MARYLOU CLANCEY

.

b. 1954

At the age of 17 yrs. my life revolved around weekends spent at

»yinterland” concerts,on Post & Stiener Sts. in San Prancisco. Never
going there anything less than "stoned" , this night in spring didn't
start out as anything different. With a group of close friends, we
arrived early to listen to the “"Greatful Dead" -long-time original acid
rock band. Already high on a blissful combination of weed,§outhern
€onfort, a few snorts of cocaine and atab of mescaline.... I was float-
ing 2 feet off the ground already. About 1 hour into_ the Deads psych-
edelic rendition someone passed me a jug of water,unbeknown to me,laced
with ISD 25....1 guzzled it down.- Within 3 hr. this staff gathered
up my nind and took off running with it...literally. I didn't know
what was coming down.. The inside..of:Winterland and the people around
me turnsd into a reeling, cosmic merry-go-round, Next thing I knew
I was hopping over 3 rows of seats and out the doors of the concert
hall onto Stiener St... I started running up the street and I mean

in the.middle of the street---oblivious 4o the cars,cops and young
people all-yelling at me.. I tore.off my shirt and continued to runup
the street bare-chested screaming "LIVE-DEAD" ", "THE DEAD ARE ALIVE °
‘ww~] was gone. From somewhere 2 people ,who I remember only as Bruce
and Jooane,whoz I never had seen before and never saw again afterward,
grabbed me and rushed me off to their fiat in Haight-Ashbury. They
spent the rest of the night trying to help me “come down" off this bad
trip. I had no sense of space or time. I must have asked to take a
bath. Everything was a distorted hallucination,their faces and words.
Joanne put me in the tub and sat by me in a chair eating a piece of
watermelon. She got up for a minute and left the bathroom with me in
jt--~while she was gone I turmed on the hot water,full blast and sub-
merged my head down under the water---I closed my eyes and walited

for death. I had been sitting in that tub hallucinating to the very
Innermost depths of my subconscious mind--~I kept imagining that my
mom was walking toward the bathroon, looking for me. I was scared,
shaking and I was just so tired...I wanted to die. Tired of running
away from myself,my parents, the hateful world around me. I just

was, really trying to end it -~-shut the door on life and its pain for
the last time.

Joanne came in and found me under the water trying to drown my-
self. She pulled me out but I fought her,trying to get my head back
wnder the water ---I wald have done it--~I know I would -~-I'm sure
of that. They had:to have been some good people to put up with me
tnat night. They dried me off and put me to bed wrapped up in a blan~
ket where I spent the rest of the night hallucinating and battling
for any contact with reality. . )

¥hen the sun finally shone into the room I got up,pit on my
clothes and walked out the front door like nothing had happened...I
was still verrrry high. I was over 12 hrs late in getting home, If
my parents had been there when T arrived (luckily they were not) I
would have had a nice littile stay in Juvenile Hall. They were always
threatening me with that. In those days my pavrents worried about me
a lot. As the parents of an only and adopted child,they were des-
perate about my using and abusing drugs and alchohol.

They adopted me at birth ( or shortly after ) through an attorney.
Thats a1l I know of it, besides the fact I was born in St. Marys Hos-
pital on April 16!54 , in San Franclsco, My parents were worried
that I would be insecure about being ad_gpted that they didn't tell me
until I was 18 yrs.,old. I think it was heavier on them than it was
on me. Raised in neddle~class suburbia in Burlingame, Ca. , weaned
on parochial schools ...cheerleading and boyfriends had once been
my main objectives in teenage life.

One person who affected me immensely in my childhood was my
girlfriend,Daile , who I grew up with on the same block. Dalle was
born with a serious heart defect , and then at the age of three she
contracted cerebal palsy, which left one side of her body damaged for
1ife. So she was labeled vhandicapped” . She also had a lot of :
difficulty with her speech and therefore expressing herself bescause
of a cleft pallat. She was spending so much of her early life in and
out of hospitals, she fell behind in terms of school education. As
many others like her,Daile , bacame ostracized as a result of going
to "special schools" and ngpecial education " classes within the
public school system. A lot of people treated her as less than
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.hu'ma‘n. Different because she looked and talked a bit aside from what th
.termed "normal". She depended so much on her mom,Sandra , who loved her gy

. him-~-" What are you doing :.% , " Why don't you Stop- and help them?!" But

.refused to pledge allegiance to the flag anymore. A lot was happening at

- head class cheerleader, I even won a school spirit award that lst year at
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great deal and always stood up for Daile and giving her support and car
whenever she needed it. Daile was crushed when Saﬁdra diegpat the younéngge
of 35 because oi.‘.‘ the pressures of trying to raise 4 children alone { her
first husband died and the second one became a hostile alcholic ) . Sandra
was my second mom, I loved her a lot. Daile was a determined soul. She
taught herself to sew and macrame with the use of one hand beiter than most
people-do with two. The way people continued to treat hexr made me angry as
hell. It ggt really bad for her though no matter how harg, she tried to
nake something of herself she got slapped down by some bedrecratic inequal-
ity or narrow-minded person who wasn't willing to give her a chance. She .
attempted to commit suicide two times at the age of 21. &£he ended up in a
County Rehabilitation Center for over 2 years.

