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On Sept. 23, 1949 I vwas born in a very small town in Northern Ca. I

.spent the first seven years of my life on an Indian reservation called

Round Valley in Mendocisno County, Calif, Fy people. had been relocated in
this area at the time of the California Gold Rush, They were herded like
cattle by the soldiers, 2,000 survivors of several tribes were put into
this stockade in remote Round Valley. - .

Ky grandmother told me stories of how her mother, as a little girl,
made the long walk, She said that the nights were cold and the mountains
were high. The older people who could not make it or Just needed to sit
for a minute or-two along the path were shot and left to die., This was
only the bRsinning of much suffering, Another story told to me by my
grandmother was how a young girl from the Wylackie tribe watched as her
father, brother and 211 the men of the tribe were lined up and shot all at
once., The people built a fire with the trees and bush that these men hda
been cutting for days, not knowing that it was their own funeral pyre they
were fixing, She said the fire was big and the smell of the burning bodies
made your hair rise on the back of your neck and the smell made you sick to
your stomach, , -

It did not take the white man long before he moved into this valley and
formed a.town called Covelo, Along with the town he built five bar rooms
1o sell the alcohol that he brought with him. I will alwvays remember the
five baf rooms and two stories that made wp this town. What a place to
grow up!

Both my mother and father were born and grew up on the reservation and
like every child they were taken away, I call it kidnapped- from their
varents and sent away to an Indian boarding school., They could not speak
their own languagze and they only saw their parents on holidays and the
summexr- time; now.this is very hard on a young child., In fact there are many
cases of children who ran away time after time, sometimes traveling many
miles over nmany states only to be returned once again to the boarding school.
A lot of times there were as many as 5-6 suicides during a school term., This
was the life on an Indian confined to a prlot of land with nothing to look
igrwarg tg. Even at the baording school there were guards to keep you within

e school,

I will always remember the look on my mom's face when I said I wanted
to spend a couple of summer months at an Indian boarding school called
Sherman Institue in Southern Calif. She made it clear that she did not want
me to go, because the ‘thought of it only brought her pain. In the early
'50's a law was passed thet Calif, Indian children did not have %o g0 wrray
to boarding school but would go to the public school system, To this day
Indién children in many states are forcefully taken away from their parenss
and sent to these schools, Ky mom let me go after my dad spoke up and said
I should be able to go if that was what I wanted,

Sherman Institute was named after General Sherman who went through
Southern Calif, killing off any Indian tribe +that got in his way, What an
insult to name the school after such a man, This to me only added more salt
to the wound, The two months that I spent at this school I will never forget.
ie viere all given a talk as mo what time we ere to be in the dorm, for bed
checks were at 9 o'clock. It had been some time since my bedtime had been
that early? I hated the rules and you can bet I broke many of them while
there those two-months, -

. It was sad. 1In fact I cried many times when I thought of the other
Indian children,  all my age, who never had a water fight or even thought of.
stay}ng up after the lights were to be out, running up and down the‘halls
Yelling and screaming. To me it was what any young person would do to have
fun, But I soon found out that these young people ny own race and age were
so much oppressed that they did not know how toensrars themselves, I was
vithdravn to a great extent, but to find other Indran children vho were far
more withdrawn than I was heartbreaking.’ ZZ:};;,.:Lf—7ﬂ59§—
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I went home from this summer a little more aware of the world around me,
X also had another burden of guilt that I did not want to deal w;th: My
dad was put in a Vet hospital becasue the alcohol he had been drinkigg for
years was beginning to have its effect. One morning he woke up to difcover
that he could not get out of bed, he was paralyzed in his lower part of his
body and he had no use of his hands., I don't think I can ever tell the pain
I hag tg endure watching my dad who once was a very proud man, deteriorate
day by day.

