"y%‘::e: 10 lose most of his press entgurz:ge.
oom shortly belore 3 a.1n. * The 24-hour stamps were abou
ay. Before anyone could use il the expire. ps ]
dront desk phone rang. ‘ Al 4 p.m. yesterday in anothe

“Sjr* the clerk said, “that was Guyanese government building,

: e wandan ctaire and
jmmigration. They say there is

with well-worn wooden stairs anc
some problem with your passports. ceiling fans, chief information offi-
They will be here within the hnu_r."

ger Victor Forsythe explained that
'some communication delay result-

Three hours later up strode 8 ed in the passport problems. He
hlack man in an orange motorcycle  asked several reporters how lqu
helmet, blue T-shirt and jeans. He they wished to stay. Each said five
was barely recognizable as our days. He handed each a press
uniformed immigration inspector packet on the country and intro-
of the night before. He demanded}” duced an aide who would assist
the passports, then altered them| them.

thn
noe

with his pen. Sudaenly an aut e:‘J Finally, he calied the Mmisjfv
ot

izgy! stay of five days was reduc of Home Affairs official and said, |1

tolp4 hours. have spoken with the visiting prais

i i ” ’ d, th¢y

“1 was ti last night,” the and as fa;' as Im-foncerne s 1;
officer explained. “I made a slight can stay five dapgs—~=
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Delegation arrived at Georgetown, an hour's plane ride from jungle mission at Jonestown
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Closeup on Guyana

O Size: 83.00C sq. miles. fr
O Location: North coast of South Ame(i-
ca. DN [
O Population: 780,000 s
{JLanguages: English (official), Hindi,
Portuguese, Chinese, Negro patois. .
[JReligions: Christian, Hindu and Mosfem
[l Government: Head of state: President ;.
Arthur  Chung; Head of gavarﬁr’neni;!;
Prime Minister Linden Forbes Sampson
Burnham of the People's National Gon-*
gress.

O Economy: Industries: Cigarettes. rum.
clothing, furniture, drugs. Chiel crops:
Sugar, rice, coconuts, coffee, cocoa,
citrus and other fruits. Minerais: Bauxite
(5th largest producer), gold, diamends. K
O Health: Lite expectancy at birth (19594,
61). 59.03 male; 6301 female. Infan !
mortality: 42.3 per 1,000 in 1971

O Literacy (1973). 83 percent.
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lMe*hers weep
in Georgetown

frr Hlanir eAne
IV LITGI 9V

By Tim Reilerman
Examiner Staff Writer
GEORGETOWN, Gu:,ana—‘Paqs Pass. Go ahead
called two schoolgirls in lilting British accents.

The car then bounced over a residential street near
Greater Georgetown -— neat white wood-frame bunga
lows on one side, tin shanties with clotheslines and dir
vards on the other, ditches and canals everywhere.

Alongside one such waterway, part of the sewel
system, boys cast nets and fiddled with t‘mhmg poles

Everv inch of earth, it scemed, was covered vilth
waier, quur\ green irees, wugn Swamp grass or eﬁ[lﬂ
worn smooth by footl traffic. Cattle pulled at clump) of

roadside greenery and dogs strayed across the road.

« On the left, between a large canal and a rutted

road. stood a tin shack. “The government made them
LA 11 4%~ ..,.,-n on thic ctmin " tha Amivrar cnid
Lral UU“II u LLIE 1UBL L) ELIED Dl[ l.p, I.l.ll:’ ul.l\Cl i,

1 On the right, behind a row of more modest houses,
was a large two-story stucco house — 41 Lamaha Drive.
It's the Peoples Temple base in this capital city,
thousands of miles away from church headquarters in

Can Frongcicen
oail ¥ Falivisis.

A sturdy radio antenna stretched far above the
roof, an antenna to relay radio signals between
Georgetown and the Rev. Jim Jones’ agricultural
project in the interior to the north.

* * &

Clare ' Burlingame schoolteacher, was
sitting in the lobhy of the nearby Pegasus Hotel,
thinking about 41 Lamaha Drive and wondering

whether her son Brian was there or not. Her eyes were

red as she related:

“1 went out there in a cab. ] was excited. The gate
was open. There were three women in the yard. They
gently closed the gate, and I put my hand on it.

“I'm Brian’s mother,” 1 said. ‘I'd like to see him.

._._.
:::.:-“—“-"'

1 “‘He’s not here,’ one of them replied.”
“But someone just saw him here,’ 1 said.”

“*That was Jerry, who was on the saskt(hall team.
Brian is a1 70Méstown,’ one of the women said.”

(Indicale page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)
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“*Could I please talk to Brian on the radio” }
asked, and they said no ang1#at I'd have to go through
e embassy.” ’

) “Itold them, 'Tm a mother and I just want 10 see
nj} Son.s ¥

“One of them said, ‘I'm a mother, too," and she .
started to cry.” '

* K K

- +

When a meeting of the “concerned relatives” from:

the United States at the U.S. Embassy was over, a gold-
colored Ford LTD with flags mounted on the front/
bumper was wheeled to the front door. Ambassadori
John Burke jumped in and was driven away, leaving

behind only two curt answers 10 reporters’ guestions.

Waiting for the relatives group to emerge,
reporters asked for something cold to drink at the
embassy. Paper cups of water were offered.

“It's unireated,” a woman employee noted. “It'H
only give you a little diarrhea,” added a smooth-faced
Marine guard in civilian clothes.”

The concerned relatives — 14 persons with family
members in the temple mission — filed out with grim
expressions and brimming eyes.

"It got emotional,” said Jim Cobb. a powerfully
uilt black man who is a senior dental student in San
Francisco. “Some people cried.”

) ney in
Mendocing counties, said, “I'm more
optimistic. It’'s slowly improving.” i

* o K

; tracte " samanne gheervs A wWa o
N CONLTasis. sOmeosine ooserved. Next o

the freshly painted and sturdy embassy sagged a paint-
spare building with broken window louvers. As an NBC

s
L

cameraman rofled film. several barelegged boys '

swarmed around him. When he gave them each a peek
through the lens they giggled.

TV in Guvana? “Years ago. the Dutch Phillips
company applied for a license but the government
wanted to run it,” remarked a U.S. international
communications agency official taking in the scene.
“fiow it would be too expensive. You can pick up
siitions in Surinam, Veneruela and Trinidad, but
G’!L_vana has no station of its own. About 25 to 30 people
ca afford televigion sets.” ——

* % &

The sign outside said..Gorernment Store.” yet it
resembied a condensed Woolworth, with coupters andt
cash registers, cosmetics and stationery, underwean;
and shirts, and a busy Iunch counter, b

The prices weren't quite bargain-basement level,
considering that per capita annual income was $582 in
1975 and the exchange rate now is 2.35 Guyanese
dollars per one U.S. dollar.

Cheap American safety razors went for $7.85
Guyanese, while belts sold for up to $29.95, many of
cowhide from cattle raised in the interior plains.

Men's shorts in pastel colors were priced at $5,85,

Guvanese while Txhirts emblazoned with “Super
i

AEL Dy ALy R ST LU Sl H A CHIURRLVUIEGE VY akad

: Electrician™ or “Beethoven” cost $22.95 and national

flags went for $45.50. Clothing fabric cost $16.95 to
$28.95 a yard. (l

Down the street, behind locked doors and welj
tended plass display cases, there were thin gold brace!
lets costing up 1o $2,500 Guyanese. How much is goldlt
“A thousind dollars an ounce — American,” said a
saleswoman.

* * *

Bv 7:45 a.m. the tropical sun is high enough that
some women are strolling with umbrellas. The streets
are filled with right-hand drive cars, mos}ly of
unfamijiar European makes, plus a smatiering of

Ybicycles, horse-drawn carts and pedestrians.

“That’s the prime minister’s house” the driver
Jsaid, pointing 10 & guarded palatial home.

There is some stucco censtriction, but wood is th

rule, even in the most important government buildings)

Many are roofed with metai, and between thés
structures tropical trees gnd.other plants do their best
10 recizim Georgetown as jungle.
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| Ryar’s group
.en route to |

temple base
— - — ByTim Reiteyman,
Examiner News Stalf

GEORGETOWN, Guyana —
Rep. Leo Ryvan and his congression-
al deiegation. accompanied by offi-
cials from the U.S. Embassy and the
Guyanese government. flew (o the
People’s Temiple jungle mission a
Jonestown today. :

Also on the 18seat charteref
Jircraft were temple attorneyk
Charles Gorrv and Mark . .0!::
temple member who lives |
Georgetown, four relatives of tem-
ple members, and the press corps.

The flight, which followed sev-
eral days of delay and uncertainty,
was okayed after Garry and Lane
spent about two hours talking with
the Hev. Jim Jones, head of the
controversjal church, by radjo.

Those on hoard were wel-
comed as visitors to Jonestown, but
in a statement released on Jones'
behalf here today, he accused
dormer temple members of enlist.

ing the support of Ryan and the
imedia "to give their maliciow
;frampaign of slander and gro:
“misportrayal an air of }egitimacfli
“We feel that Mr. Ryan
easily see through the liesand false
charges against Jonestown.”

Jones had earlier resjsted at-
tempts of Ryan and his délegation
to visit the church's 27000-acre
agricultural project. Following a
meeting today between Ryan and

rolented
temple attorneys, Jones

Hiveclh ot bod b Lome

overnight at the mission and was to
return to Georgetown tomorrow
morning.

Ryan is leading a House Inter-
national Relations Committee dele-
gntion investigating People’s Tem-
pie and its operations in this Solith
A'Emrican country. He is acamp’]\n-
iefi by a small press corps anci 2
group of-‘copcerned relatives'vof
temple members.

The group is expected to stay -

(Indicate page, nume of
newspaper, city and state.)
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o Former_ members haveyp. .
P 1Y private meeting..When it was
charged that Jonits uses ph5‘““’“0'.rer the amhassador got into a car

fhuse and financial pressure tol,

. w driven aw.

ktep church members in tow, They|kdnd as quickly ay-

gay the 1200 residents of the “It was a useful meeting,” he
mission aren’t free g leave. ‘eaid. When asked whether the

" concerned relatives will get to see
After his meeting with Ryan their loved ones at the mission,

today. Garry said Ryan “keeps «
changing his position. What he Burke replied, “It’s too soon to say.”

rehlly wants to do is to go there and

Steve
hake vou guys {the press) write it up school administrator, 15 1n Guyvana

with him bangmg on the door. He for The third time to see his
said a couple of days ago that he dayghter Maria. He summed up the
would be willing to go alone.” meeting: e ambassador was po-
. lite and told us there was no way he
Lane said Jim_Schollegt, a legally could do anything. We told
consultant 1o the coggressiopal poo o o would oo oon our own
Sy SO ——— llull WE Wouwa gU UL Uur Uva
committee, reported a few days ag a0 \ithout his help.”
fRZT Rvan and Rep. Ed Derwinski )

R.-Iil, would go to the mission witlf geﬂy Oliver, who has two
one aide each. sons a on, said, “The
- . ambassador told us that the Guy-
Both lawyers said they're baps gnoce government were the only
py to have the press visit the peqne who could act without the
mission because it's such an impres-
sive project. At first it was thought 5 rty.”
the plane couldn’t land at the small private property.
airstrip at Port Kaituma. The alter The South American country’s
im:\,pc. would have been a flight 1¢ position on the controversv isn’t

LA wORURAR Biit % puoavais |3l Copup it ) )} chay

Ifatthews Ridge, then a 35—mlle entirely ciear, though the Jones—
kive over bumpy and sometimes town jungle settlement is generally
impassable roads to Port Kaituma regarded as a significant attempt to
or a 1%z-half hour train ride. turn part of Guyana's dense interi-
) or into productive land.

There are also river launches

that could travel to the mission on One government official ey
the Kaituma River. but that trip pressed great curiosity about alﬁ
takes a day and a half each way.  gations published in the Americah
press, particularly those of formér

Meanwhile. about 14 relatives members who contend that the
of temple members met vesterday, _:.c:iic'e 1900 inhahitante sran't

N
'O'r more [han an h()ur “}th U_ S‘ 1113 IULL D LAY NlLauivalivo aivir i
Ambassddor John Burke. Some free to come and go.
eémerged from the meeting in tears,
holding a statement that read in
part:

He also wondered aloud why a
congressional delegation and so
many relatives would travel thou-

“The embassy does not h‘ne{ sands of miles to check on the
any legal right to demand access to welfare of loved ones if there were
any private citizen in Guyana. no truth whatsoever to the allega-
Hght of this. the embassy has np tions. :

authority to require contacl bt After difficulties earlier this

tween members of People’s Tempkt week with press corps passport‘
nfg:gng whom they do not wish the Guyanese Information Mm;str;
= : yesterday extended courtesies ti
_ Relatives had repeatedly asked newsmen here. Those included ail-
hat the press ohserve the session ranging a news conference with
with Burke, bifl Fensisted that it Minister oT E@lcation Vincent Tee-
kah.

ible to offer his ohservations fr

temple's permission, because it 15|

The welfare.and. .edtication of
children at the mission is one facet
of Ryan's inquiry, and Teekah whs

two-hour visit to the massn\;n
sihool earlier this year.

1
L He said the school is being
operated as a private school, 50 he
informed the Rev. Jim Jones, the
ninnmly Dan A at nreivata cohnnle

lblll].ll{ weaier, l.hc!l. Pi vaie SUIGOIS
are against Guyanese law.

“They tried to impress me by
what they were doing.” Teekah
said. “They seemed to be doing a
fine job in preparing the children.
[[' “l wasn't there the whole day
0 see if they flogged them or i "’
hildren were being beaten. 1 me
tion that because you find some-
times in our schools a teacher using

the cane diretTi... "
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Wha st-Jones said to Reiterman — ?

' 1 curse the day.l was born'

M
!
Lying in a hospitat bed wikh
one arm immobilized and the other
carrving an intravenous tube, res

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)

porter Tim Refterman early today
dic zarvd this story to The E.\d.rmn-'l
er. 4

Bv Tim Reiterman
Examincr otaff Writer —_—
1978, San Franciseo Examiner

A
3 ANDREWS AIR FORCE BASE,
i [%d. — Rep. Leo Rvan took the
podium at the Peoples Temple
Agricultural Mission, the target of
. kis congressiona! fact-finding ingui- -
ryv. and said: “From what I've seen,
> | there are a lot of people here who
_ - think this is the best thing that ever .

s | happened in their whole life.” » —_—

Thunderous applause, led b%(

13S.F.Examiner

the Rev. Jim Jones, followed. an

was sustained for a minute or so0.
i Rvan then said with a smile, “I'm}
. ) SOFTY vou can’t vote in San Mateo San Francisco,Ca.
L County.” Jones shouted back: “We
A can vote by proxy.” And the
controversiai faith-healer whis-

pered: “You have my vote.”

: % Those were preliminary cour- )
tesies during Ryan's first night at Dat,ef .1%,720178
the 27.000-acre agricultural project Edition: Fina
in- Jonestown. Guyana, which tem-

*
i

4 ple supporters have called paradise
1 and former members have calied a Title:
7 concentration camp.
L i ' RYMURS
L ..Within 24 hours, Ryvan uouldi
-’ be the target of an assassination Character:
Sy attempt on the mission grounds. . ’
and 4 successful ambush that killed °r SF 89-250
him and four othors on a nearby Classification: g9
airfield. Submitting Office: SE

. Durmg thme b2 3 boun Rvan
g and news people interviewed doz-

i el ens of the mission’s residents, h
ing 10 determine whether thej
was truth to allegations that thp
inhabitants are essentially captives
who are fed inadequately. beaten,

" mvchologicalty abused and forced
to work. T

FB. DOJ



The mission in_its most basic .. "
sense was a direct reflection of dying man. R
Janes. He is a man who built a large Jones said he is looking for
grassToots congregation and politi- peace. He didn’t find it in Indiana))-
cai following through his own olis. where he started his church;
p(r‘«'erful presence, organizational Ukiah, where it grew in size, or iL
abilities and political maneuvering. San Francisco where it grew i

political stature.

Jones taiked to us at his table
in the temple’s open-air pavilion, he Is Peoples Temple a religious
sounded uncertain. He seemed dis- ovement? ' :
Janul Bl and ke 0 | s Jons s T me
T artyred like M arti:y] Lﬁthpru King ;(,oing 1o say what §ystem will wor}';
ior Malcolm X. 2 {or the world, but _1\ works for us. .

“T"curse the day ! was borﬁ - in what sense is Jones a Marx-

“Jones said Friday. ist?
“In the sense of sharing work’

“I don't know why people hate
me s0." he went on. “They can have 3nd distributing goods and servy

me but they should leave these €% K
- people peace. When asked why he, of ali
. . religious and political leaders, is
. One change was his health. His | being persecuted, he said. “Social-
qondition was readily apparent ' jsm is unpopular.” S
’\'lfl*n to a visitor. His skin appeared
#allow and drawn against the red : .
hi T R Jones said he’s loyal to the
jjhirt he wears with khaki pants. United States. He said the the only
“In sope—weys I feel like a Tvasun he couldnt return is that a
California judge has ordered him to
surrender John Victor Stoen, 6, to
Timothy and Grace  Stoen, who
have been awarded legal custody.