When I was 14 years old I was traveling with my parents to Guerneville
for the wegkend. We were driving up Bayshore freeway when all of a sudden
this car with two men came barrelling perpendicular across four lanas of
fr(qeway-—-aust missing us and hitting the car directly on our left bToad
-:-‘-went off the road, swerved back on-and hit the same car, which was spin-
ning 211 over the road, one more time. It was around 8 p.m. and there weren't
meny cars around. All I could see was a’'bady hanging. limply out a car win-
dow and I could hear the.screams of frightened children from the car next to
us that had been hit twice. I.thought for sure my dad would stop and help
those people and when he kept going down the freeway I started Zyelling at .

he just ignored.-me and I cried all the way to. Guerneville~ for over an.hour.
I spent the whole weekend depressed and disillusioned. My parents reaction,
or lack of reaction,had shocked me.

Another person who I owe my initial political "awakening * to was the
big brother of my best friend,Terry. We were in the 7th grade when he left
for Viet Nam, he was only 17 then. He came home 1 yr. and 2 mos. later --a
changed person. He began ,Slowly and painfully at first, to tell us about
the people of Vieitnam and what was really happening there in the name of
» justice". He painted vivid descriptions of the pain, suffering and starva-
tion of those innocent children and people. He was so angry. Horrified
that 100,000 *s of innocent people against their will , were being used and
murdered by manipulation of war , and that he had been , as a Marine , a
part of that war machine. They hadn't fooled him. At first , maybe, but p
they had created in him, 2 hostile , seething, enemy to the war. He told
us of one night when he awoke to find his buddies on either side killed in
their sleep in an ambush. I began 40 hate war. Even more so I began to hate
the system which created and paid for the war~~-the same system I had been
pledging allegiance to every day in school. God---I was disillusioned. The
values held up on a pedestal before me all my 1ife were crumbling fasi. I

that time I didn't understand as well. I was helping my mom campaign for
RFX , going to Railroad stations and handing out leaflets. He was assagsin-
ated on the eve of my 8th grade graduation. I can remember sitting in iront
of the T.V. set crying.

I spent the first 2 years of high school in parochial all-girgls schools.
Continuing to be active in school activities like aguatics, diving teanms,

Notre Dame College Prep in Belmont. The next year I transfered to Mexrcy High
in Burlingame, although closer to home they were much the same. I was elec--
ted school mascot " Crusader Rabbit " , helped organize school dances , and
attended all the parties and dances with the beys from the local all male
parochial school. I spent my weekends skiing, {Another one of my parents!
attmepts to divert me from my less desirdable activities') . In my sopho-
more year my friends and I started smoking dope, dropping speed and getting
drunk more often. Mercy High was located on an estate and we had modular
( free) scheduazling. All our free time between classes was spent in the
% canyon" behind the school getting high. We did it every day and often
attneded classes quite stoned. If the nuns suspected, they never let on.
About this time I met a black young man at a high-school dance. He
was a lot of fun to be around and we got along real well. When I told
my parents about him they began hinting at first , then blatantly admitting
that they did not want their daughter dating sometone black.l absolutely
fiipped my 1lid. I was sSo angry and hurt I couldn’'t cry. To me they were
blazing hypocrits. Where were 211 the principles of equality they had been
preaching-teaching me all my life? Shortly after they did the same thing
concerning a Nexican guy I me‘{ natge% Ax;dy& Fgom n:hii point on my relgtion-—
ip with my parents took a slow but stueal ownhill course. I soon became
sglg-z?ed stii‘iy wpith-the high school dances ar%l Catholic School E;Iys:tem in gen--
eral. My grades were high but my morale was low. I stopped going to
church ( unbeknown to my parents) around this sane time.
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.  Elected as Jr. Class President in 1970 , I was required to give a 1st
quarter statement to the School Assembly. I announced along with it my res-
ignation as class president because in good conscience and in striving for
a better education , I was leaving the high paid tuition of the parochial
school paradox for the public school. systiem.