It was not long after my dad became paralyzed that both my brothers
started to drink heavily at a very young age, They both came to the con-
clusion that there was nothing in this world that they wanted and no one
that gave a dann about them. By the time I was 16 my mom had tried suicide
because she could not cope with the pressure of trying to keep our family
together, She had been the sole supporter of the family ever since we moved
off the reservation, because my dad could not.get a job or keep the job-
vwhich was no fault of his own. I remember one time he said to me how proud
he wa's of me that I could stand up in front of people and speak my mind,

He always had to have a drink before he could walk into a place and ask for
a job, ’ ’

By the time I was 14 years old I was using drugs to escape from the
unreality of life., I was told by a high school teacher that I might as well
take a typing class and office machine classes because I would never achieve
in.college. I had a limit place on my life, I was told to forget it and
don't try. Well, for the next four years I did cop out by escaping into the
world of hard line drugs, Within these years I had tried suicide more than
once, I felt that no one cared and if there was hope, I would never find it,

A I

One day I heard of Jim Jones, Christine Iucientes, a friend of mine, said
he as different than any teacher she had ever had and she wanted me to cone
with her to a night class, I went, but before I went I indulgéd myself with
some opium which had become a daily thing with me, sometimes 4#-5 times a day.
At 17 years of age it helped me %o forget the hurt and pain of life, I will
never forget that scene as I walked into the class room that night., An Indian
lady that I bad known all of my 1ife was up in front of the class leading
the discussion about the life of the Indian poeple. She 3¢t at ease enough
to get up in front of this group of poeple and express herself., I could not
believe it and I must have stood there looking shocked for some time. dJim
Jones looked my way and showed more concern for me than I could ever remember
anyone showing. He said he was glad to see me and he found a seat for me
to sit up front., This mey seem like a small gesture to most but to me it was
not, I would remember this and other things, like the fact that he made sure
my friend Christine and I had a ride home after +the class at night, when I was
at my lowest moments a year later. i

I was 18 years old and alone in the city of San Francisco, a very lonely
and depressed person. It was the last part of December and a very cold day
in my apartment on the fifth floor, That day I had reached a very low point;
There seemed to be nothing in the way of drugs to bring me out of it, I had
‘taken four tabs of acid and I had no relief, so then I tried some speed,
which only depressed me more and I felt the only way to solve the problem was

to jump out of the window, Just as I was ready to jump, I remembered the concern

that had been shown to me by Jim Jones and I stopped, made a phone call to
ny parents who came right down te the city +to pick me up. A week lxer I
Joined People'’s Temple,

I was at the point that I could not speak one complete sentence without
forgetting what I was talking about right in the middle of what I was saying.
The drugs most defingtgly had there effect on my brain. I was one of the
first to go through the drug rehabilitation program, VWhat a job the people
had on their hands as they stayed by my side around the clock, They tried
to get me to t&lk but I would not do it. In fact Christine, for the first
fTew months after I had joined People's Temple, d4id the talking for both
herself and me. Jim s2id that he knew I would not talk but I could sing,,
so the first song I sang was "My country %8 of they people-you're dying¥
in front of the whole group., It was thefirst time I had sung before thous-
ands of people. At first I could never make it through the song w:.'{hot_é}“llz
crying, then as time went on I was able to sing the song of my, e?g eno gasy
vhole way through. Time was taken with me to guide mg along, it was
process to bring me out of the shell that I had around me. f;F -2—-95 £

Next came the fully paid college eduqa’bion‘,' I had never given a thought
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?o even try to go to college, for I had been told years earlier to "Forget
it," ig S0 many words. Jim encouraged me to go to college, he said I had a
good mind and I could achieve., I went although I really didn't believe I
could do it, I had been in school a few days vhen I decided that this was
not waht I wanted, but Jim stepped in again and wrote letters to all my
professor's asking them to give me all the assistence that they could. He
also told them about my life, with this I got the extra attention that I
needed. I came out with a strzaight B average that term.

It was Dec, 1974 when I was asked if I would want to go to Guyana in
South America to help build a community out of the jungle. Iy answer was
yes I would go, I would love to go, and I must say to this day I will neveer
regret my choice. Today almost four years later we have a ¢ity, that was
once nothing but jungle and for those of us who were her first to see the
jungle be cleared and the roads put in and the buildings go up one by one,

there is a sense of prode that can never be replaced,

I cannot begin to tell the opportunities that this community has
afforded me. One thing very important to me is the fact that 10 years
ago_ I could not even express myself, think one clear thought much less make
decisions, Today I am a coordiantor and supervisor of the livestock and
agricultural Depts of Jonestown. This includes the responsibility of the
orchards, bananas, nursery, field crops, chickens, pigs, cows, horses and
snall animals,
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