Fi

i;. Jones has said he sired the boy
a, the request of Tim Stoen. He said
the boy had threatened o compit
suicide if he was returned to [‘liS
mother. Then he called the boy'to
his side. He’s a handsome, olffe-
skinned. black-haired child who
was fascinated with the TV camera.
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The cruel coéﬁapse of

P LS

Brren 1A med Laten odos o s
WIHI vOnes an iQ NS greagm

Examiner reporter Tim Reiterman was at the Port
Ealtuma airstrip in Guvana where five persons were
murdered Saturday while trying to leave the mission

E

established by the Rev. Jun Jones. Reiterman, who suffered tIndicate page, name of
gunshot wounds. filed this story from the Andrews newspaper, city and state,)
Force Base hospital pear Washington, D.C., where h} is
being treated |
. I
“We are not violent. We don't do violence to anybody.” —_—

*1 have never advocated mass suicide. I only said that
it’s better that we commit suicide than kill.™

By Tim Egiterman
Examiner Sta riter
© 1978, San Francisco Examiner
NDREWS AIR FORCE BASE. Md. — With

deep sincerity in his voice, the Rev. Jim
Jones made those statemnents in Guyana the

i = Jems) day before his followers massacred a
IR ﬂcontingent of unarmed Americans and
then wiped out Jonestown — the Peoples S.F.Exanin
Temple agricultural project — with a mass suicide by 18 *ee er
more than 400 persons. ——
. But those two tragic and incomprehensible slaughters San Francisco,Ca.

Y are just the final outward manifestations of the internal
’ B collapse of a once influentiai man and a powerful —_—

organization.

Yet, that's an outside definition of “collapse.” Jmhes
wrote many of his own rules, his pragmansm stretchmg I[le 11-91..78
tempie’s ioose ties io Christianity and socialism apd Date: T TR
eventually causing his dream project to collapse into what Edition: Final

?:an only be described as wellcamouflaged fascism.

This last week the outside world ook its most
Jiscerning and damning Jook at the temple’s agricultural Title- ‘
inission, carved out of spectacular dense jungle in South | itle: RYMURS
America, and there — as in San Francisco, Los Angeles, !
Redwood Valley and Indianapolis — appearances did not

alwavs mirror reality. ’ Character:
From a plane flying over Jonestown, the project or SF 89-250
appears 10 be laid out like a large farm, with community Classificution:

buﬂd_qgﬂn the center and dozens of smaller, tinroofed

living areas cl od betwaen Titids and ore Submitting Office: %F

FBi/DOJ



On the ground, & tour for reporters covering the
congressional delegation’s visit to the mission started with a
dinner of pork Sloppy Joe sandwiches, greens and potatoes
— all grown on the 200-plus acres under cultivation.

. Even more impressive was the vaudevillian dinnertime
priigram, with singers of all ages and styles, including rock,
jaz! and disco, sometimes accompanied by dancers, With
btarks and whites standing side by side, clapping and
smiling. the Jonestown people appeared to be having the
time of their lives, while Jones Jooked on proudly.

Then Rep. Leo Ryan, head of a congressional fact-
finding visit, took the stage and said, “From what I've seen,
there are a lot of people here who'think this thing that has
happened is the best thing that has happened in their whole
lives.”

For a full minute applause thundered through the

" pavilion. Even Jones rese to his feet in approval.

A day later Jerry Parks, a defector who survived the
Port Kaituma airport massacre, would say: “The big cheer
was staged, and people were stationed around to make sure
that everyone did cheer. He (Jones) had people watching
people watching people.”

During the meal, temple members took pains to
explain that meat is a regular diet item and that the
temple’s hog population was rising steadily. Yet, reporters
looked around and saw that no one was eating except those
at the main tables.

“We had nothing hut rice and gravy for the three
previous days,” said Edith Parks, a defector in her 6(s. “It
was the first meat I can remember.”

! Her son. Jerry. added: “They took most of the meat out
bt the mission and down river to sell it.”
* * w

Saturday, while children watched videotapes of “Willy
Wonka's Chocolate Factory™ in the pavilion, tour guides led
reporters on a cursory inspection of the facility.

Along the way, they explained that the long-awaited
sawmill had been completed two weeks earlier, that the

library had 10,000 voluines, that the hospital had delivered
2

33 bahies without a death, that the temple basketball team
was the best in the Caribbean, that the temple.made its own
peanul ButtErfrom its own peanut plants, that the temple

] Sp—— md 4L

i
4
P

had a sl;mp_fur_makmg furniture, that the nearhy river was
full of fresh fish and that there was an abundance of
oranges and bananas, I

In actuality, the orange trees were immature, and the:
soil was so acidic that ashes from cutandburh Jungl
clearing had to be mixed with it.

“I've heen a nurse for 30 vears and evaluated nursing
homes for the state of California,” Jones’ wife, Marceline,
told reporters. “This s a nursery for babies to 18 months,
We have one nurse per two or three babies.”

The nursery, & metalroofed, wooden building with
mosquito netting covering sleeping pallets on the floor, was
,Fcalled Cuffy Memorial Hospital after a Guyanese national

thero.

‘ Reporters then asked to view the inside of the Jane
| Pittman Gardens, a bare wooden dormitory with locked-
down shutters despite the hot sun. It reply, Johnny Jones,
the temple leader’s son, and an eiderly black woman said
the women were not dressed and could not recejve visi

The building’s closed appearance prompted repo;
to press for entry, which they finally were granted
temple attorneys Charles Garry and Mark Lane.

“You know the problem?” Lane said. “It’s crowded.
'I'hat's 10 be expected; we went from 80 to 1,200 persons in a
year.”

Inside, a handful of old women flltered through
dormitory doors. The structure was jammed with
bunkbeds. Bapgage and personal effects were stored in
tockers and on planks spanning the rafters.

A Los Angeles woman in'her late 60s or earty 70s said

+ she had been living in the dormitory for two years and had

; no plans to move. “Tm happy as can be,” she said.
* K *
“People come in here every day, it's the easiest p)ace in
the world 1o get out of,” Jones said.
This jungle outpost is about three muddy miles frorr
Port Kaituma, which is 150 miles by air from Georgetown,
the Guyanese caphal, and thousands of miles from th.é,‘

United States homes of temple members.

Jerry Parks said, “Jim Jones said the Guyanese
govemment gavv'hmx'a‘uthomy to shoot anybody who tried



to leave. When he found people who tried to escapecheput

them in the extended care w nrnt whare tha\r were dn:doad

There were people drugged “hen you lreponers) w re
here.” !

1 * * * ‘
’Eﬂ “We don't have any underﬁmund enclosures,” Joi
A d

Yet local police officials recall one temple nember who
escaped from the mission and told authorities that a
subterranean box was used for solitary confinement and
sensory deprivation to punish the lazy and others.

.
41 bonntad 4 Ty
When police located the tiger<cagedike box, they were

toid it was used for bean storage.

Those who escaped last week say the box wasnt the
sole form of punishment; there also were shackles,
spankings and beatings, as well as the rule: If you don't
work, you don't eat.

“The past few years, Jones went mto rages, once over a
little boy killing a bug,” said Juanita Bogue, a recent te
efector. “He threatened him with ‘public service.'”
“My boy Tom, 17, was the first on public service,” per
ifather, Jim Bogue, said. “They put shackles on him #nd
made him cut threefoot-thick logs with an ax.”

“People would get in trouble for picking oranges”
recailed Juanita Bogue. “People would go crazy and start
hitting each other.”

* * &

“I'm not worried about my image. If the press smedr
doesn't stop, I don’t know what will happen,” Jones said.
A former member said there was no guesswork

folond  in thoe hor  bn
involved in the mass suicide. Each member knew

beforehand that he would be expected to die for the cause
because of Jones' brand of socialism.

%.hm Bogue said his 19yearold daughter, Man[ee
refiked to leave the mission with her family. “She
what was going to happen.” he said. "She'd take the poi pn
without a gun at her head. She was one of those who
believed Jim Jones woulid be there in the next world to take
them to a higherpinne.” ———n
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Jones_agent

Uemes spying
in Bay Area

By Tim Reiterman
= 1978, S.F. Examiner
Tim Carter, the Peoples.
Temple meniber oow in custody
of Guyanese police, was told :
n}mut Rep Leo Ryan's planned
visit to Guyana on Nov. 10 while
in Berkeley.

Carter was at the time
:u;;pfected of being on a spyng
nission for the Rev. Jim Jonbs
3ut he denied that charge ir a
iopeslown conversation wilh -
his reporter last Friday night. i

No charges have been filed
against Carter in Guyana. Some
believe hun to be a templei
;uuum
i According to Al Mills. who
Eelps run the Human ree’-\om

enter in Berkeley, a haven for {ult
defectors, Carter came to the ten-
ter about two weeks ago with a
story that he had been allowed to
leave the temple’s Guyana agricul-
tural settlement so he could get
dental treatment in the United
States.

He said that before arriving at
the center he had undergone three
root canal operations for abcessed
teeth in his home town of Depver,
Mills related.

~  After visiting the center and,
lcarning about the Ryan trip, Cart
e vanished from the Berkeley
scene, Mills recalled, leaving be-
hind in his Berkeley quarters only’
half a bottle of wine and haif a loaf
of bread.

At that time Mills expressed
concern that Carter had been kid
papped by temple members.

But he also wondered if Carter

ight not have been sent to the
ginter to gather information.

‘!E Carter, according to his stogy,
wps supposed to have seen an%‘?y
Area dentist Nov. 11, Mills said,
he showed no symptoms of dental
distress andseemed unaware of the

[
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fact that tne kind of surgery ne Mills aiso quoted Carter as

gé‘;g{;m;equmes close follow-up saying that s'wee-defactor Debbie
] o lakey left the temple missiog‘
[ “Tim Carter said he got oyt beveral months ago, the temple hac),
Wwith his passport,” Mills said. “He brected 100 more huts. -\,
sald they forgot to coliect it. The '

story soundetplrory,”

%,
But when I went to the mission,
| there didnt appear to be even 100
huts all told.

Carter was one of the first
temple members that I encoun-
tered upon arrival at the settle-
ment, near Port Kaituma, last
Friday evening. '

Carter, a clean-cut former Ma-
rine, said that Mills and other

S members of the Berkeley center
R and concerned relatives were
putting out misinformation and
propaganda about the temple
pro;ect. o

1 When asked whether it 'wa:{‘
true that he had been at the|
Lerkeley center, gathering infor-\;
nhation under the pretext of being a
defector, he confirmegd that he had
been at the center but-did not
admit to spying.

He made these statements af-.
ter the temple had hosted a ban-
quet and floor show for the visitors
on Friday night. He was also
present when the visitors were
taken on a tour of mission facilities
the foliowing day. ﬁ[

~ After Carter had left th

Berkeley center, peopie there ex
gressed the hope that he would
teturn to substantiate or corrobor-
ife what Blakey said were misera-
ble conditiong at th¢ temple mis-
sion.
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a;cmmt of mas

Examiner reporter Tim Reiter-
man was at the Port Kaituma
fungle airstrip in Guyana where !
five persons were murdered Satur;
dayv while trving to depart thd ,
agriculture mission established bj\ !

the Rev. Jim Jones. Refterman, whe
suffered gunshot wounds, filed this
eyewitness account from Andrews
Alr Force Base, where he was flown |
tor treatment.

v By Tim Reiterman

Examiner Stail Wriler
* 1978, San Francisco Examiner

PORT KAITUMA, Guyana — “I
feel sorry that we are being de-|
stroved from within,” the Rev. Jlm
Jones had said as a tropical %lor}n. .
raine¢ on the Peoples Temp
pavilion.

Jones had suffered a setbaclt
Rep. Leo Ryan. D-San Mateo, had
comme 10 the temple’s agricultural

roject to determine whether the,
ollowers of Jones were free 1o
if)ave the jungle settlement. And-
10w some wanted to depart. '

We couldn't know then that
the grim little world of this sick
man would shatter within hours,
taking hundreds of his followers to
their deaths. My companion, Exam-
iner photographer Greg Robinson, |
would be murdered in an ambush. |
So would the congressman and

three others.

I wondered why it happened.
Wty best guess is that Jones felt the
_press people weren't fooled by the
*staged setup at the mission. After
Fu, we had seen things we weren't

i-supposed to see. We demanded to
| see thg  locked -buildings where
some members lived in crowdel,
comfortable conditions. i

Jones wasn't the same man. His
andshake was weak, He was tak-
'gll'fg pain p_jg__and he said he was
gdyng.

x
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ISULIT Ul Al SETISC. All i
can do is tell what I saw and heard.

It began with a note smuggled(
us from two members. The note'
siid: “Please help us get out of
Jonestown.” The list of defectors
r: pidly grew 1o at least 16. Accor
‘inlz to former members, Jones
'would not tolerate defections from
the mission project and many of
the church members considere
those who leave to be traitors.

At the end of Ryan's two-day
visit to the mission Saturday, a
woman suddenly charged down a
slippery boardwalk shouting at her
hiusband, “T'1! kill you! I'll kill you'
Don't take my baby!”

An emotional tug-of-war en-
sued between a mother who want-
ed to stay and the father who
wanted to go. Finally, attorneys for
both Ryan and the temple decreed |
that the courtroom was the proper
place to decide the custody issue.

Though it was a stalemate, the
incident intensified an aiready
stfained situation. Jones, who asked
hij followers to call him “Dad.” did
nek like to Jose any of his “chil-

drén” He said he considered it a°
failing on his part when he did

----- AV LT wiu.

- Some scowling faces appeared

in the windows that rainy after- ‘
noon, watching the defectors leave,
some with trunks and others with
little more than the ciothes on their
backs.

All of us were falling and
slipping through the mud around a
six-wheel-drive dump truck thate
would take us {(the congressional’
delegation, the press, the defectors i.
and a group of concerned relatives
of temple members) to the Port
Kaituma airstrip.

In minutes, the back of the
truck was piled high with crates,
suitcases, backpacks and people.
Mud made the truck bed slick. so
everyone clung to the sideboards.

“Let's go!” someone shouted,
Iand the driver atlempted to turn
ithe truck around. The truck spun
Lits wheels until a Caterpillar tractor

*tugged it into place for a downhill

But before we could start out,
we heard angry shouts. People
raced over to the outdoor pavilion.

A few of us jumpad-£rom the

!

truck and, ran ouer there. We got
word that a temple member had
grabhbed the congressman, held.a
knife to his throat and told him hg
was going to slit it. Temple attod.
neys Charles Garry and Mark Lane
along with Ryan, subdued the man.

We were turned back by John-
ny Jones, Jim Jones' stern-faced
adopted black son. He said report-
, ers would make the situation worse.

A few minutes later a pale-
looking Leo Ryap slogged through
the mud with his briefcase, his
powder blue shirt and pants stained
with his assailant’s blood. He
climbed aboard the truck and we
took off.

| Ryan bad planned to remain
“hehind at the mission with several

W 1 haod
members who wished {o return to

the United States but couldn’t get
seating on the planes. His un-
planned departure left them alone

“They're in deep trouble now,’

observed one of the relatives who
ﬁ

had accompanied us.
During #he—botdncy ride out,



the truck was Rk ? A DICK TrdH
with a “corn rows” hairstyle caine
&p 10 the rear of the truck. Joining
;him was an older black man who
Hingered something im his right
Ipocket.

The younger mam demanded
that everyone in the truck move
aside. He apparently was searching
for his wife, who had carried away
their child that morning, hoping te

jts. He was within a few minutes
and a few yards of—aevurniplishin
his goal: to get out tempie rnemb(;;i
who were afraid to leave or posgr
by held against their will.

L'}

ltoking for B
ton, W ho was insisting on taking the

first plane slimedIU the othes side
of the plane hefore he could be

escape the settlement. But she
wasn't en the truck and the men
left.

When the truck was allowed to
pass, we all breathed easier. Some
had the distinct impression that the
two were close 1o opening fire on
the truck.

As we rode onio the black
gravel, jungle-bordered runway, a
small six-passenger Cessna was

former temple Iﬂmﬁ said that © parked to one side of the corrugat-
one of the supposed defectors, ,' ! ed metal shack which served as the

larry Layton, was a Jones loyalist

ahd had been depressed.

“Watch hima” hose, around
him were told. “We think he s got a
I PR “E ]E ,]Eﬁgg io
leave.”

A large poncho covered his belt
area so no one knew for sure and
no one challenged him.

“I'm real happy to be getting
out,” Layton voiunteered, then
lapsed into a stare. A while later,
the young temple escort ¢n the
tailgate shook his head and said: “I
don't understand why they did it
this wav. They could leave any time
they want.”

It seemed the temple was
generous: 1t willingly provided ,
passports to those who wished to,'l
Iéhve, and advanced $5.000 1o help’

Bfray transportation costs. We'd'Jf

i%c just seen the warm, cheerful
braces between some of those

teaving and some who were staying.

At the temple-exI? guard post,

airport terminaj.

A second plane, a Guyana
Airways 24-seater, was coming in
for a landing. At the far end of the
strip sat’ a yellow government
plane. Its nose wheel had been
broken the week before and four
soldiers were guarding it with M-16
riftes.

As the larger plane landed, the
temple truck, with several persons
in the back, started to advance.
Alongside it was a red tractor and .
trailer seen earlier at the mission.

Some of those leaving the
temple eyed the vehicles with
suspicion. NBC reporter Don Harris
said coolly: “1 think were in for,
some trouble.” i,

Seating assignments were cho-ﬂ
sen after Ryan briefed the press on +
the knife attack and credited Mark
Lane with saving his life.

Ryan claarhuares in gpood spir-

frisked. When that was pointed out
to Ryvan. Tavton coptended he
“already had been frisked. Yer he
sgbmitted to a new search, then
j returned 10 his seat.