The next 2 years of High School at NMills in Millbrae , proved more
productive educationally and socially. I got a new perspective of society.
1 ve:_l.unteered one day a week as a candy-striper in transportation at Peninsula
Hosprpal. - I also worked actively to pass the Coastal Initiative...getting

etitions signed , atiending meetings , painting postors . I learned about
International Relations with Mr. Alkema and attended War Moratoriums in
Golden_G?.te Park. My parents continiied to do their best to divert me from
my political involvements by sending me to ski and spend”lip %8 the mountains
$3me- in the summer with friends. They were doing their damnest but it wasn't
working, I was also using drugs more and moxe all the tim e.

There were only 12 black students at Mills. Most of whom I at least
knew and spoke grith-occasionally hung out with. They put on a dynamite
program for National Black History Day at .a School Assembly. It was out-
spoken with their Black Pride and Culture so _profoundly I didn't hesitate
at the end to.stand up ,applaud and yell my approval. Exept for my freind
Perry , standing beside. me,.wWe were the only 2 in the whole auditorium who
showed any recognition of their message they so eloquently displayed.

God-- I was angry =-- S0 angry T almost refused to attend Commencement Ezxer-
cises. Those white kids at that school were getting under my skin...deep.
. I was always aware from about the age of 10 yrs. that my dad drank too
much. He had a ryedical problem that complicated it further. On one hand I
felt sorry for him because he was so tied up inside from trying so damn hard
to make it for himself and his fahily,as an accountant at Bethlehem Steel Co..
27 years of his life he gave to that corporation and all they gave him in
return was overwork, overtime and ruin his health. He almost died of
peritonitis one time and always had severe intestinal problems , all tension
yelated. On the other hand , we had some heavy arguments when he had had
400 much to drink. One night at dinner we were having a discussion about
Capital Punishment. I voicexd my strong convictions against " legal murdexr"
and he got so angry that he got up from the table with a steak kmife in
his hand and chased me through the house . I was more taken aback by his
behaviour than I was scared. He was yelling, ® No daughter of mine is going
4o talk like that about Cagitgl Punishment § " ¥With.. " ~..° Ly
as-well-as—every—oth sl found out I had been lied to about "democratic
justice ", I became increasingly more adverse and hostize toward my parents
and society in general. . ’

I 18f%t home shortly after I turned 18, when my mom confiscated % pd. of
mari juana I had purchased with my own part-time work money. I told her to
give me the $ 90.00 or the dope and she refused so I walked out and moved
in with a friend. She turned over the weed to a friend of hers who belong-
ed to the F.B.I. . I really felt good about that. But, I was never busted,
miraculously. So I moved in with my boyfriend. It was easy to leave my
parents at this time , because , especially my mom had been harrassing my
friends and I . Having us followed by police and even requesting that my
friends house be searched. I felt nothing but contempt for them both. Our
relationship had totally dissclved over my using drugs , and in the next
year I only saw them 2 times., Once at my graduation and again at Christmas.
I xnow it was hard on them. They saw their daughter being destroyed ( as
they saw it) and they couldn't handle it. They were desperate.

After being jilted over a deal involving Tim's candle business by his
so-called "best-friend” in Oregon, we decided to settle down in Pescadero,Ca,’
We resolved ourselves to do “our best all over again. We found a 1ittle
house in the Santa Cruz Mountains near Pescadero ,Ca., where we set up and
made candles. We lived on very 1ittle but we were satisfied with our garden
and fruit trees.and our friends who often came to stay in our country-mountain
home. We became close with the old man who lived up the hill from us , "Mac",
Walter MacDonald. He would sit for hours and tell us of his past --gverything
from the S.P. earthquake and his years with the S.F. Fire Dept. to0 all about
his family living and dead. He was so lonely. His only son, a wealthy
architect , living in Marin County , had no time for Mac. In the year we
lived there I never saw him visit once and he lived only 60 miles away. Mac
treated us like his own. He was always buying us things and when I would
ask him not to,he would convieniently go deaf . He taught us how to roatex-

i1l and plant our 2 acre garden . We.were often invited up for "Firemens
Stew”, his specially , many 2 time we would have to go home and start on
candle making at midnight to catch up, but it was worth it. Mac got real
sick that winter and I came over and cleaned house for him---what he'd let
me—-he argued with me the whole time to quit. His son never showed up one
time when he was sick. When he got well he bought his grandaughter a horse
in hopes she would come visit her grandpa and ride the horse. And I mean
this horse was 3 thoroughbred and beautiful. She wouldn't come because it
might damage her wpallet Imees” to ride the horse. Mac was heartbroken. -
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So I went with Mac two or three times a week to feed Bubbles and sometimes
ride her to. It made him happy so it made me happy. I had always been horri-
fied with the way Sr. Citizens were regwfarded and treated by our society.