Meanwhile, the tractor. with
several men in the trailer. rolled
toward the terminal shack and
halted a short distance away. Quiet-

sy, the men with the tractor
wmotioned aside a group of curious
gfGuvanese children and other by-
| standers. Some of the defectors tgid
gne later that the men in the traiiér
were members of Peoples Temple

“1t looks like trouble,” I said 1o
Greg Robinson, but he kept on

shooting P&%

As rapidly as possible Jacque-



line Speier was signing or. passen-
gers at the foot ¢f the boarding
adder, whiie a reporter helped her
‘heck for weapons. The closest
thing to a law enforcement official
{— a pleasant young, policeman with

a pink shirt and a 16-gauge shotgun

— was disarmed by temple mem-
bers.

Then. ulth heart-stopping sud-
denness, the first shot was fired. |
didn't see who fired the shot but
the sound came from the tractor
and trailer.

t A Joud series of post echoed
across the field. .
2

“Hit the deck' someone hol
lered as we scrambled over the
gravel to the far side of the plane.

I dropped 10 my belly. A bullet
ripped through my teft forearm.
Another hit my wrist and knocked
off my watch.

They were shooting to kill, no
just 1o stop us from leaving.

¥ Springing to my feet. [ ran 40

vards across the runway. Volleys of
Shotgun. rifle and pistol fire kept
toming. 1 dove headlong into the
three-foot-tall grass.

I crawled until ewrtetd 1alter

bushes and brambles, clawing my
way into .‘:!'ﬁ'—ocfgl] in the brush.

I stopped and listened. The
shots still were popping at an
amazing clip. I could still hear the .
«-Froaning and crying of the targets.

Though I couldn’t see over the
tall brush, I could hear the shots
hecome less frequent. Then there
were jusi a few.

My arm was gushing hlood so 1
stripped off my belt and pinched
down the biggest wounds.

I heard a few more shots and
saw the tractor pull away. After
they left, I crept out of. the bush
and saw five hodies around the
plane. Other people were injured.

Greg's hody was near the
boarding steps, with his camera bag
and cameras scattered around him.
There was a gaping wound in his
shoulder and possibly his ribs.

: Y
Ryan. his thick gray hair blood!
ied, was near the front of the plane{
Iiarris, 28 Los Angeles-based NB(,
investigative reporter who covered
the fall of Saigon and the Nicara-
gua rebellion, had been killed. It
was Harris who had been contacied
by the first two groups of temple
members e a desire 1o

'.tband’s eves.

leave.

Also dead was BofS Brown. the
NBC cameraman and the kind f
guy who loved action stories.

Patricia Parks had had he¥
head shattered before her hus-

Five others were wounded seri-
oy Wt ioag had

\v'd‘n}:\ .::pcu:.xa llELll ieg nag a

gaping wound, and her arm was
injured. NBC sound man Steve
Sung had chunks of one arm blown
away. Anthony Katsaris, brother of
Jim Jones aide Maria Katsaris, was
wounded in the chest.

Vernon Gosnev and Monilla
Baghy, the two temple membels
who asked for help in the note, alsw
were serigusly injured.

After the massacre, Lavton
strolled back to the area.

“He started firing at the front
and missed the pilot.” said Dale
Parks, who left the temple SSTOT-
&' “He hit Monica and Vern. He
fired at me but it mlbflred\ I
jumped up and fought for the gyn.
He went over the seats inja
somersault and 1 flipped out of the
plane with him. 1 got the gun. ]
tried to fitv—bus nothing hap
neped.”



\

Lavton later was taken into
custody by vanese authorities,
who seized a .38-caliber pistot and
surned it over to U.S. Embassy
i:fficials.

\., By nightfall the seriously
wounded, some of them on litters
provided by the community, were
shehtered in army soldiers’ tents.
The rest of us were accommodated
in a private home.

“We're scared, tco, man, that
they'd do this to you,” said one of
the people who took us in.

Guyanese civilians set up a
guard station for us, standing
watch ali night armed with only a
shotgun. a machete, and a long.
bladed knife. More than a few
bottles of rum were consumed or
poured on wounds. We used cur/
tains for handages. ] i

Every loud sound put us on
ge, with some wondering aloud:
Will they come back to finish us

Yff?"

The pilot had radioed for help
after the shooting, but during the
night the only thing we heard were
more rumors about the imminent

. arrival of Guyanese troops and

medical evacuaniol planes.

Durigg —¢the” long night the
tempie defectors told us that all the
horror stories about Jim Jones and
the church were true: There had
been underground boxes to pung
the lazy; public beatings;, d

ere hauled out on call of “whil
;" and plans for mass sul-

Yesterday morning 100 Guy-
anese troops came by train from
Matthews Ridge, walking the last

coavaral miles as 2 nrpnauhnn

ST YUl i &% & cLeanrnavil

against sahotage or attack Then
two Guyanese medical evacuation
planes flew us to the capital city of
Georgetown, where a US. Air
Force C-141 took us to Andrews Air
Force Base near Washington, D.C.,
stopping off on the way at the
Roosevelt Roads Naval Base in
Puerto Rico.

£ Five were dead, five seriously

'hounded five suffered relatively
thinor wounds, nine were unhurt,
4pd six were believed lost or hidi
in the dense underbrush along t g
Kaituma River. i
All these lives were wasted
and 1 don't knew why. 1 keep
remembering what Jones had said
in the payiica.* Destroyed,” he
said, “from within...”

Associated Press

Wounded reporter Reiderman shakes hand with Ryan's son Christopher at Andrews Ajr Force Base
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Dump truck and tractor-trailer Truck stops and tractor
arrive from road to Crosses runway
Point Kaituma

Piiot radios Georgetown
Engines are running

Stops just before she
and shooting begins

Road leads to Port Kaituma
and Jonestown

Cong:essm?ri
Ce Rvan 4 ’ ' Brown
S6Na p . A
Carrying members of ?%; NO-fIms )
Peopies Temple 7 -l ;

ioaded and ready to 1ax

‘Tent {(where senously wounded spent the might})

' Victims around and under %
J:? aircraft after shooting

1 Star
;\ Parks
3

Le#t tire shot out

[ § * de Havilland DHC-6 Twin Otter
& ;7 " Disabled Guyanan ptane (Seats 18-20)
& {guarded by 4 military personnel} \
o . ' I
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ral Held for Slain

ameraman Broy

A funeral Mass was held Friday at St. Ambrose Catholie
Church in Hollywood for NBC television cameraman
Robert Brown, who was slain with Rep. Leo J. Ryan and

three other persons last Saturday in Guyana.

About 500 people, including family members and news
men and women, heard Brown eulogized as a herc who
died courageously on a truth-seeking mission,

Geraldo Rivera, of ABC News in New York, said when
he heard of the slayings on the jungle airstrip, he knew

Brown “would have died on his feet with his camera roll-
1ing because that’s the kind of man he was.”

RBrawr AL orac Hilming neananatinmng fan tha damnets s of

ALV L, O, WS LLULLLE PliTpaiduuiie Iv Wi UlpPal LWT Ul
Ryan's fact-finding party and a group of defectors from
cult leader Jim Jones' Peoples Temple when they were
ambushed. Ryan, Brown, NBC correspondent Don Harris,
news photographer Gregory Robinson and a woman de-
fecting from Jones' temple were slain. Brown's camera
filmed the attack until he was shot down.

Local newsmen served as pallbearers and escorted fami-
ly members, including Brown'’s wife, Connie, adopted Viet-
‘namese daughter, Kim, and father, Robert Brown Sr., from
‘the church.

" Burial was scheduled in Holy Cross Cemetery in Culver

Jr————;
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died in the line of duty on an airstrip in i te.)
Guyana, had a job to do — telling in pictures the newspapef, elty and st
story of Jonestown — and he did it well right uj}
to the time he was shot dead by assassins frony
the religious colony of the Rev. Jim Jones. L[

Greg was only 27, a graduate of San
4 Francisco State University, where he earned a.

r degree in geography and was a staff member of
& the school's photojournalism class. He chose

4]
i EXAMINER photographer Greg Robinson, who S PR TY T

photojournalism as his life’s work, and excelled
jin it by all standards.

This affable and energetic young man was S.F.Sunday Examiner
' more than a photographer. He was an artist who ‘ icl
captured the human spirit in his pictures. and Chronicle
., The Examiner has established the Greg pz2 S.F.Examiner
i -Robinson Memorial Scholarship at San Franeisco
. $tate for photojournalism students. Proceeds .
o from the sale to other media of exclusive Section B
kg f Pictures taken by Greg and Examiner re
¥ Tim Reiterman on their tragic trip to (;uya‘,?:;tﬁf San Francisco,Ca.

 be used initially for the schola iti
) : rships. Additional
. f unt{s will come from contributions from friend":l
~ ,/ admirers ard corporate sources. -

- ,}# . . N e
Contributions may be
Co gobinisson Memorial Sléholal!'.'-",slgiupt (t:go t'hi‘fleGSr:g e Firal
. r . i :
_ £ co?;gl S;:.O Examiner, P.Q. Box 3100, San Francis- edition:Final
= We are sure Greg would have been pleased t
- }gf:rig:g tl;?lt]e!;e will be remembered in pthis eu(r!ayo e
S an_opportunity to carry on the TORS
work that he ioved a o
_ Cowarding, nd found so rich?[
o Character:
Colleagues and others who knew and respect- or SF 89~250

Greg, and Examiner readers '

‘ , and who recogniz ification:

his talen.t. will honor him at a memorial s%rvlg C‘“‘f’ﬁ_"‘“"’“' SF
at the First Unitarian Church, 138%Franklin St Submiting Omce: 5F
at 4 pam-Wednesday. .

FB1/D04
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Greg Robinson was a child-
kood friend. We grew up togeth-
er. He was the best photographer
I ever saw. He was technically
proficient, but his brillianct
came more from his dedication t
his art and the pursuit of the
unusual — and dangerous.

Greg grew up in Burbank.
His interest in photography start-
ed early. He was staff photogra-
pher for the junior high school
newspaper. Indications of his

greatness came early when, as a

junior in high scheol, he took a
startling photo of a basketball
game — a Burbank player, arms
and legs akimbo, sitting on the
ichest of an upright opposing
, player.

’ Greg moved to the Bay Area
'in 1973 and entered the world of
freelance photographic journal-
.ism. Greg knew what he wanted,
;a job on the staff of one of the
major San Francisco newspapers

'and he went after it with %

vengeance.

His career blossomed. As° a
freelancer, Greg covered the
rjajor Northern California news

events for a European publica- '

tjon syndicate — SIPA Press.
" Asastudent at San Francisco

State, Greg met Fran Ortiz, an-;

other Examiner photographer,
who got Greg a job as a summer
replacement for a vacationing
Examiner photographer. Greg
quickly proved himself with his
dedication, hard work, technical
abilities, and artist’s eye.

He quickly established him-
self as one of the best in the
business, winning several news-

hat &
photography awards, Gref

brushed aside suggestions that NE

was destined for greatness, bug
refully catalogued all his woril
or the day it would be published.
helped Greg select photos for
is first one-man show, at Canon
USA.

Tributes to a photojournalist
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More than ‘a great photog- '

rapher, Grég—w#s—a warm ?n'd
generous person. He was always

doing favors for friends, phoﬁg

; graphing weddings, parties, a

births, and then surprising akd

i delighting them with a set bf

¢ glossy prints.

When the ambush began la}
the airstrip, most of us would
have dove for cover or fled into

j i Greg, he
he jungle. Knowing

:JI'Ob;bly grabhed a camera and
started taking pictures. :

' i on

' T'm numb as 1 sit here
rainy Sunday moTnIng, staring a;
his picture on the {rpnt page o
the paper, knowing I'll never see
him again. .

The Examiner has lost a
future Pultizer Prize winner. Bgé
fhose of us who knew and lov
nim have lost a lot more.

Stephen L. Young
Crockett
x % K

1 want you to know howl\]r
sorry 1 was to learn of the deat]
of your photographer, Gregmfy
Robinson. ;

i t ki

Although [ did no
Gregory personally, he, along
with other members of the prests;;
showed the sort of courage b :
their profession that makes us 3

roud.
?éidmund G. Brown, Jr. Greg was a photographer we
gtiovernol‘ could all identify with — a rote

+mode] we could emulate. At 27,
4. he was our age. A few vears ago

I am not actually 2 ﬁ;e"é% 0{ he, too, took Fran's photojournal-
Greg Robinson, 50 may) He's " Ism class at State. He found a job
shouldnt writc this letter. In news photography. He provid-

got man)‘B Otthece;r é;ieﬁg: Zopgiyl?f:’; ed inspiration that we could, too.
his loss. But Lr i

my life, and I'll miss him.

x N W

- The last class meeting, just
be assistant 10 two weeks ago, was beld at his
Greg was thgn,ojou‘r Balism honqe. It Pegaq_ as a typ;cal class
Fran Ortiz’s p te thjs Session with wine and food and
class at San Fra_.nciSEO:rE‘a‘ am o CFiliquing of our photos by our-
0l — a ciasshm 3§ us arourd Setves and others. Just as some of

Snow R ; out to depart, a guest
'slu;i %1;;1“}:1;” office WeRthg::srﬁ::ie f-? (l)lltle of ‘()Sarretg‘s %ong-
couldn’t. He helped us w term friends, s4roeJance photog-

photograpm%i{%‘fﬂgoglhe rapher who recently covered the
was supportiv )

.uprising in Nicaragua for Time
agazine. . «

i For an hour or more, thj
otojournalist kept us ef)-
ralled with his stories. Hb

talked of being shot at on the
streets of Nicaragua, smuggling
film out of the country with
“pigeons”, the constant threat of
death, and under it all, the
glamour of such a lifestyle. An-
other realm of possibilities
opened up for us students, and, ]
Buess, for Greg,

What an unlucky coinci-
dence that the trip to Guyana
came up for Greg right after-
wards. His first big internationa}
Story — his photos appeared on
The Examiner’s front page.

j Along with the announcement of
}his death. It isn't fair.

J“'Pat Foster-Turley
“San Carlos

* K &

On this bleak and rainy
night, my thoughts keep return-
ing to those of you who knew and
worked with Greg Robinson. And
- S0 I wanted at least to say that |
; amsorry for the sorrow and grief
; all of you are experiencing now
— and will, inevitably, continye

to feel for long weeks and
months to come.

It has always seemed to me
that ail of us who depend so
much on newspapers for vital
information — as well as for the
sheer pleasure of the well-written
article, the vivid and expressive
photograph — owe a great deb

[ of gratitude to those of you wh
make these newspapers possible.
And so, in that sense, the death of
Greg Robinson is a loss felt by
many and a loss shared by many.

Difficult as it may be to find
words of comfort to address to a
friend. it seems almost impossible
to know what one can offer a
stranger. I can only think that, in
making it possible for Greg Rob-
inson to work at The Examiner
and 10 do the sorts of stories
fwhich took him to Guyana, yeu
imade possible for him a life of
Ihallenge and satisfaction — and
Ithat, sureiy, must be one of the J
greatest gifts which one person
can give 1o another. Jf

Juliet Clark Berger
San Franciseo——
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Reg Murphy/ Me@es of two col e'agues}

Death came at us hard this
week. Two of the joyful people I
have known in San Francisco died.
You will pardon me, please, while |
remember them here.

Greg Robinson died first, away .
off in the jungle doing his job. He
looked through the viewfinder of a
camera at a gun firing at him. It -
was a mark of that fine young man'ﬂl
that he did not stop making pic-.
tures until his hands no longer |
" could hold the camera. )

[
sty

Harry Papazian died next, in
*San Francisco of the ravages of a
fong seizure of cancer. The disease
must have been the onlv thing that
ever pot in Harry's way. As the
romotion director for The Exam-
.Iner, he was involved in almost
‘everything we did. .
’ It doesn’t take more than twe
deaths in a week to wipe out the joy
of living. Death is an insidious
enemy of those still alive, for it
destroys what could have heen and
replaces it with a pall.

Greg lived for his photographs.
He froze for all time on silver-
coated sheets of film the world that
he saw with a peculiar vision. He
4rinted his photographs with sucp
exquisite attention to detail that
fhe finished products were stuil
ning. And unlike most of us wh
have made a ljxingpui of photogra-
phy. Greg was neat and orderly.

{Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state,)

S.F.Sunday Examiner
and Chronicle

g2 §,F,Examiner

Section B

Date:  11-26-78
Edition: Final

Title:
RYMURS

Chsaracter:

or SIP 89-250
Classification: 89
Submitting Office: SF

FBI1/DOJ



A
k]
3

To have him die under the-

wheels of an awrplake on a jungle
runway by the bullets fired by
thugs flying religious banners is

et maama than tha hniman cnirit
EllllUbt more tnan e auman Ol L

+an stand.

*  Harry was older, and his face
was ravaged by the pain he had

endured for years. Nonetheless, &

smile always plaved under the
creases of his face. Whether he was
out promoting our Bay to Breakers
race through The City, or the

lden Gloves boxing tournament,

The “Examiner track and field
rBeet, he did it with joy.

Once we were involved in
producing a wintertime gymnastic
show at {he Cow Palace. The
Russians were coming. When Olga

.norput, the marvelous Olympic
gold medal™winner, agreed to the
trip, Harry aimost sprinted ddwn
the hall to tell me the good newis.
He could find joy where most of ¢g
felt only a little tingle of anticipd-

{tion.

Now they are gope, and The

JCity is the poorer for their passing.

Still, life goes on. I never have
seen a finer tribute 1o any young
photographer than our staff
produced in the seven days since
this newspaper first reported the
news of Rep. Leo Ryan's death in
Guyvana.

Tim Reiterman, the young |F9'
porter with whom Greg was cover-
ing the visit to Jonestown, has hden
working from a hospital bed. Our
photographers have produced what

" ¢an only be called stunning photog-

raphy. Our writers have been pro-
fessional and swift and graphic and
good.
. The sense of dedication and
pro!essionallsm that they have
rought to the memory of Greg —
d then of Harry — is what our
buslness is all about. And we are
just as clannish as anybody else,

We talk cymically, and e
times it covers up the hurt. Fhis
week we didn't even have Rthe
energy to talktaugh, It hurt like
hell to lose these colleagues. -
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Goodoye to Greg
| Thev had séenh

Special to The Examiner

|

[

#  BURBANK — Greg Robinson
was a photographer and photogra;
phers from throughout the sta

came to say goodbye to him yestir-
day. i

B

Photographers from Robin-

son's newspaper, The Examiner;
photographers from the paper he
competed against, the Chronicle;
photographers from the Associated
Press; photographers from the Los

Angeles Times. o

‘ They saw two attendants care-
. fully fold the American Flag and
then turn a casket to move it down
the 60-foot long aisle of St. Jude’s

Esiscopal Chureh
K nscopal Church,

They saw Gale Robinson reach
out to touch the bronze-colered
casket. His fingers slipped slowly
from the shiny surface.

The body of his son, Gregory
Robinson, 27, a San Francisco Ex-
aminer photographer s_lain_or;e,
weel ago on a jungle airstrip 11[
Guyana, was inside. : l

Andrea Robinson saw the cas-
ket of her brother pass and she !
coltapsed. Greg's former wife, Min, |
sobbed. Both clutched the casket l
before family members _pul!ﬁeAdﬂ !

F them back

The moment passed and the |
pallbearers, friends and colleagues
of the young photographer, carried
the casket 10 2 waiting hearse.

Durmg the service, Fran Ortiz,
Examiner photographer wljo
aﬁo_ taught phoetography to Gr(ig
R l_)mson at San Francisco Stae
University, quoted Jack London: 1
- J-‘-'-"Il-‘

éen his brillia

I \
‘-r!‘-'—gq
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*T would rather that my spark
houm b ut in a brilliant blaze
rhan it should be stifled by dry rot

The proper function of man is to
lwe not te exist.”

More than 450 mourners filled
the church where Mr. Robinson

was memorialized, only a block '
away from where he was born 27 -

years ago.

“Greg was a simple man with-
out affectation, he was unfailingly
agreeable; he was entirely without
self-righteousness,” Ortiz said dur-
ing the service.

Ortiz remembered that Mr.
m&hmqnn had a “rare instinct for!|

retording history with his camera,

!

recalled that “the events he cap-

tured with his camera touch aH of
us.” N

Mr. Robinson’s last photo-

graphs were. taken at a jungle
airstrip in the South American

cayturing it in an instant — and country of Guyana where he was

freezing it for a lifetime.”

Longgjime friend Larry Segall

slain.

Mr. Robinson was wearing

three cameras und his peck
when he was a photographer for his
high school newspaper in Burbank,

family friend, Jack Sweet, said.'[‘

“;i “He was warm, generous anji
aring, eager for adventure and
seemingly fearless™ Sweet gaid.
“He was searching to expn:ase the

truth and he laid. dgvgn his }ﬂe far
! his friends.” . - - .« E Bl

Before'the memoi‘ial “service
! began, Mr. Robinson’s father, Gale,
~ told some 60 of his son’s colleagues
r from The Examiner that he mﬂ
i taught Greg photography at the aT
I of 5.

“Gregwas-firyhero,” the father
said. *I just loved him.”



Examiner/ Judith Calson

Casket of Examiner photographer Greg Robinson is borne away from funeral by friends, golleagues
.]-—--—.-1 . .



Tears for Greg

FT San e

M ‘
Andrea Robinson, sister of Greg Robinson, slair in an ambush in Guyana. She Is cons ed
eeps after the funeral of her brother, San by a relative at St. Jude's Protestant Episcopal
rancisco Examiner photographer who was  Church in Burbank.




E‘Kmrneﬂ-dqdith Calso
The Examiner's Fran Ortiz
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Slain NBC
'Cameraman
Called Hero

Slain NB(C News television
cameraman Bob Brown was eulo-

man who went into the junpgies of
Guyana en a truth-seeking mission.

*“The mission was a success, but
the success came at a terrible
price.” the Rev. Robert M. Bradley
1old about 5 mourners gatherlzd

nt Ct Aemhrnea Matkhalin MK
AL W0 AR UDT l_,ﬂll.lUl]L \./.llul Lu lll

!_Holb wood.

it Family members in attendance
ﬂu-luded Brown's widow, Connie:

is adopted Vietnamese daughter,
Kim, 15, and his father, Bob Brown
Sr.

A special euiogy was given by
Brown's close friend, Geraldo Riv-
era of ABC News in New York. who
told the many nowspeople at the
funeral that they should investigate
the numerous cults in this country
to understand the “dark and evil
forces™ he said cults represent.

Rivera said when he heard the
news of the massacre of Brown and
two other newsmen, Congressman
Leo J. Ryan and a woman follower
of the People’'s Temple, last Satuf-
day in Jonestown, Guyana, he knew
Brown “would have died on his feet
with his camera rolling because
thyt's the kind of man he was.”

Then Rivera turned to Brown's
widow and said, “Your husband

died a hero.”
T Revociated Press

I
f

gized veslerday as a courageous -

|

A
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Mrs. Connie Brown (right) escorted by newsman John Marshall, and her daughter Kim, with
newsman Frank Cruz, after a Mass for her slain husband, Robert Brown
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{Fnends saying goodbye to G e&

Friends and colleagues are
scheduled to attend the Burbank
funeral today of Examiner p
rapher Greg Robinson, 27, who ws
killed & week ago in an airpot
ambush near the Guyanese jungh
mission of the Peoples Temple.

He was \aking photographs of
the departing group when he, US
Rep. Leo Ryan and three others
were shot to death by temple
members.

Messages of condolence havJ
been arriving at The Examiner all
week from readers, friends, news
papers, magazines and news serv
ices. i

Among them was a message
from Gov. Brown, who said Rob-
inson showed the sort of courage in
his profession “that makes us all.
proud.”

He was a talented photogra-
pher with an infectious enthusiasin
that delighted his colleagues. Yr
lje took his work very seriously and
was meticulous over details. He whs
prepared to wait for hours, often in
uncomfortable circumstances, to,
get the right picture.

On fast-breaking news stories, :
however, he always wanted 10 be
first on the scene. He was so eager .
that reporters had 10 run to keep ‘
up with him.

He wasn't insensitive to possi-

Bie danger, but was anxious to gei

better pictures than anyone else.

During the recent Klamath
salmon war, Robinson found him-
self in the middle of a river battle
between Indian fishermen and law-
enforcement agents. Despite the
risks, he velled to a reporter in the
boat, “Closer, closer!”

His dramatie photos of the"
“Oiéni sCene WOk up mosi of the;
fpace on the next day's Examiner

front page.
) He joined~TieExzaminer two

years ago after doing freelance

1
|
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magazine work and working at a .

San Francisco photo-supply store.

4, He won photo awards at Bur-
bhnk High School and later became
photo editor of San Francisco State
University's student newspaper, the
Phoenix.

T amrms S

ne was jeared in & mu e
family. His mother, Beverly. is a
professional opera singer, and his
father, Gale, 8 a French horn
player. His sister, Andrea, 24, is als
aprofessional singer.

' But while he used to sing in
chioruses as a boy, he picked up his
father's interest in photography
and made it his career.

Coemn ol hic work is o1

neical
Sica:

SAFLIIC WUl emes oiETSy WAL b s

display this_month at the Canon
Gallery, 776 Market St.

The Examiner has establish

2 photojournalism scholarship §t
San Francisco State University
honor his memory. Contributions
can be sent to the Greg Robinson
Memorial Scholarship. San Franeis-
co Examiner, P.0. Box 31, SF.
94119,

Today's services for Robinson
were scheduled for 1 pm. at St
Jude’s Episcopal Church in Buf-
bank. A memorial service wili
held at 4 p.m. next Wednesday
the First Unitarian Church, 1187
FrapklinSt. .

p
1

e ——————————
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clusTo honor news heroes

The three newsnien killed in the Guyana ambus
itl be honored at pext vear's 17th annual "Headline
Bunguci” of the Greater Los Angeles Press Club, it was
_anhounced today.

The dinner. which will be held Feb. 8 will be
dedivated to the memory of Examiner phetographer
hrenor\ Robinson. NBC reporier Don Harris and NB(
(ame ranan Robert Brown. Co-chairmen Henry Riege
#nd Coe Wilkins said the Press Club intends to honor al
“American journalists who have lost their lives in line o
duty through perpetuation of their names at the club
headquartera——s —
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Examines Lee Romero

Greg’§1aihér momentarily breaks down-whiter riding in the ieatse



would have been a good musician,” he said.
I

But The Tather was also interested in photograph
in the early dayvs. 2 passion that was passed on to his

it e e s e Femner o A—family’s grief:-We've got. Greg
' home with us where he belongs

¢
%y 2ars ago.
>, as he lost control for a moment., ' ﬁ i

<

|
PR RPN A

* ' The mother squeezed -her sobbing husband's knee

- e .

_The pargn_'af seemed 10 take heart in the words of
» thc_nr son’s visiting col[eaguc*s, who told them he was
' dt;nrratg; what he most wanted to do when his life was cut
short. :

.

“Yes, of course we were proud of him,” sai
_ 5, of : im,” said the
mother, “we've _always been so lucky with our children

“what they dig.”

! "Greg was a very professional person,” his moth}r
siid, “it was the way he was raised.” C

‘ L' To illustrate her point, the mother managed to p‘ut

+— they were always so good and so conscientious }n

aside her grief to sing with the visiting New York
Opera Compeny*wifich performed “Toscaﬂ-é!rg—rrlght.

¥

(‘}teg ét;bihson’s former kv}_'ﬂ;e,

.

Min, his motherand Tather,

ot oy PRI

e o B o
ﬁa'vesrl-rand Gale Hobl_ns;m, walit. in the ;”bin;
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Covering a horror story -
LI'he twisted Guyana tale"

“Ive seen a fair amount of crime and
gore as a reporter, but I've pever known
anyrhmg that's had this kind of impact on
people.” v

—Examiner managing editol}

. David Halvorsen, -

talking about the death of*
Greg Robhinson

By John Jacobs
€ 1978 San Fraocisco Examiner

1 Clouds drifted in and out a week ago

\faturday. 2 brisk autumn day, a good day
* Yor tootball. Shortly after 3:30 p.m., Dexter
- Waugh, an Examiner reporter working the
Saturday night city desk, hung yp the
phone. He'd just been telling publisher Reg
Murphy that it was a normal, slow Saturday
afterncon. A group of angry women were
to march on Broadway porno shops, and
Ivan Sharpe would cover it for the Sundr[y

naner
PR,

Assistant city editor Fran Dauth wi

typing 2 memo outlining stories to €

for Monday and Tuesday. She was also
expecting for Sunday the first big story
from Tim Reiterman, who finally had been
allowed into Jonestown, the Rev. Jim Jones’
Peoples Temple mission in Guyana, South
America. Tim had been expected to call,
about noon, but she wasn’t worried; still
Elenty of time for the Sunday deadlines.

A little later, just after 4 p.m., the
phone rang and Waugh answered. He
mptioned to Dauth to pick it up. Jt was
Congressman Leo Ryan's aide, Joe Hol-
singer, saying that he’'d heard from th
State Department and the White House tha

 there had been a shooting at the airstrif

outside Jonestown. Ryan, who had organ
ized the trip, and severa} others were dead;
possibly nine or ten.

Mern Penrmin
(A WU CESMIneT J\Jl-ll rnalists were &t the

airplane site, Reiterman and photographer
Greg Robinson. Chronicle reporter Ron
Javers also was there.

“When 1 picked up the phene andm

h ard Holsinger's voice,” Dauth said Jater,
"l\ {61t an electric shock go through me. a
hot of adrenalln J oeked in the mirror |

ithin the hour and saw my face was red.”

(Indicate page, name of
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By coincidence, city editor Jim Willse -
had called in at'The same time and was on -
hold during the conversation with Holsjn-

r. Phone calls went out to the Stale

partment, the White House, the US.

hassy in Guyana, the ministry, army and

lice, the hotel there, anywhere people
could think to call for information.

Waugh and Dauth called Murphy and
Halvorsen and then reporters. .

1 was called about 4:45. I said I was
nursing a cold and a car that wouldn't start.
Dauth said she would try other reporters. }
hung up and then what she had said hit me. !
A friend said, “You really want to go in, *

"?ou‘t you?” | took a cab. .

By 5:30 p.m. or so0 the top editorsand a
.humber of reporters were already at work.
‘Ihe pace had quickened. We were involved,
closely involved.

By now, Willse had assigned six stories
on Guyana. He wanted as much as possible
in the three-star, the Sunday edition that
goes to press at 8 pm. and is sent to
outlying areas. The atmosphere was “con-
trolled frenzy.”

had workeq bad already been done. Dauth's first

Reporter Nancy Dooley sentence began, “THe doomed trip began

closely with Tim Reiterman in 1877 cn a " :
series on the horrors of the Peoples Temple , Monday.” Dooley arrived and they sat back-
described by former members. She wa.s? to-back c_oordman_ng det‘ails and_processmg
called at about 5 and didn't wait to hear the! tbe new information as it came in.

Jetails before leaving for the office. y Meanwhile, reporters Ivan Sharpe and

l, Willse had told Dauth to write the Larry Maatz were calling everywhere for
Yottom half of the lead article as if the top more information. As soon as anyone
half, which wo written by Dooley, learned anything—th® information was

typed, signed, dated to the minute
copied and passed™oul to evervone
room. Sharpe said he must have r
calls to Guyana that night.

“1 spent five hours with the
essed to my ear,™ he'said. “Jt wa:
ustrating because ihere were s

places to call and people didn’

anythlng” =

“There were two things going
Dooley, “concern for them (Robin
i,leiterm‘an) and the need for info

- P

‘he enormity of what had happene
¥nk in because we were on dead
were trying to put aside our emot
do the story, but it was alway

. wondering whether-theyWere dead



- >

“Everybody was really—tesse-1t was real serious, It
wasn't fun or exciting, the way it usually is with a big
story and everybody getting into it. It was terrible. Any
rew information we got, people swung back into action
b'ecause it gave us something to do. And unlike other
blg stories like this, there wasn't any humor.” A

Greg and Tim's families had been notified, and by 8 i!
or so the decision had been made to send Willse and ')
photo director Eric Meskauskas to Guyana. Neither had
active passports, and for the next few hours details and
messages were worked out with the State Department
and flight arrangements made.

Reports emerged that four were dead, and then it
was five: The fifth was ap unidentified photographer.
“That's when the first real chill set in,” Dauth said. “We

told ourseives it could be anyone. It cheered us for a oy

ininute until we remembered seeing pictures of Tim
ith a camera.” A

Then news came that the unidentified photogra-
pher was wearing three cameras around his neck. We »
knew it had to be a pro. Around 3:30 a.m. radio statjon .
KCBS said Greg Robinson had been identified as the .
dead photographer. People began crying. Dauth called |
the station, demanding to know the source. A woman
there called New York, who said it was “assumption.”

. The last deadline passed. Reporter Pete King rolled
a sheet of copy paper into his typewriter and dialed the
Guyanese minister of information, Shiriey Field-Ridley.
It was 5:10 a.m. The conpection was weak.

' “She said, T'm afraid ] have some bad news for th
?an Francisco Examiner. -

i “1said, ‘what?

“She said, ‘Greg Robinson is dead.””
People began gathering ﬁround Pete’s typewriter.
“It was one of those moments when youcan'tihink

,——

of the next questien King said. *I felt stopped. I
spelied dead ‘died.’ My brain wasnt working. We'd
been walting three hours about who the unidentifjed
photographer was. The paper was already to bed. It yas
all focused on what happened te Tim and Greg.

“1 was stopped. Things don’t work for 2 minQte.
You tind out and boom. ] think everyone was fearing it.
No one was too hopeful that Greg was alive.”

Nancy Dooley: “Nobody said anything. Some
people were crying, not a lot. Some were red-eyed.
People were pacing, wandering around. No one w
sitting down. There wasn't any conversation. Th
wasn't anything anyone could say.”

. L] 3

At first, the State Department demied it. Thap

symeone from State called back. Dauth wrote in her log
after sotkirgeilon, “Greg Robinson is dead: 5:25.”

[P )
~ Halvorsen and chief photographer Gordon Stone




W

* wife 1 had to talk to someone. Emotion got the best of |

went into a room te call Greg’s parents Both talked,
but Stone couldn’t beae+"Greg's father broke down
and refused to believe it. Halvorsen let him talk for 10

minutes

“Tve never had to do anything like that before in
my life,” Halvorsen said. ‘It was tough. I called my{

me."” I

. +
McLeod: “Fran (Dauth) came back to the photo
room. Her eyes were teared. She said Greg was dead. |
went into the dark room and stayed there in the dark
for & while crying, and then I developed some film. I
thought it was very weird to go through the process of
developing. It’s something I love to do, but jt was very

mechanical and cold.

“They needed an obituary picture of Greg. I wen(
ﬁack and printed it. It was the hardest thing I've ev
flone.”

*

e ke
"~ »

PRI

After ordering breakfast at the Dallas airport at 5
a.m., Willse called the of{ & was waiting for a plane
to Guyana. Fran told him that Greg had been

identified. He went-back to the tahle and told ihe other
two men with him, Meskauskas and Chronicle reporter
Keith Power. ‘ ‘,

“Breakfast arrived,” Wilise said laier, “an i_ I
remember thinking, could I go ahead and eat it} It
wasn't the right thing to do, but I did it anyway. 1 felt
then the same kind of helpless rage 1 felt in San
Francisco and continue to fee! towards Jones and his
Peoples Temple — that some incredibly bad people had
{—ed up some good people.