One Christmastime in grammar school I had cried when we walked through the
Convalescent Hospital singing Christman Carols. Now here was another old
person being ignored and neglected by his own self-centered son and family.
Mac died last year , alone , in his hospital bed in Burlingame.

Then one day a neighbor came by with a petition ~-~there were plans to
construct a Sattelite Monitoring Tracking System Station complete with asphalt
parking lot and cyclone fences in the field directly across the road from
our home. Everywhere we turned things were being ruined. Vhen people we
were acquainted with asked us what we were doing or whit we chose to "live
in the mountains we answered that by just living the way we did---doing what
we saw as "right " was all we felt we could do. There wasn't going to be
any way to change things. Well, we thought we were "safe " living in the
Santa Cruz Mountains.

One winters day in January we f£inally looked up Jim Jones and Peoples
Temple. That was in 1973 .. We had heard about him the previous summer
on 2 trip to Colorado to a "spiritual festival ¢ I.won't ever forget that day.
The four of us, Tim and me , and 2 of -our closest friends walked into Peoples
Temple , San Francisco expecting to see some ™cosmic charismatic guru ™ type
person like Swani Satchidananda or Mahareshi. Ve were pleasantly surprised.
We were warmly greeted by a group of black and white men and women who sat
down and talked with us about ourselves and where we came from. Then they
took us on in to the meeting. We took our seats and waited to see "JIM" .
A very modestly dressed man stepped up into the pulpit and began, very humbly
to tell about the Templek Sr. Citizen homes and theChildrens Ranch and even
an Animal Shelter taking in abused homeless animals. Then Tim nudged me and
said , * Yed know, I think that is him". Sure enough. I was really impressed.
This man was highly unusual--humble and to the point. We were further imp-
ressed by the friendliness and warmth of the interracial (mostly black)
congregation. Several times Jim asked everyone to "greet your neighbor " and
I found myself being genuinely embraced and greeted by black seniors, young
people and small children-black and white alike. I was deeply touched. Jim
mentioned his views on a few current events such as the Vietnam War and Water-
gate, Civil Rights and integration. I was greatly pleased to find myself in
full agreement with him... and he had a lot to add to my present knowledge of
all the issues at hand. I knew I would be back ,, I was very impressed.

About this same time all of us were gettingﬁ'amiot of drugs. Snorting,
smoking, dropping,drinking anything to escape. We started to spend every
weekend at the Temple--sometimes we'd siayed home to catch up on the candles.
We were living double lives in a way. Weekends with the Temple and lionday
thru Friday staying high and getting by. ULife was becoming increasingly
frustrating and more empty. Tim and I were no longer content with our lives.
Knowing that there ware so many people who needed help out there-~-and now we
had a way to help them--no excuse anymore. So in MNay of 1973 we got married
and moved to Redwood Valley. I was 19 years old then and Tim was 22. Shortly
afier I re-established communications with my parents.

Jim Jones represented much more to me than just an example of someone
who was dedicating his entire life to improving the world for others. He
expressed so many of the feelings and hurt I had experienced in my upbringing
as an average middle class white child in suburbia. He opened up new dimen-~-
sions and gave me a whole new perspective about what was going on in the
world. Not only that but he and the Temple gave me a way to do something about
it. I had always wanted to do something about it , and now the opportunity
was nmine. I just couldn't walk away and shun the truth. It became my whole
1ife. That is quite a major improvement for a young woman who had spent the
past 5 years of her life dedicated to not much more than getting by-staying
high and hating it all the time....hating it because I could not see what dir-
ection all of it was lead. .ing me. Now I had direction and much more than
that I had encouragement from Jim and the other Temple members, and motivation
as well. The Temple sponsored me through 3 semesters in College and I got a
job as a Community HealthAide irl the Family Planning Project -at the Health
Dept as a direct result. .I would have never landed that job by myself.

I left a lot of friends behind when I came to the Temple. I saw them one
or {wc-{mss later on, but of all things they seemed aloof and non-caring. I
think now that they were indifferent,or even a_ bit angry that Tim and I and 3
other close frierdswho.came to the 'Temple, rejected the life that was wade

available “to.u$ as‘vhite-middle~class "hipples ". We'd found something much
more in 1ifé and discarded the more materialistic ways (such as drugs and
constant partying) to buckle down and get something done to change things
around us. There 1s also a fringe benefit to making and carrying out that
decision. For us, we became persons who now had some self-respect and in
good conscience we could continue to live out our lives to their fullest.
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