*1 felt like punching a wall and didn't do it. I felt
that if I did, I'd lose control completely. We sat in
silence for a while. and then went on to Guyana.”

P g inn e ie e b io

it hasn’t been a happy place at The Examiner this
weck. People have tried to return to their normal lives,
but can't. The new revelations, the new horrors, the
mounting atrocities won't let us.

On Tuesday, Lon Daniels, 2 reporter and a gentle
man, asked another reporter if he were having troubjs
sleeping. :

U ———————

‘T've been having nightmares,” Danlels told him.

“That hasn't happened since I was a kid.”
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Both

Exansiiver, Chronicle personnel attended a Wednesday memorial f

hd o
Examiner/Judith Ca
or Greg Robinson in the Examiner newsroom
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Associated Pregs

i

Los Angeles—Slaip i
tc:lc-nsnot_'l cameraman Iﬁ)%CBf;\m
was bu.n(‘d yesterday afrer f -
al services in which his fooy
AB in which his friend
de C newsman Geraldo Rivera
rghc\)ered the eulogy and urged'
on nr”te_rs o “go after these

About 500 mourners, including
many members of the local news
media, were at St. Ambrose Cath-
olic Church in Hollywood to pay
respecis ta Brown, killed last Sat-
urday along with two other news-
men, Congressman Leo J. Ryan
and a woman who was trying t
fcavc the Peoples Temple at an

fairstrip ncar the cult’s (:omrnunlij
lt} of Jonustown, Guyana. '

Rivera, whe is based in New
York, told the reporters to investi-
gate the cults, “We must see €x-
actly what they are up to. We
must understand the dark and
evil forces that could cause some-
thing as dreadful as this.”

" The service was conducted by

the Rev. Robert M. Bradley, who
praised Brown as a courageo:ﬁs
man who went 1o the jungle In
Guyana on a truth-secking mis-
sion.

“The mission was a success,
but the success came at a terribie
price,” Bradiey said.

Family members in atiendance

_included Brown's widow, Connie;
his adopted Vicinamese daughter,
Kim, 15, and his father, Bob
Brown Sr.

urial was at Holy Cross Cemr-

ier} in suburban Culver City. |

s Angeles Mayor Tom Brsg-
fev and Les Crystal, president of
NBC, word-amomd the mourners.

Cameraman buried
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with mixed horror and pride as he
husband's last news film was brpad
cast.

W |
hrow the

camera down and run,” she said,
watching the scenes from the junglei
airstrip at Jonestown, Guvana. filmed
by her husband, NBC cameraman Bob
Brown. moments, before he was shot

"
I knew he wouldn't

-

relatives who together tried to
comprehend the incredibly senseless

. Friends S

B 0% E N WAl v

{Mount Clipping in Spoce Below)

eck and the heart in the ambush at the
pnestown airstrip. Like Brown,
obinson knew something of the
lleged violent history of the Peoples
Temple, according to his cousin, Jeff
obinson, 19, who was the last family
ember to see the young photographer
fore he ieft on the fated mission to

uyana.

: T8 & P v nro W danger

and killed. He knew there was some danger
! involved.” said Jeff, who visited his
Sitting on a footstool before thefcousin in San Francisco one day be{ore

television set in the living room of herje left for Jofiestown with Examiner

Wilshire-area home late last week.freporter Tim Reiterman.

Brown was surrounded by friends and “He was concernec about the

anger, but he was excited about
going,”” his cousin recalled. “Greg

slaughter that took thf lives of thrévin .niiined that he might get shot at. He
men dedicated to providing the newS:|_i4 wovd heard there might be armed

Brown, NBC correspondent, Don
Harris and San Francisco Examiner,

Rl de S S0k

\photagrapher Greg Robinson. L.

Mrs. Brown, who works in the new
epartment at KMPC radio i
Hollywood, said her husband knew th
danger he might encounter at th

heaphit -}
!Jonesto»m settlement of the People’
‘Temple.

Married for 13 years, the Browns me
when they were students at Franklin
College in Franklin, Ind. They both

ggards there, and that the group might
g<

t shot at as a waming . . . but not to

SMIUL B o & waead

About 450 mourners, including 60 of
Robinson’s colieagues from the
Examiner, attended a funeral for the
photographer at St. Jude’s Episcopal
Church, just one block from the
hopspital where he was born in his
hometown of Burbank.

As the service concluded and
pallbearers rose 10 carry Robinson’s

flag-draped coffin out of the church,

alute Slain Ne

Connle Brown watched the teievisio:Eﬁxgg_Bobmson. 27, was shnl inige

worked for CBS news during the yrg Robinson leaned forward from the
Vietnam War, she as a newswriter, he| front pew and caressed the casket, The
as a cameraman. While Brown worked sjain photographer’s sister and ex-wife
filming scenes of the war from the coilapsed as the coffin was lifted.
Eo_mbgt Zone, his wife wrote the news, Greg Robinson developed an interest
Irom Saigoin. in photography at an early age, his
The widow spoke of Brown's devotion|father recalled. **He had a darkroom in
to news work. “He had a love affairfhe garage when he was about 5 years

with his camera.’” she said. *‘1t was his
weapon It's what he used to expose
what was wrong. He loved his daughter

and me very much, but nothing could

b\d,” he said. “He was always &
iphotographer first and foremost.”

A oand B

-
The television news reports and film
of the massacre are particularly

compete with his camera,” she added. painful for the Robinsons, who werx

Gale and Beverly Robinson only|planning to spend Thanksgiving wit
knew that their sonh was going on a|their son. ‘
“possibly dangerpus’’ .assignment ... .

when he left for Guyana.

we keep secing Greg waliung

round with his cameras on the TV
“'We never even heard_ of the Peoples ‘,Lmiéa,s;;d S’Jﬁ' E;bl:f:li‘in;?:“u‘:“ﬁ
Temple." said Ga}e_ Robinson, a;s herstit lanymore — he's gone.” She bent her
red-eyed at the dining room table of the y .o 2 conbed.

armilislo Poamhnel hamsn CWa oot 2 nOte

famuy .b piiTudnk NGlTic.  wo g a --g»v= KNBC anchorman jess Mariow
from him a couple of weeks ago, Saymgremembered correspandent Don Harris

heq__gwas robably going‘____'on 4%as “a swashbuckler professionally,

assignmentin South America. bOrTvETSBentle man personally.

wsmen
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Harris” wife and son were in Georgis
late lasi week where thé€ mnelwork
reporter was buried in his hometown of
Visalia.

Harris' colleagues recalled him as a
fearless joummalist. always taking on
the toughest of assignments.

“He was drawn to the kind of story
that happened in Jonestown,”” Marlow

remembered. “'lle inevitably sought it

out. He had a kind of Hemingway view
of life and seemed to thrive on that kind
of adventure.” R

KNBC reporter Joe Ramirez said
Harris “had a higher threshold of
danger’ than most reporters. .

Harris, 42, volunteered to cover the
American withdrawal from Vietnam
and was one of few journalists who
stayed in the country as it was
taken over by Communists,

Ramirez recailed the courage with
which Harris approached his prize-
wInning story on prison gangs in 1973.

“'He went to the prisons and insisted
on wearing a guard’s uniform and
going through the cell block, just to get
a better feel of things in the prison,” he
said. “'Most other reporters doing that
kind of story would follow the prison
ftak around and get the story that way,
but Don_went in alone,' Rawigez
observed.
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NBC timeraman eulogized

LOS ANGELES (AP} — Slain
WBC News television cameramen
Bob Brown was eujogized 1oday asa
courageous man who went into the \'

_ jungles of Guyana on a uruth-
. seeking mission.

“The mission was a success, but
the success came at a terrible
price.” the Rev. Robert M. Bradley
1oid about 500 mourners gathered
at St. Ambrose Catholic Church in
Hollywoed.

Family members in attendance
included Brown's widow, Connie;
bis adopted Vietnamese daughter,
}(im. 15, and his father, Bob Brow.?
"SI‘. i
} Burial was scheduled later i(r'-L

fay at Holy Cross Cemetery in
fuburban Culver City.

Many of the city’s news media

L

were in attendance and pallbearers
included NBC News correspondent  °
Jack Perkins and KNBC reporter
Warren Wilson.

Brown was slain last in an
airnort massacre last week at Port |

Ka;tuma, Guyana, along with Rep. !
Leo Ryan, D-San Mateo, San Fran!
{isco Examiner photographer Greg,
5y Robinson, NBC reporter Do:‘
Harris apd Peopies Temple membel

1’a1ricia Parkse—"""
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M ast farewe u
to Robinson |

San Francisco Examiner photographer Greg Rob-
inton, 27, will be buried tomorrow in Burbank, where
hd was born.

Mr. Robinson was slain Saturday in the ambush |
thht killed Rep. Leo Ryvan and three others on an
aig-trip just outside Jonestown, Guyana.

% He had heen sent there, with Examiner reporter
Tifn Reiterman, to investigate conditions of the Peoples
Tidnple community.

o
Funeral services will be held at 1 p.m. tomorrow in
S1}Jude’s Episcopal Church. Sixth and Olive streets.

BL*rbank f
About 50 members of The Examiner staﬂ' ari
ex[w(tod 1o attend. *

A memorial service, sponsored by Robinson’s Bay
Arka friends, will be conducted in the First Unitarian
Church at 1187 Franklin St. next Wednesday at 4 p.m.

The Examiner has established a Greg Robinson
Mdmorial Scholarship at San Francisco State University
fox one photo journalist each year. .

% | Robinson was graduated from San Francisco State
nél it was through his contacti with insiruciors iheie
13t he began his career in news photography. .&

i Persons wishing to contribute to the fund can seijd

doFuons to the The Greg Rohinson Memorial Scholdr-

. c/0 The San Francisco Examingg--B-Q-8ox 31, San
o{i15

Frtncisco, £
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G ROBINSON AS THE CAMERA SAW HIM
Skriices will be held tomorrow iw POTDank
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LOS ANGELES (AP' — Slain
NBC News TV cameraman Bob
Brown was buried yesterdav after

inag uhirh hic friond AR(C
SCI v ILUB lll WL L RO RN EIV, SR

. newsman Geraldo Rivera, eulogized
i him and urged reporters 10 “go
after these cults.”

About 300 mourners, including

{Mount Clipping in Space Bolow)

many members of the local news

media. gathered at St. Ambrose
Catholic Church in Holiywood to
pay respects to Brown, He was

Peoples Temple at an airsirip neji
the cult's community of Jonestow
Guyana. it
Rivera. who is based in New
York. told the reporters to investi-
ate the cults; “We must see exactly
hat they are up to. We must

killed Nov. 18 by members of llr=
{

derstand the dark and evil forces

at could cause something as
readful as this.”

The service was conducted by
the Rev. Robert M. Bradiey, who
praised Brown as a2 courageous man
who went to the jungle in Guyvana
on a truth-seeking mission.

Family members in attendance
included Brown's wife, Connie: h¥
adopted Vietnamese daughtefl
Kim, 15, and his father. Bob Brow
Sr.

Burial was at Holy Cross Ceme-
tery in suburban Culver City.

When he first heard the news
of the killines, Rivera said. he knew
Brown “would have died on his feet
with his camera rolling because

t's the kind of man he was.”

4 Then Rivera turned to Browgs
wiJe and said, “Your husband digd
a hero.”

Los Angeles Mayor Tom Br
lev and Les Crystal, president of
NBC. wereamang she mourners.
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Georgia Town Stunned
y News of Harris Death

VIDALIA, Ga.=In his high school'
earbook, Don Harris good-humored- {
ly willed to a friend in the class of:
1954 “My ability to get out of classes,
and into trouble, and thoroughly en-}
joy it.” A photograph of him driving a
Chevrolet convertible filled with
smiling classmates looked, as one
hometown resident said, “like a scene
from Happy Days.” i

But Monday was a somber day here
in the small southeastern Georgia
hometown of Harris, 42, the Los An-
geles-based NBC news correspondent
who was shot to death in ambush
with four others in Guyana. 3

The shock was numbing. It had not
worn off since a Baptist preacher first, |
announeed the news of the tragedy”
Sunday morning from the pulpit
where Harris went to church in his
boyhood. o

“T can’'t understand it,” his drama
teacher, Margaret Taylor, said of the
way Harris and Rep. Leo J. Ryan (D-
Calif.) and the others died. “It's all so
useless, so pointless, really.”

Even today, family and friends and
townspeople still call Harris by his
given name, Darwin Humphrey,
which he simplified to Don Harris for
professional reasons.

They fondly remember him as
bright, affable. skilled in debate.

h and drama, a football lineman, !
and lately on network television as a ;
persistent investigative reporter. He.
apprenticed here at 15, moderating
teen-age panel discussions over radio
station WVOP. H

“He always liked to get at the bot- |
tom of things. to get at the truth,” one,
of Harris' two brothers, Wayne Hum-
phrey, 37, of Gaffney, 8.C., said in an
interview. “Some people thought he
was controversial, but he didn't re-

port things the way people wanied to

ear them. He reportied them the way
they were.”
1 Wayne and his brother, Rick, an-
igwered the telephone all day at the
home of Harris' parents, Roy and Sal-
lie _Humphrey, who were_too.die-
traught to lalk o anyone but intimate

H

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and stiate.)
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ends. o . s
&Ta"m‘ & "widow, Shirley, also was here
from Los Angeles with their son, Jeffrey,

17, and daughters, Claire, 16 and Lauren 14.

vTheir marriage of 20 years, Shiriey
Hum hrey told The Times, was one in
which devotion to each other and to their
family was foremost. .

“1 have had the best,” she said.

A sister, Mrs. George Rogers of Port
Wentworth, Ga., joined in the mourning of
the death of Harris, whose body will be
buricd here Wednesday after memorial
services in his boyhood Baptist Church.

Even though Harris seldom visited Vida-
Ha, except for brie{ stopovers to see hig
parents, the townfolks saw him regularly
on his television assignments. -

“Darwin was kind of a celebrity around
here,” said Rose Ledford, who with her
husband, Bill, operates the Vidalia Ad-
vance, & weekly newspaper. “I mean, not
many folks in Vidalia ever get on TV.":

Vidalia (pop. 12,000) also is known as
the heartland Vidalia (or sweet) onions,
which are harvested here every spring. A
speech classmate of Harris was James T.
Mcintyre, who succeeded Bert Lance as di-
rector of the federal Office of Management
and Budget.

But now this was Don Harris’ town and
these were his friends. They were grief-
torn by the news from the South American
jungle air strip, where Harris was killed af-
ter interviewing members of a controver-
gial California religious cult.

“You always knew he was one of those
fellows who was going to make it (o the
top, and he did,” J. R. Trippe, the retired

00l superintendent, said. “We have guf-
i P

a tremendous loss.”
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‘A CELEBRITY AROUND HERE’

Czoraia Town Stunned

r "

VIDALIA, Ga.—In his high school
-ea--0ak, Don Harns good-humored-
£ Iy willed to a friend in the class of

¢ 1854 "My ghility to get out of classes

- erndanio treutle, and thoroughty en-

Liaw il A photograph of him driving a

2 Chevrolet convertible filled with
. ismiling classmates looked. as one

. nomeweam resident said, Vlike a scene

*irorn Hiopy Dave”

Bt Moncay was a somber day here

~in the small southeastern Georgia

hometown of Harmis., 42, the Los An-
gelez.based NBC news correspondent
whe wag shot to death in ambush

v With Tour others in Guyvana.

The shock was numbing. It had not
worn ¢7f since a Bantist preacher first
annsznced the news of the tragedy

Sunday mornng from the pulpit

“=--—= teacher, Mergarel Taylor, said of the
way Harns and Rep. Leo J. Ryan (D-
Calif.} end the others died. “It’s all so
useless. sopointless, really.”

5. 5G {

Evern todey, family and friends and
townspeopie still call Harris by his
given neme. Darwin Humphrey,
which he simplified 1o Don Harris for
profeszional reasone.

They fondly remember him as
Cbright, afiabie, skilled in debate,
- speech and drama. a football hineman,
. and lately on network television as a
. persizient mvestigative reporier. He
. apprenticed here at 15, moderating
: . leen-age panel discussions over radio
Peo 7 station WYVOP,

o “He alwzys liked to get a1 the bot-
. tom cf things, to get at the {ruth,” one
T «%% of Herris' two brothers, Wavne Hum-

" phrey, 37, of Gaffney, §.C.. said in an

_ . Irterview. “Some people thought he

Lidesoom Wa3 coniroversial, but he didn't re-
nort ihings the way people wanted to
kear them. He reporied them the way
they were”

“Wzvne and his brother, Rick, an-
swereZ the iolephone ell day at the
rome ol H "parents, Roy and Sal-
Lo Humrorey, who wvere 0o dis-

“atr 10 @nyone but intimate

s

L. 5 (
DY INews OF

BY JEFF PRUGH

Tirnes Staff Writer

Harris Death

{friends. . . : e

Harris' widow, Shirley, also was here
from Los Angeles with their son, Jeffrey,
17, and daughters, Claire, 16 and Lauren 14.

Their marriage of 20 years, Shirley
Humphrey told The Times, was one in
which devotion Lo each other and to their
family was foremost. E

“1 have had the best,” she said.

A sister, Mrs. George Rogers of Port
Wentworth, Ga., joined in the mourning of
the death of Harris, whose body will be
bumed here Wednesday after memorial
services in his boyhood Baptist Church.

Even though Harris seldom visited Vida-
lia, except for brief stopovers to see his
parents, the townfolks saw him regularly
on his televisicn assignments.

“Darwin was kind of a celebrity around
here,” said Rose Ledford, who with her
husband, Bill, operates the Vidalia Ad-
vance, a weekly newspaper. "I mean, not
many folks in Vidalia ever geton TV.”

Vidalia (pop. 12,000) also is known as
the heartland Vidalia (or sweet} onions,
which are harvested here every spring. A
speech classmate of Harris was James T.
MclIntyre, who succeeded Bert Lance as 6i-
rector of the federal Office of Management
and Budget. F

But now this was Don Harris' town and
these were his friends. They were griei-
torn by the news from the South American
jungle air strip, where Harris was killed af-
ter interviewing members of a controver-
sial California religious cult.

“You alwavs knew he was one of those
fellows who was geing to make it to the
top, and he did,” J. R. Trippe, the retired
school superinlendent, said. "“We have suf-
fered a tremendous loss.”
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Reporter Talked NBC

Into Fatal ch:mnmpnf

Don Harris, the NBC network correspondent who ‘was
killed Saturday in the Jonestown ambush, had to talk his
superiors into letting him take on the assignment, associates
said.

“We all knew it was fraught with danger, and he knew
better than any of us,” said Edwin Croft, assistant bureau
manager at NBC news in Burbank.

“We all discussed the dangers for two weeks, and Harris
and his boss even made a trip to New York to discuss it at the
highest levels. It was finaliy decidedlhat he'd go. Even then,
there were some second thoughts.”

Jack Perkins, an NBC correspondent based in lns Angeles
with Harris, said yesterday in a repott. '*There were those at
NBC who tried to discourage him, fearful of the dangers he
faced.

‘‘But Don's reaction was characteristic. He said ‘If the day
ever comes that we fail to cover the news because of the
dangers of covering it, that's the day I'm getting out of this
business.” He knew the risks."

Harris had an ironic interview with People’s Temple
attorney Charles Garry before the trip lo Guyana.

NBC broadcast a portion of the interview following Harris’
‘death. calling it “'perhaps the final hormble irony of this

story:
L Garry: “There's no bodyguards arpund him (Jooes) in
onestown."”
Harris: “‘And there are no guns in Jonestown . . . ?"
Harrs: *‘(People say) there is an armed squad, that there
are patrols around Jonestown. Do you say that is not true?”
Garry: “If you go there. you'll Tind that that's not true. i
hope you can gothere so that you can see for yourself.”
Memorial services are set for 10 a.m. Wednesday in,
Vidalia, Ga., for Harris. Contributions may be sent in lieu of
flowers to either of two funds: The Don Harris Memorial
Scholarship Fund, in care of NBC News, Burbank, or the Don
Harris Memorial Fund, Vidalia Public Library, in Vidalia,
where Harris was raised.
A funeral mass for NBC News cameraman Robert Brown
is set for 11 a.m. Friday at St. Ambrose Catholic Church, at
”iax and Melrose avenues, with burial to follow at Holy
ross Cemefery in Culver City. et
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Harris Arrives In Vidalia

Rick Humphrey, manager of radio sta-
tion WMLT, Dublin, and sister, Mrs
Gearge Rogers of Savannah.

Harris started in breadcasting by
“playing records and announcing” and
lznded his first television job in Charles-
ton in 1856, accorcing to his family

“members.

Danger Lad always been a part of his
career, including coverage of the war in
Vietnam, and Harris bad accepled peril
as a part of his job, his brother Wayne
said, -

The last word his family in Georgia
heard from him was when he calied to
tell his mother that he was not overly
concerned about going to Guvana, a
small nation opn the northern coast of
South America.

After the Guyana storv, Humphrey
said, his brother was scheduled to fly to
Cubz for an assignment and then to-re-
turn to Georgia fer a visit with his

- family.

When Harris was a ieen-ager, he de-
veloped asthama and was confined to

bed, where he read the encyclopedia

“from A to Z,” his brother said. .
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Vo Ul J
SAN FRANCISCO—Rep. Leo J.
Ryan (D-Calif.) and two California
newsmen, murdered in Guyana by
fanatics from the Peoples Temple cult

thawr onmiirht ta invacdicoata satum
WICY OUUKIIL Wi LITLOWRAV,) Louuivu

home Tuesday in flag-draped coffins
aboard a military jet.

The big Air Force C-141 touched
down at San Francisco International
Ajrport at 8:25 a.m. and later at Los
Angeies international Airport.

Dozens of tearful relatives, friends

Ryan’s funeral service whuld be.2
imple service of eulogies, said funer-
director William J. Crosby, a long-
ime friend of Ryan who once served
with him as a city official.
Participating in the service will be
ouse Majority Leader Jim Wright of
exas, Navy Chaplain John Parenti,
¢ Rev. Charles Dirkin, and Joe Hol-
inger, who was Ryan’s congressional

de.
The scene at San Francisco’s ar-

and colleagues watched as militarylport was solemn and restrained. As
honor guards esgorted Ryan's body atfthe aircraft came to a halt, members

San Francisco,

d the bodies of

cameraman Robert Brown, 36, and]
San Francisco Examiner photogra-
pher Gregory Robinson, 27, at Los]
Angeles, Lo awaiting hearses.

Ryan, Brown and Robinson were
among five shot to death Saturday on

a small airstrin near the Paonles
2 tsmall airsinp near ihe DPeoples

f the family gathered near the plane
and held each other's hands as the big
ldoors swung open revealing the three
flag-covered coffins.

A six-mmah, two-woman Navy hon-
or guard carried the coffin to an
awaiting hearse which took the body
to a funeral home in Burlingame

where the public was permitted to

Temple settlement at Jonestown as
they prepared to leave.
Also murdered was NBC corre-
ndent Dont Harris, 42, and an
unidentified woman member of the

Chip Carter, son of President Car-
ter, and an estimated 65 to 70 mem-:

y its respects.

An airman carried Ryan's blue
clothes bag and leather attache case
from the plane and set them down on
the runway, muie iestimony io ihe
ghastly story that had unfolded thou-
sands of miles away in the South
Amerijcan fungles.

bers of Congress as well as state offi- Relatives of Robinson and Brown
cials are expected to attend Ryan’gand an Air Force honor guard waited
funeral service today at All Saintson a landing strip at Los Angeles In-

Catholic Church in South San Fran-

San Bruno,

the Air Force jet as it landed in San
Franciseo Tuesday, as did his former
wife of 22 years, Margaret Ryan Wil-

ternational Airport under drizzling

.cisco. He is to be buried at Goldenskies for the arrival of the Air Force
‘Gate National Cemetery in nearby)et

The honor guard carried the flag-

Mnn ~f Runn's fiva ahilduan mat draned ggf_ﬁ_n_ﬂ frnm the “]ﬂqe te !'I'!a!t:

ing hearses as weeping family mém-
bers looked on. eeping d
“He was my only son,” Gale Robin-

liams. The children present were his 801 8aid a8 he fought back tears. “He
son Pat and daughters Shannon and Was the best in the business. That's
[Erin wiy iy seni nim io Guyana. They
Ryan’s two other children, Christo- always sent him on the toughest as-
her and Kevin, three sisters, and his Signments because he was fearless.”
-year-old mother, Autumn Ryan, 8rown's widow, Connie, and the
were scheduled to arrive here today. touple’s 13-year-old daughter, Kim,
Members of the family requested W¥ho live in Los Angeles, were ac-
that they not be interviewed by re- ¢ompanied by Mrs. Brown's sisters,
porters Tuesday. At the family’s re- Jane Tarrant and Eileen Kelty, and
quest,only pbout two dozen persons anchorwomen K
met Hyan's plane. . T oyota.

(Indicate page, neme of
newspaper, city and state.)

I-3 LOS ANGELES

TIMES
1.OS ANGELES. CA

AN f SRS L dd el ki

pate: 11/22/78
Rditiont ednesday Final

Title: CULT VICTIMS

Character:

or RYMUR
Classification:
Submitting Office: _

Los Angeles

FBl/DOJ



Lale and Beverly Robinson of Bue
bank were accompanied by their son’s
former wife, Kim.

A fTuneral Mass for Brown will be
gaid at 11:.00 a.m. Friday at S, Am.
brose Catholic Church in West Holly-
wood, followed by burial in Hely
Cross Cemetery in Culver City.

Robmson s family said they had not
yetderited on funeral
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Keiurn Home
Rep. Ryan, 2 Newsmen

Carried on Flight to
San Francisco, L.A.

BY LARRY STAMMER

Times Staff Writer

SAN FRANCISCO—Rep. Leo J.
Rven (D-Calif) and two California
rewemen, murdered i Guyana by
fznaiics from the Peoples Temple cult
they sought to investigale. returned
kome Tuesday in flag-draped coffins
ancard 2 militery jet.

The big Awr Ferce C-141 touched
down at Sern Francisco International
Alrport at §:25 &In. and later at Los
Angeles Internaticnal Alrport,

Dozere of tearful relatives, friends,
and ccilesgues waiched as military
henor guards escorted Eyan's bodyat
Sar Francizco, and the bodies of NBC

zmeramzn Robert Brown, 36, and
Qan Francizeo Exeminer photogré-
prer Gregory Rebinson, 27, at Los
Angeles, to awaiting hearses.

Bvan, Brown and Robinson were

arong five shot to death Seturday on

Tempie seitlement at Jonesiown as
they prepared to leave,

Liso murdered was NBC corre-
spondernt Don Harris, 42, and an
umdenufied woman member of the
commune.

Chip Carter, son of President Car-
ier, and an estimated 65 to 70 mem-
Lers of Congrest as weil as state offi-
cizls are expecied to zitend Ryan's
funeral service today ‘at Al Saints
Cetholic Crurch in South San Fran-
oo, He is to be buried at Goiden
Gaie National Cemetery in nearby
San Bruno.

Three of Ryan's five children met
the Alr Feree jet as it landed in San
Frenciseo Tuesday, as did hus former
wiie ¢f 22 vears, Margaret Ryan Wil-
liirme Tne children present were his
eor Pat and dzughters Shannon and
Erin

©var's two other children, Christo-
prer and Kevin, three sisters, and his
€7.veze-gll mother, Autumn Ryan,
v.ome suhaduled 1o armive here today.

Vembhere of the family reguested
<=-1 tvev nol be interviewed by re-
pooions Tozsday. At the family's re.!
- 2oo, oniy ghbout two dozen persons.
Tt RyaTs plane ’

Ryan's funera! service woula oe 2
sitmple service of eujogies, said funer- 4
al drector William J. Crosb o
time friend of Ryan who on. .€T.
with him as a city official. _

Participating in the service will be
House Majority Leader Jim ngght of
Texas, Navy Chaplain John Parent,
the Rev. Charles Dirkin, and Joe Hol- l
singer, who was Ryan’s congressional ;

© aide.

The scene at San Francisco's air-
port was solemn and restrained. As

the aircraft came 10 a halt, members

of the family gathered near the plane

and held each other’s hands as the big
doors swung cpen revealing the three
flag-covered coffins.

A six-man, two-woman Navy hon-
or guard carried the coffin to an

awaiting hearse which took the body

toc a funeral heme in Burlingame
where the public was pertnitied 10
ay its respecls.
p z\n ai:gmn carried Ryan's blue
clothes bag and leather altache case
from the piane and set them down on
the runway, mute testimony to the
ghastly story that had unfotded thou-
cands of miles away in the South
Americen jungles.
Relatrves of Robinson and Brown
and an Air Force honor guard waited

_ on a landing strip at Los Angeles In-

ternational Airport under drizziing
skies for the arnval of the Air Force
Please Turn to Page 25, Col. 2

Continued from Third Page

jet.

The honor guard carried the flag-
%.rgp}?d cofiins from the plane to waf%-
g hearses as weeping famil -
bers looked on. pive Y mem

“He was my only son,” Gale Robin-
son said as he fought back tears. “He
was the best in the business. That's
why they sent him to Guyana. They
always sent him on the toughest as-
signments becauss he was fear]ess.”

Brown's widow,” Connie, and the

couple’s 15-year-old daughter, Kim,
who live in Los Angeles, were ac-
companied by Mrs. Brown's sisters,
ﬁag CTarrax:Jt and Eileen Kelty, and
BC anchorwomen Kelly
and Tricia Toyota. g Lange

Gale and Beverly Robinson of Bur-
bank were actompanied by their son's
former wife, Kim.

A funeral Mass for Brown will be
caid at 1100 2., Friday at St Am-
brose Catholic Church in West Holly-
wood, followed by burial in Holy
Cross Cemetery in Culver City.

Robmson’s family said they had not
yet decided on funeral arrangements,
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500 say goodbye

to slain newsman

. VIDALIA, Ga. (AP} — Five hundred people
attended a memorial service today for Don Harris, an
WBC newsman who was slain when gunmen assaulted
visitors to the Peoples Tempie in Guyana.

citv where Harris grew up and began his career at
radio station WVOP was filled with city officials,
former colleagues and childhood friends. They knew
him under his original name Darwin Humphre§.

Harris' widow, Shirtey, his three children and his

friny correspondent’s cremated remains.

Also present was Bob Flick, an NBC producer who
syrvived the attack unharmed and spent Saturdd)
njght in the Guyanan jungle with the fleeing wounde}.

l Jack Perkins, who worked with Harris for NBC ip
1%os Angeles, described him as “a seeker of the truth,
one who asked questions and dug for the truth, the best

kind of reporter.”

Harris, 42, was among several journalists covering
the trip of US. Rep. Leo Ryan, D-San Mateo, to
Jonestown. The party was preparing to board planes o
Jeaveswdtes gunmen atlaeked—kalling five. sl

The First Baptist Church in this southeast Georgia -

mother, flanked a small gold urn containing the °
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WBC Executive Calls Newsmen's

Deaths a Tragedy for Profession
-COLUMBIA, S.C. (UP1)~Julian Goodman, chairman of

. NBC's Executive Commitiee, said Tuesday nighl the
i deaths of two NBC newsmen in Guyana was & “personal
 tragedy” for the network and for all journalists.
"In remarks prepared for delivery at the 25th anniversa-
ry of WIS-TV, Goodman taiked about correspondent Don
Harris and cameraman Robert Brown, who were shot to .
+ death by members of a {anatic American religious secl, in
'an ambush on the fact-finding mission of Rep. Leo J. Ryan
. (D-Calif.). Ryan was also killed in the ambush.
¢ i*The loss of Don Darris and Bob Brown is a personal
tragedy for all of NBC news and for all journalists—and a
Avnimdar that the frasdnm and p_r-mprr{nn we seek for re-

L
§ IELHLIURD VIdL LOU LICLUUI SO PVt aaisis B B

- porters . . . is more than empty rhetoric,

"It is a protection all free people need if brave corres-
, pondents like Don Harris and Bob Brown are to continue
114 try to bring us the truth from those who seek to hideit.”
P
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%erwces set for two N B(
newsmen shot in huyana

[

Assnciated Press

Los Angeles —Memorial serv-
ices have been scheduled tliis
week for two NBC newsmin
killed in Guyana after investige|!-
ing an agricultural Peoples Tem-
ple commune.

A memorial service will be held

r NBC News correspondent Don

arris at 10 a.m. today at the
hrst Bapiisi \_,uuu.u in ¥ nda.La.
(Ea., but his family has asked that
no flowers be sent.

A Don Harris Memorial Schol-
arship Fund has been set up in
care of NBC News, Burbank, and
a Don Harris Memorial Fund has
been established in care of the
Vidalia Public Library, Vidalia,
Ga.

A funeral Mass will be held for
Bob Brown, NBC News camera-
man, at 11 am. Friday at St.-Am-
brose Catholic Church in Los Ap-
geles, with burial fo]lowmg (1
Holy Cross Cemetery in Culviir
Tity. A Bob Brown Memori 1
3cholarshnp Fund has been estab-
Nshed in car
bank.

News, Bur-
t
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B\ Don Martinez
Examiner Staff Writer

LOS ANGELES — Gale and Beverly Robinson rode
in the hearse that carried their son Gregory home fo?
ihe iast time. ,

“The mortuary wanted to send a limousine for .
but Gale refused. He wanted to ride home with Greg.*
Beverly Robinson explained yesterday.

¢ raped coffip and assisted an Air Force honor guard in
Ipading the casket from the Air Force C-141 to the
Q'aiting hearse.

“At least we've got Greg home with us where he
belongs,” he said. Greg Robinson, His 27-vear-old son

killed on the remote Guyana air strip Saturday.
“At least he's not still in that swampy hell hole.”

Robinson continued as he caressed the coffin in i}
back of the hearse. f

Min Robinson, the photographer’s former wlt \
was 2is0 present. The couple had no children.

The father chained smoked on the rainy 40-minute
journey from the airport to home. “We were all such °

PR [ JuyRE L SR |
Pdis — Wb were 30 Ciust, De M.

“We're going to have to relive this all over again '

tomorrow when Andrea comes home. She still doesn't
lﬁnow " Beverly said.

! She was talking about their striking younger
daughter, who was due to come home today from
Yucatan, Mexico.

Andrea is the source of more concern for her
parents because she has cancer.

The family had been trying desperatieiy to repch
their daughter, their only surviving chiid, to tell he1l of
the tragedy.

“They were 80 close,” the father said, “I taught
them how to love each other — it's going to be tough.”

Robinson's grief was laced with bitterness.

“If I could have got Gregory into music he'd be

live today,” said the father, his eyes tight from,

faccording to his wife of 28 years, “36 hours of crying.”

3 The 53-year-old Robinson plays the ¥French horn

with several studio orchestras in Los Angeles as well as
with the Jocal symphony.

~“Music has atways heep 3 part of our lives and Greg

At the airport, the father walked to his son's flag- |

and an Examiner photographer, was one of the five °

alain nhotOUfaﬁher gU"S

e AL

home for the last time .
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would have been a good musician,” he said.

gt el
But The father was also interested in photography
in the early days. a passion that was passed on ¢o his

son, wha was totally involved in the field long before he A—‘fam“y S grlef lWe Ve gOt._Gf

]a 1ded his first big-time job with The Examiner 1

yarsago : ', home with us where he belongs

By The mother squeezed her sobbing husband's knee

w

ias he lost control fur amoment. ’ i
Cos The parents tala ‘ o . sy : r
o 110 parediis seemed 1o take heart in the words of '

their son 1smng colleagues, who told them he was

doing what he most wanted to do when his life was cut
short. :

" h Yes of course we were proud of him,” said the
mother, “we've alu ays been so lucky with our children

+— they were aiways s0 good and so conscientious
{what they did.” ' . .

R ‘
Y “Grep was a very professional person " his molh'br

e S2id, “it was the way he was raised.”

« To illustrate her point, the mother managed to pht
aside her grief to sing with the visiting New York
QOpera Comptay;*ifich performed “Tosca™indt-slight.

(%teg I!lobinson s former wife, Mm, hus mother'an'ﬁ'ﬂther,

o P J Ay 'un-L--s.ah

Beveﬂy-and Gale Hobinson, walt in the raln'
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Greg’é‘fa‘t‘n‘ér momentarily breaks down-white tiding in thc iicaise
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rived at L.A. International Airport from Guyana.

Also retumed here was bod
»- man Robert Brown, another ambush victim.;
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hotographer who was killed Saturday
mternational Airport. Robinson’s body and that of NBC phot
esterday ip a U.S. Air Force C-

y Los

e o Gu%’;)f M‘w' T en Rvan.

w return the
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. r{ By Don Martinez

’ 1 Examiner Staff Writer

LOS ANGELES—"How luck;
we were with our children. The
‘were alwayvs pood. and aiwayy
cvonscientious in whatever they
were involved in.” said Beverly
Robinson. as she huddled under an
umbrella with her hushand. Gale,
on the wet tarmac of Los Angeles

International Airport.

~ Just then an Air Force C-141

touched down, carrving two pine
caskets draped with Americe
flags. One of them contained her
son, Greg, 27, the San Francisc
Examiner photographer who uag
shot and killed on an isolated
airstrip in remote Guyana Jast
Saturday.

? The plane taxied toward them
and Mrs. Robinson began sobbing
(Ln off her reminiscenses about her
tidhtknit family. and begdn sob-
bing. “And now this,” she said.

_Mr._and Mrs. Robipson. and
Greg’s ex-wife, Min, stood undtr
the same umbrella and watched s
an honor guard walked stiffly 10
the plane angd unloaded the caeket
contained the body of NBC camera-
man Bob Brown, one of five Ameri-
cans slain Saturday in the ambush.

The Robinsons had always
heen a close family and now they
attempted to ailay their grief by
commenting on the fact that one of
the honor guard appeared to be a
voman. “Are you sure thats a
woman?” asked Gale. “If it's a fella.
it's a very unusual hairdo” re-
sponded his wife.

After loading Brown's casket
into a waiting hearse. the honFr

1]

guard returned to the plane for the

athor caclot Rohinuon said, “Wall

v son is back home where he
belongs. He's home again.

J “And at }east he’s not out there
i that swampy hell hole” he
added. leaving the small party to
wallk-oweradeet in the light raio Jo
help carry the caskel.
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Robinson had refused the offer

~of the Faith Martdary people to

follow the hearse back to Burbank,

where Greg was born and raised. in

limousine. He wanted to ‘lride
‘hack home with his son.” L

“My god. he's incredible,” said

Mrs. Robinson as she watched her

hushand. “He's been crying for the

last 36 hours, now look at him.”

. During the 40minute drive
from the airport to Burbank, Robin-
son sat in the back of the hearse, at
the head of the casket, his fingers
gently fondling the American flag
and talkedabout when Greg was
-young, what a good runner and
swimmer he was, how they had
qualified together as scuba diwfrs.

~ They were a family of si-
“t.n& Greg's father plays |lhe
French horn and is a respected
sl{:dio musician. Greg's mother
S sitjgs professionally and tonight
T * would sing with the visiting New
e York City Opera company. Grég's
sister, Andrea. is also a professional
singer. ;

.
3
3

Min Robinson, former wite of slain Examiner photographer Greg Robinson,
escorts his coffin at Los Angeles today
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Newsmen
had earned
any awards -

JLLgsE

L.OS ANGELES (AP) ~ The three newsmen killed
with U.S. Rep. Leo J. Ryan in an ambush in Guyang
had amassed numerous awards {or their reporling
and ghotogmphy. ‘

NBC News investigative reporter Don Harris, 41,
came from Dallas to Los Angeles in 1973 to work for
the local NBC affiliate KNBC-TV, as a reporter ang
co-anchor for the weckend news. .

While in Dallag, Harris was honored by the Texas,
Associated Press Broadcasier's Association in 1873
for exposes of inadequate airport security and
scandalous emergency hospital admissions practices:
He was working for station WFAA at the ti '

*H& also won 3 local Emmty for his reporting during
riols in Washington, D.C., following the murder of-
Martin Luther King Jr. .

U.S. Attorney General Ramsey Clark subpoenaed
22 000 feet of film he had taken during the riot, claim-.
ing it contained incriminating information. Harris at
first turned over outtakes to his news director at -
slation WTOP, but he quickly got them back angd-
dumped them in the Potomac River, .

Harmis later said he destroyed the film because

Y

much of it was obtained on the promise that it would -

never be used against the subjects in court.
Greg Robinson, 27, had been a photographer witt

the San Franciges Examiner for the past three years.
A graduate of San Francisco State University, be had

won several awards for his photographic work and,
currently bas a one-man show on display in San-

Francisco. et

Robert ¥rown, 36, had been a cameraman with,
NBC News since April. Previously be had worked on
a free lance basis for ABC and CBS. He was born in-.
Orange. N.J., and graduated from Franklin Unjvers-~
ity in Franklin, Ind. et

(Indlccte page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)
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NEBC News in Burbank Monday an-.
nounced funeral services for two of
its newsmen killed in Guyana.

A memorial service for network
correspondent Don Harris will be
held at 10 am. Wednesday at the
First Baptist Church in Vidalia, Ga.

A funeral Mass for cameraman Bob
Brown will be said at 11 am. Friday

t St. Ambrose Catholic Church, Me}-
ose and Fairfax Aves., followed by
o urial in Holy Cross Cemetery, Cul-
B er City.
. NBC said donations may be made to
4 e Don Harris Memorial Scholarship
d, care of NBC News, Burhank;
¢ Don Harris Memorial Fund at the
idalia Public Library, and the Bob
rown Memorial Scholarship Fund,
e of NBC News, Burbank. The lat-
er pravides training for minority stu-
dents in photojournalism.

e

(Mount Clipping in Space Below)
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Tv-o Dead NBC Men Were
Survivors of Asian Battles

Two veteran Naticnal Broadcasting
Co. staff members—both survivors of
Southeast Asia battlefields—covered
their Jast assignment at a jungle air-
strip in Guyana.

Correspondent Don Harris and
cameraman Robert Brown were kill-
ed Saturday along with Rep. Leo J.
Ryan (D-Calif.) in a storm of gunfire
as they were about to depart from a
fact-finding mission on Pecples Tem-
ple and the Rev. Jim Jones.

Gregory Robinson, a San Francisco
Examiner photographer, also was,
killed by the bullets.

State Department spokesmen said a’
fifth person, Patricia Parks, identified,
as a cult member trying o leave with
Ryan, also was slain. No age or;
hometown was available, a spokes-
man said.

Harris, 42, began his broadeasting.
career as a radio announcer at WYOP;
in Vidalia, Ga. Funeral services have
been scheduled in the small commu-,
nity where Harris grew up.

He shifted to television as a weath-
erman, then moved to stations in!

Texas and Washingion, D.C., as a
news reporier. He won several state]
awards while in Texas and a local
Emmy in Washington. He oncel
dumped film into the Potomac after it
had been subpoenaed by US. Atty.!
Gen. Ramsey Clark. i
He came to KNBC in 1973 as a re-,
porter and weekend anchorman. In
1976 he became NBC network corres-:
pondent in Los Angeles. Harris leaves
Fhis wife and three children in Wood-
land Hills. Most of his family lives in
rgia.

TOWT~ 36, joined NBC news in

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and siate.)
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April after a career as a freg-lance |
cameraman for American Broadcasting Co.
and Columbia Broadcasting System. He
wg%?ced at KNBC for several months in
1 -

,~His wife and one child live in Los An-
geles

“These men were among NBC News'
}mes and their families’ loss is our loss,”
Said Les Crystal, news president. “I am
shocked at the senseless and tragic deaths.
My sense of loss is overwhelming. I shaﬂ
not forget them, nor shall their colleagues.”

Robinson, 27, had been with the Examin-
er for three years. He had won several
awards and currently has a one-man show
on display in San Francisco.

Two other NBC crew members were at
the Guyana airstrip. Soundman Stephen
Sung, 34, was wounded slightly in the right

arm,
Field producer Robert Flick, 47, was first
Yeported missing but later was found by

Guyanese military officials, accordmg 103
network spokesman.

“Flick just hightailed it in to the ]un le
when the shootmg gtarted,” an NBC
spokesman said. “Soldiers found him later
and he is safe in Georgetown.”

The State Department reported 10 per-
sons were wounded, but cowld identify only
six: Sung; Jacqueline Speier, Ryan's legis-
lative side; Richard Dwyer, deputy chief of
the U.S. mission in Guyana, and three per-
sons who had relatives in the settlement,
Anthony Katsaris, Beverly Oliver and Ca-
rolyn Boyd.

Another nine persons were said to be
missing, This figure did not include Charles
Garry and Mark Lane, believed to be Peo-

‘pies Temple lawyers, who were reported in

Jonestown, according to the State Depart-

ment.

Those caught in the airport shooting
numbered 27, the State Department said:
]ﬂve killed, 10 wg‘tjmded l}l{ll}le mdmmg, one
ocated unharm (Flick} and_two jn
Johesmw,
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~rE 2 Newsmen ;Vj{m

lAirport T
i Shootings
% The deaths of three California

Jewsmen in Saturday evening’s
qirstrip ambush in Guyana stunned
L) 1 -
colleagues, families and friends.

- .

4" The dead were Greg Robinson.

%Z. staff photographer from the 5an
‘rancisco Examiner; television
ameramen Robert Brown 36.and
Jevision correspondent Don Har-

T _g_il both from NBC Néws in Los

h’ o i. {ﬁg?!eﬁ.

- .

»  Services for all three are pend-‘j

. B

. .

Gregory (Greg) Alan Robinson. a
§an Francisco State University
graduate, was a freeJance photog
fapher in San Francisco before he
;'ot_ned the Examiner staff in 1975.

g, T
- E

Y

$ . Robinson won several awards !
Jor distinguished photography. A |
he-man show of his work opened |
ovember 1 at Canon Gallery. 776
arket street, to run through De

Robinson, who was divorced
d had no children, was born i
Burbank. where his parents. Galg
and Beverly Robinson, still live.

% He is also survived by a sister.

fndrea, a singer in Los Angeles.

«  “He loved every picture he
$ver made,” Examiner photo col
feaguc Matt Southard said of Robin
¢0on vesterday. “He had unlimited
gnthusiasm. Everything was the
tlggest story in the world.”

%7 In a statement, Examiner pub-
Msher Reg Murphy said, “Greg
{lohinson represented the very best
4] American photojournalism. Ht
Jcbk great pride fn portraying thy
N pman emotions. )

E'_ wHis fife has been cut short

(Indicate pege, name of
newspaper, city and state./
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GREG ROBINSON
&.F. Examiner photogropher

o e

bitcause he was dedicated to living °

i*in the highest tradition of coura-
geous inquiry. We pledge to him
that the inguiry in which he
participated will go forward.”

The two NBC representatives
killed in the ambush were based in
Los Angeles.

NBC News cameraman oben
Brown W i Ve
leaves a wife and daughter in Los
Angeles. Brown, a graduate of
Franklin Coliege in Indiana, was a
free-lancer for CBS and ABC televi

cinn in the San Francisco Bav Area

OLUSL 14l LIIT #3611 & & QRatadness a&F S Wiy
Southern California and abroad

before joining NBC in Los Angeles
six months ago.

NBC News correspondent.D.Qn
Harris. 41. a native_of Georpia_
leaves a wife and three children in.

Angeles. He began his televi-‘I
sipn career 20 years ago as al
v.father Feporter. l

He was a reporter and week:
J'_-""_

AP B irophotn

DON HARRIS
Weekend anchorman in L.A.

4P W trophiin

ROBERT BROWN
NBC cameraman from LA.}

end anchorman at KNBC in Los" senseless deaths that have occurred

Angeles when the network sent;

him 1o Southeast Asia in 1975. The E-

next year he returned to the Los
Angeies office.

“These men were among NBC
News' finest and their families’ loss
is our loss.

He won several awards for
Flocal television reporting in Wash,
ington and Dallas before moving ta

I California. i

g

H NBC News presldem Les Cr}s-‘é

tal relgased a statement saying.
am shocked at the tragic and

in Guyana.

“Don Harris was a reporter
who always wanted to be where the
action was. He reported for NBC
News in Southeast Asia where he
exemplified the skill and courage
few reporters achieve,

“Bob Brown, also a veteran of,
covering the Vietnam war, ha
been with us less than six months
But as a freelance photographen
for CBS and others he was widely|.
recognized as one of the finest i
his profes$o.

-
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When armed men surprised a
party of visitors at a remote jungle
airstrip in Guyana Saturday, eiglt
journalists were among the targett

Three, including Examine
photographer Greg Robinson, were
slzin. Examiner reporter Tim Rei-
terman was wounded in the left
forearm and wrist.

President Carter issued a trib-

three men were all hard-driving,
est traditions of journalism.”

tal deplored the murders of two of
h's staffers after their visit to the
Peoples Temple’s Jonestown com-
murity as ““‘tragic and senseless.”

“My sense of loss and grief over
the deaths of Don Harris and Bep
Brown and the wounding of Steve
Sung is overwhelming,” Crystal
said.

“These men were among NBC
News’ finest, and thetr families’ loss

this story with Congressman Leo
Ryan believing it to be a fact-
finding mission of a religious cult.
Now the congressman, who was
doing his job in checking out this

ideing their job of reporting it, are
|dead.” 1
J \

Harrts, 42. who leaves a wife|
and three children, began his 20
vear TV career as a weatherman.
He moved from Dallas to Los
Angeles in 1973 to work for the local
NBC affiliate, KNBCTV, as a re-
porterand-ea-anchor for the woek-
end news.

" NBC News President Les Crys+

The victims who were |
there to cover the story

ute today to the journalists. “These

talented professionals who lost -
their lives while pursuing the high-

ts our loss,” he said. “They went on .

‘group, and our men, who were !

{Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and siate.}

2 8,.F.Examiner

San Francisco,Ca.

Date: 11 —20—78
Edition: Final

Title:  RYMURS

Character:

or SF 89-250
Classification:
Submitting Office: SF

FBi/DOJ



SR

Y While workinf for station
WFAA-TV in Dalias in 1973, Harris
‘as honored by the Texas Associat-
d Press Broadcasters Association
or exposes of inadequate airport
security and scandalous emergency
hospital admissions practices. He
also won a local Emmy for his
coverage of riots in Washington,
D.C. after the murder of Martin
Luther King Jr.

A

“Don Harris was a reporteI
who atways wanted 1o be where thf
Action was,” Crystal said. “He ré
‘ported for NBC News in Southeast
wsia, where he exemplified the skill
and ..courage few reporters
achieve.” -

*;Bm'ﬁ’, 38, joined NBC as a «—"ile was in San Jues—~winn he

cameraman in April. Previously, he
bad done freelance film work for
ABC and CBS. Born in Orange, N.J.,
he lived with his wife and daughter

ilil Los Angeles. -

L Brown began his career at
KTVU, Channel 2 in Oakland, first |
as a film editor and then as a
cameraman. He filmed the disrup-
tions at San Francisco State Univer-
sity in 196869 and did a brief stint
as a television reporter, before
joining NBC after considerable
freelancing.

“My heart goes out to the
families of these brave men,” said
Crystal. “1 shall not forget them,
nor shall their colleagues at NBC
News. The most meaningful memo-
rjal we can give them Is to report
tae news with the determination
apd dedication they demonstrated
i their careers.”

Sung, a utility man for NBC,
was reported in satisfactory condij-
tion after recelving treatment for a {
gunshot wound in his right shoul-\
der and elbow.

A fourth NBC newsman. pro-
ducer Bob Flick, 47, was not injured
in the ambush. For his family in
Corte Madera, the long wait for
pews of his fate was a nightmare
not soon to be forgotten.

“Not knowing whether Bob
was alive was horrible. We feel so
very, very relieved that he’s OK.”
said Shirley Flick after tatking on
the phone with her hiughand yester-
day afternoon.

called, and he sounded very tired,”
she said, her speech slow arfd
strained from worry and lack uf
sleep. “I don’t know when he will
be coming home. 1 didnt want tb
ask to0 many questions. I'm just so

¢ glad he's OK.”

A cameraman who has worked
with Flick described him as a

* “survivor.” “I knew that if anybody

I

would make it, Flick would,” the
cameraman said.

The wait was also long and
tense for the family and colleagues
of San Francisco Chronicle report-
er Ron Javers, 32, who was f
undergo surgery last night at Al
drews Air Force Base near Wasly-
ington, D.C., for removal of a .34
caliber slug from his left shoulder.

Chronicle city editor David
Periman said Javers yvesterday was
“shook up pretty badly about the
killings” but “said he was damn
glad and damn lucky to be alive.”

Before joining the Chronicle
staff in January, Javers worked as a
reporter for the Bucks Courier
Times of Levitown, Pa., and the
Philadelphia News. His wife and
two children left San Francisco
yesterday to be near him:

Perlman said he chose Javers
for the Guyana assignment becaufe
he was new in town and had nevér

covered a Peoples Temple story. ia

“T wanted somebody the tem-
ple folks had nothing against. and
Javers was absolutely clean’™ Perl-
man said. -
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A Associated Press Examiner / Greg Robmson @"-'\2978
DON HARRIS BOB BROWN \
NBC joyrnalists who were killed in the ambush in Guyqna__.__.
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,‘San Francisco—On the eve of
ffxs departure 1o the assignmem
that led to his death in Guyana
Saturday, San Francisco Examil}-
er photographer Greg Robin
was in the newspaper's photo
partment on his own time.

?hotographs and news stories
on the People's Temple were
spread across every ta le in the
r00m :

;What the hell are you doing?"
photographer Mart Southard re-
called asking Robinson. "Doing
o h_omework he rephed smt
S S , .

'P.obmson 27, was preparing h
]’kcompanv the group led by Rep.

Leo Ryan to the Guyana outpost
f the People’s Temple.

“Also along were Examiner re-
porief; Tim Reiterman and San
Francisco Chronicle Reporter

avers, both wounded in the
awack in which Ryan, Robinson
and rhree others were killed.

' Robmson. a graduate of San

working for the Examiner as
vacation replacement in Seple{
ber 1976. B
°  He was an energetic journalist
- with overwhelming enthusiasm
- for his job, said ‘hiy fellow work-
ers last night.

- Francisco State University, beg‘L

1 “He was always mdy to po,”
said Examiner p *oﬁrapher Bob
* Mcleod. “He was first one
+ out the door.”

. Robinson undersnood ‘people”
" stories and took grest pridg in
. portraying human emotion. said
' Examiner Editor Reg Murphy.

Those portrayals won him sev-
*eral awards and msny of his
:works are now im ‘¢ one'mf

how at the Canon USA gallery
.i8an Francisco. !

! Robinson wok ﬂ\ousands
photographs, but, sajd Southard,
.pone was a favon‘tql,; _

Slain néwsmen pralse(;

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)
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. ;ll‘he Associated Prees,
{

euatshing wan the biggest story in
the world.” - e

Reiterman, 31, a graduate of
‘the University of California it
IBerkele{,_ joined the Examineriin
March 1977 after six years wih

b His investigative reponlng in-

T

: from the Phi

vard l}pivemzy.

. People’s Temple.

¢luded a number of stories on

Javers, 32, ljoined The C' ronicle
adclphia Daily Ne !n
in Janua;’y; He was recen{y
i %

named & Neiman Fellow at H
Javers and Reiterman were
evaeuated to Washington, D.C, by

' the Air Force yesierday. Robin-

son’s body, itke that of the other
dead, rgmained in Quyana for av-
lopsy, .

4 Prom New York, Lee Crys ‘|l.
‘bresident of NEC News, ;1'} fire
fwa NBC journalists also slain \n
th h were sm

i News' Fimesto 3 & - .. ..
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w@rég Robinson: From

N
]

]
W7

'}he first it was ‘magic

éJ “Was he worried about going
to Guyana?

“Sure he was worried.

“He was worried about the (Indicate page, name of
humidity in his camera. He was newspaner Bt and state.)
worried about getting pictures
out and about having his camerd
taken away from him.”

— Chronicle photographer
Terry Schmidt,
talking shout !Els

friend, Greg Rohinsop.

b ———
. L * * *
£l i
e g
3 i QGregary Alan Robinson was

shot and killed Saturday while
.« photographing armed men on an
N -airstrip outside Jonesiown, Guy-
% He was onlv 27 and had heen S.F.Examiner
“working for The Examiner as a
newspaper photographer only
two vears and two months.

San Francisco,Ca.
But he had heen taking pic-
tures from the age of five, when
fie first entered his father's daltk-

tpom and called the photograp‘]-
i ok *C TR

l‘J process "magic. J Date: 1 1—20—78

This month there is a one-- Edition: Final

man show of Robinson's work at
the Canon Galltery. 776 Market
Sk, .axhese some of his finest
Examiner phnmgrapﬁs are on Tile: RYMURS

Character:

S SF 89-250
Classification: 89
Submitting Office: SF
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display. The exhibit is scheauweq, m un
1hirough theemd-of the month. PO
* A * ».4:'”1- B

| Greg Robinson was in a hurry. He was

ithpatient with himself, speeding along to
kiarn what he didn't already know.

He wmoved on the halls of his feet

=% s7al AR LaElle i IERS,

bounding along, always on the move to the !

next spol, his friend Douglas Symes recalled.

He answered The Examiner photogra-
phers’ phone with hk own “Hello-Helto-
Hello"” greeting.

And on being given an assignment, h
would respond, “I'm gone,” rushing out of
the office so fast he often left behind the
reporter who was to accompany him, pausing
for a pencil and pad.

He willingly took risks for the sake of a
picture.

“He was so eager,” said Examiner
reporter Tim Reiterman, who was traveling
with Robinson in Guyana and was wounded
i the same barrage of bullets that killed
Gtleg.

“The trip to Rev. Jim Jones' community
was a compiete Jearning process for him,”
Reiterman said. “He was just thrilled.” [

|

Robinson once told Svmes that, if there |
was a war. “he fipured he wanted to be a war

photographer.

“He got an adrenalin charge out of being
on the front line, out of being cool under
fire.”

Robinson hung perflously from a gondo-
la at Squaw Valley in April 1978 to capture
photos of the tramway accident in Svhich.r‘

three persons were killed, !

He covered the dramatic battle between | *

the Indians and U.S. marshals over snlmon
rights on the Klamath River.

And he waited patlentty for 15 hours at
the San Francisco Airport last march to {ind
just the right shot of a hijacker and his
hostages in a plane surrounded by armed FBI
arrems

It was an assignment under pressure, but |
orie he wanted dearly, calling The Examiner
affice and asking permission to'stay on,
without food or rest. ,»3- s

But his photos were not just dnmaﬁc
scenes of breaking stories. f

On his own time he covered ba‘whall and
footkattpames, lagging along with-ExdiiTdes

mation from the old pro, dashing from’
siitetiTrth sideline in his trademark clothes:

a cloth eap, vest or khaki jacket, pants and

running shoes.

When President Carter arrived in {ian
Francisco, Robinson photographed him sti
ing through the Sheraton Palace, carrying
his own luggage. X

“He was a high-energy, high-string guy.”
said Robinson’s mentor, Examiner photogra-
pher Fran Ortiz, “who really wanted 4 be a
photographer more than anvthing élsé tn the
world.”

Ortiz first’ met Robinson when he
enrolled in a photojournalism class at San
Francisco State that Ortiz was teaching.

“At that time,” Ortiz recalled, “Greg was
married.” (Robinson and his wife were
divorced earlier this year.)

He told Ortiz: “There are just two things
in my life; my wife and my photography.

The young couple had a two-bedropm
apartment in The City. One bedroom was |'or
. them; the other was Robinson’s darkroom.

* K &
Robinson was borp and rasied in Bur-
bank in a cultured family of musicians,

His mother, Beverly, is a professional
singer who has sung with the New York City
Opera, the Guild Opera and various other

_groups. -

His father, Gale, plays a French horn and

records background music for films and com-
_mercials.

./ The family moved to Pittsburgh, Pa., for

a short time during Greg's schooling, when
his father was first horn for the Pittsburgh

Sy mphony Orchestra. { .

Greg's sister, Andrea, 24. is a professfanal
singer -who performs regularly with 'Bert

" Bacharach.

4 And Greg, too, had perfect pitch, singing
in choruses as a boy. But he gave it all up for
“the camera. ‘

- e came from an unusually ciose family,

‘his mather said, his parents encouraging his
.BVETY career move.

* “Greg's father came up here quite often

. “%0 check on Greg's progress.” said Ortiz. “I

would talk with him and tell him that Greg
did it all himself.”

Onc-e the senjor Robinson, so proud d¢f
his son’s first newspaper job, said, “It would
~ber ifke me being first French horn for the

photographer Bilt Nichols, soaking up kafor- - i Chicags-Symphony on my first jol™—



Both father and son were equalty proud
of gne asother. -

Gregs first serjous photo agslgnments
Vltl‘? for the school paper at Burbank High,
vihere he also was chief photographer for
Serabis, the yearbook. In high school he won .
a\wards for being the best pbolographer his

mother recalled last night. :

On graduation from bigh school, Robin-
son went first to Pierce College in the San
Fernando Valley and then to Los Angeles

Francisco Staie University in cartography.
As a student at San Francisco State,

Robinson joined the staff of the weekly
Phoenix newspaper and quickly displayed

photographic skills that surprised and im-
- pressed the journalhm faculty.

“He was a pmfessxona] without pay,”
said one of his former instructors, Lynn
Ludltow, an Examiner reporter. “He was
imaginative, which is to be expected of
college students, but he was superbly well
ovganized, fanatical about details and willing

tc spend hours on a single assignment just to |

g|}t the photograph that told the story.”

Winner of the “best photograph” and
“best feature photograph” awards from the
coliege weekly, he served as photo edxwr
before his graduation in 1974.

Robinson then took a job as a salesmag
for Adolph Gasser Inc. while also doin
freelance work for Paris Match, Siba,
European agency, and occasionally for Tirtk
and Newsweek.

When gymnast Olga Korbut performed
in San Francisco, freelancer Robinson
showed up, introducing himself to Examiner

photographer Nichols and asking him if he!
‘could ask some questions. He never stopped. |

When Robinson landed a job at The
Examiner, Ortiz recalled, he went through
‘an amazing period,” baving hine consecu-
iive Page 1 photos.

“Then,” Ortiz said, “we knew he was for

real.” .
Just before he was to Jeave for Guyam‘L
Robinson was spotted in The Examiner phot
department studying the Peoples Temple fige
on his own time.

Examiner photographer Matt Southard

elend Dalincan what ha uwae daing Southard
ﬁ:‘l\w EWAFLFILAYOL] W LIGAT AT WY Q.0 AWRILE, ) LU R VELSAS W

recalied. “He said, ‘I'm doing my bome-
workl

In the first film package Sent ﬁ'em1
Grﬂurgﬂuwn Robmson sent a mebsage “to

leUlU usrt‘uur Dl'll, J\‘l(ﬁbl\.dllblﬂd-b‘ lt’!llilg I.l]..l]l
how excited he was by the assignment. [

" “He was talented and energetic and jin
ideal generalist who covered everything afid
did it well,” said Meskauskas, who left for
Guyana Saturday night to take over the
assignment.

“We are a family,” Meskauskas sajf,

| “And we will miss him. We will miss his
City College before graduating from San | talent.”

¥

A few weeks ago Robinsen was excited
when Life magazine decided to use some of
bis Klamath River Indian photos. But when
he learned the Life editors had changed their
minds, he was sorely disappointed. ]A

He told his friend Schmitt tha

i probably could get some of his Jon%iown

photos into Life.

“One of his big desires,” Schinitt said, |
“was to get into Life. j

" “Undoubtedly, now, he will make it.”
R

PO
— Carol Pogash




GREG-BOEINSON WITH HIS FATHER, GALE

‘Like me being first French horn for the CMitdgo Symphony’
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-captured the critical moment —
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-S.£ EYAMINER * & Mon., Nov-20-4078 ... ‘asthe portfolio of his pictures
A | P m P “Page D shows s0 clearly. L
[ = .
pledge: We will not StTop .. .« ve can pay v
et b Yo . to his memory is to continue the
%‘ Greg Robinson did not die in investigation that cost him his
vain. I life. ‘He- did not lose his life in”
| | P . Tt L 3
*  The work of reporting can- | vape o —-—Reg_ai_f%lﬁﬂ’!y
not be stopped by violence. ‘ ‘Wpu-hlisher an tlor
Tim Reiterman will not IIe ‘ {Indicate page, name of
squelched. [ newspaper, city and state.)
His investigations will not t
intimidated.

Rep. Leo Ryan's death is not
futile.

The government will have to
i,{n'esligate cubts that inspire trou-
hite.

t

t We do not condemn all 3
r.Lembers of the Peoples Temple
in the aftermath of the senseiels

slaughter at Port Kaituma. :
setL

We do condemn any sect T .o

that inspires zealotry that results Fg.

it human tragedy. S.F.Examiner
Greg Robinson and Leo Ryvan -

died for stupid reasons. So did
NBC reporter Don Harris and San Francisco
cameraman Robert Brown. who |
also accompanied Ryan on the !
fact-finding mission to Guyana.

R

2 :T This mission was to discover
the facts about what has lap- Date: 11-20-78
Z ﬁlm*d in a 27.000-acre outpost: of Edition: Final
. @ San Frgncisco religious gropp.
Families had told Ryan, The

xaminer and others that. their i
loved ones were being held Title:  RYMURS
against their will.

An_inquiry inte that charge Character:
was legitimate. It was humane. It arac erSF 89-250
was sincere. [t was reasonable. or

Classification: 89
Bubmitting Office: SB

nil Al Thiillate 4kt
LIETY IEcRI)l U DULITLy Lilat
down people who wanted to
know the truth was the clearest

PYTL
Lutl

answer they got.
But the hullets were not the
inal answer. We will not stop
ntil we have answered thy
huestion — dispassionately, prtl-
\]'essionally‘ straightforwardiy.

A g
“ Griee T Robinson  loved the |

FBI DOJ
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W&rks‘ ofa
photographer

Examiner photographer Greg Robinsop
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1o a young gymnasi, above @
pholooraph that he especiatiy—itked
and was hung In his home.



‘An avid sports fan, Robins
. enjoyed taking football a
 baseball photographs. Above
' photo he made of Paul Hofer

;

of
: the 49ers in a touchdown
* __plunge in last week's game
againstthe St. Louis Carainays,



~——Ar-athlete of agitferantadrn

was the photo he made of Mike

Dayton, above right, Concord’s
strorrgman.




oA

Robinson's,
. photo of Oscar Peterson;
T LONVEYS the magic of the planoy
o \ great. ‘Greg photographed‘
7 ‘ with a real deep compassion
lfor human beings and he did it
extremety well,” said Fran
Ortiz, a co-worker and mentdy
of Robinson’s. Veteran spord
photographer Bill Nicho
summed up Gred Robinson’
drive: “He wanted to be the
- ——r—r— -r'_"“t-“
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" Greg Robinson
Living memorial
to cameraman

A tew days after Examiner photographer Greg
Robinson was shot and killed at a remote South
American airstrip, The Examiner received this letter
from San Francisco State University student Pat
Foster-Turley:

“T am not actually & friend of Greg Robinson, 80
maybe I shouidn’t write this letter. But Greg was a part
of my life, and I'll miss him.

“Greg was the assistant to Fran Ortiz's photojour-
nalism class at San Francisco State this fall — a class
where I am a student. Greg was a photographer we
could all identify with — a role model we could
emulate. At 27, he was our age. He found a job in news
photography. He provided inspiration that we could, |
too.” |
_ Robinson attended San Francisco' State Untversity, ’
‘was graduated in 1974 with a degree in geography. Bug, '
‘his real love was photography. As photo editor of the!
sampus’ weekly Phoenix, Robinson won awards for,
nest news and feature photos, ﬁ

*... A professional without pay .:. willing to spend
hours on a single assignment just to get the photograph
that told the story.” That was how instructors recalled
Greg Robinson.

There are undoubtedly hundreds of aspiring
photojournalisim students seeking, as Greg Robinson
did a few years ago, the opportupity te work
professionally.

To help them and to honor the photographer we
have lost, The Examiner has established the Greg
Robinson Memorial Scholarship at San Francisco State
University, which will be awarded to a photojournalism
student each year '

The initial funds for the scholarship will come
from the sale to other media of photographs Greg
Robinson and his wounded reporter companion, Tim
Reiterman, took on the tragic journey to Jonestown,
Guyana. Additional funds will become available
through contributions from friends and corporate
sources.

" The Examiner said: “We belleve that Grig
Rabinson would have wanted to help the education pf
soine young photojournalists who will carry on the
enthusiasm and joy which he brought to his work. We
can think of no better way of guarsateetnp that he will
be remembered.”
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Funeral services for Robinson willsbe-heldat 1 p.m.
Saturday—im3r"Jude’s Episcopal Church in Burbank,

and a memorial service will be conducted in the Fu'st
Unttarian Church at 1187 Franklin St. here at 4 pm. {
hext Wednesday "

Contributions to the Robinson memorial fund may ‘Q

"Ln cant tn Tha {lrag Rohincan Mamarinl Cahalonchin a7/
L DT LY WU LT W TE IWLLOULL ITITAWV 1Al o Lvial amp v/

o The San Francisco Examiner, PO Box 31, §an
Fraucisco 64119, L"’j l
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Funeral services for
Gregory Robinson, the San
Francisco Examiner pho-
tographer killed at the
Jonestown, Guyana, air-
port by religious cu!tis]},,

ave been scheduled fjir
Slaturday. Robinson, ‘},

il be buried after the
service at 1 p.m. at St
ude's Episcopal church.
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