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EARGARITA RONANO

b. January 7, 1950
Pniladelphia, Pennsylvania

Instead of going to bed, I sat at the top of the stairs
to listen to see who it was. It was the next door neigh-
bor. *1 overheaxd her and frs. Arnold speaking adout my
nom who they said was in prison. I was shocked. At
twelve and one half years of age,.l never knew my mom
existed.

M.y name is kargarita Romano. At 28yrs of age, I am the mother of five
beautiful, energetic daughters, thanks to the caring atmosphere of the Jones-
town commurity. X know that if our lives had not been integrated into this
progressive humanitarian community, themwould be no existence for me oxr my
precious children. I am grateful for the opportunity to live in a construc-
tive free soclety vwhere my children’s future security is not predicated on
Rny econonic stztus or ability to take care of them. Instead, here in Jonestown,
my children elceng with several other hundreds, are guaranteed a prosperous,
meaningful life.

Reflecting back on my past life, I see that total destruction was in-
evitable for my family and me. I knew that death would have been a pleasuxr-
able escapism for my life miseries but I was never lucky enough to accomplish
this goal. Ky arms still bear the razor scars indicating the life I attempted
to end. In the past, I had been hooked on drugs. I was beaten by pimps (£rom
New Jersey and Detroit) because I wouldn't prostitute for them. I was a victim
of sexual abuse by a maniac rapist who raped me twice consecutively while 1
was suffering from a hlﬁh fever. A lot of my trouble came froa my mother's be~
ng 1n‘;)r150re" for 1ife AvaY I found out. I was bemg threatened by ex-associates
of mines { :.nc.ludmg memoers of mafia-like gangs) whose daily occupations were
based on crime.

At two and one half years of age, I had to face the xealities of a cold,
lonesome crx -1 world. I was prematurely issued a double dose of rejection when
Ry lon was sentenced to life in prison for murder. And my Dad, a poor Sicilian
who hardly spoke English could not afford to take care of me. Consequently, I
along with my orother, Johnny Homano, who was one year youngexr than me were placed
3n the Salvation Army Children's Home. Although I was very young, I still can
rererber the hurt I experienced when my Dad left me at the Children's home.
Throngh my screaming and yelling, I could hear him saying,"Go to sleep, and I'11
Ye there in the morning.” I finally cried myself to sleep. But when the morning
came, Daddy was gone. Daddy would come and visit me on a visiting pass every
month. Boy! Was I ever so glad to see him the hour he came to visit. sut when
the hour was up Daddy would leave and I was as disappointed as ever. Ny withdrawn
1ife resembled that of a spail who would retreat in his shell for shelter. It
was here at the Salvction Army Children's Home that I was sexuvallyassaulted by
one of the essistants of the orphanage home. This lady would sit in her rocking
chair and place me in her lap. She wolld then proceed to stick her perverted
finger up my privete parts. I was too young to fully understand what was hap-
pening. But I never uttered a word of it to anyone.

Ky brother and I were then moved to the Catholic Charity sureau of Child=)
ren's Shelter Horme. Thiswyas a strictly controlled home where I stayed temporaxy
until placement in a temporary fostexr home. -Later my brother and I went to live
in a foster home supervised by a lady named lirs. Sibiggi who had a daugnter.
nared Rosie. Krs. Sibiggi was very nice to us, but on the contrary her daughter
Rosie was mean, mean, mean. Rosie was 22 yrs. older than me. She used to bully
and threaten ny brother and me all the time and make us do things for her. She
would mistreat us behind ¥rs. Sibidls back, constantly telling us how she hated
us. At night I had to sleep with Kosie. She would demand that I made no moves
vwhatsoever in the bed, stating that if 1 did, she would deat me. HNevertheless,
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Next the authorities from the Catholic Charity Bureau of Children's
Shelter Home came to take my brother and me back to the Shelter Home, We
vemained there until a kr. and Frs. Arnold decided to take us in as foster
chiléren. Nr. Arnold was a quiet, passive ran who was vossed around by
his wife. By this time my brother Johhny had developed a terrible habit .
of stealing. Emotionally and mentally disturbed, Johnny would steal peoples
belongings and hide them. When people would register their complaints to
¥rs. Arnold, she would sirip Johnny naked and beat him with an extension
cord. It wasn't long before ixs. Arnold turned ghim over to St. John's
Orphanage Home for boys, stating that she could no longer cope with his
behavior. From here Johnny was sent to St. Francis Home for the Emotionally
Disturbed. kFy heart ached as I had to be separated from my brother. I felt
as if I had lost ny last and only friend.

. I stayed with lwr. and lxrs. Arnold for five years. All the time I stayed
there lxs. Arnold never showed-me any type of affection. She never kissed
or hugged me not even once. The only time Fxr. Arnold kissed me was at his
child*s request. He was on his way to work one morning as I stood by
watching him kiss his children good-bye.. His. three year old daughter, Patty,
looked at him and said,"Daddy, why don't you kiss Fargarita good-bye?" Blush-
ing, he kissed me on the forehead. It was a kiss I shall never forget. Re-
gardless of how it cane about, it was a kiss--an expression of affection and
it meant so much to me. I vowed not to wash my forehead after this.

Frs, Arnold was a very insensitive person. She would send me to the store
to get "us" (her children and me) some treats. However when I returned with
the goodies, she would send me to bed and distribute the treats amonz$2 her two
children. During the time of my youth, I suffered from a respiratory condition
which caused ne to breathe mostly out of my mouth. Frs. Arnold would rake fun
of ne and tell me to shut my mouth and breathe out of my nose. lirs. Arnold was
very conscious of the fact that I was afraid of the daxrk. Consequently, she
vwould push me into dark rooms and lock me in. A lot of times when she felt I
was being a disciplinary problem, she would beat me. ‘Then when hexr hustand
returned fron work, she would order him to beat me again. Pr. Arnold was a man
who carxried 2 lot of guilt. He knew how mean his wife was. He would take me
upstairs, instruct me to holler and pretend that I was in pain, while he beat the
coach. He often told me that he would be glad for me when I moved because he
knew I was unhapry.

. . One night when Nrs. Arnold had sent me to bed I heard someone coming to
visit. Instead of going to bed, I sat on the top stair to listen to see who
it wes. It was the next door neighbor. I overheard her and hrs. Arnold
speaking about my Fom who they said was in prison. I was shocked. At twelve
and one half years of age, I never knew my hom existed. When tie foster home
authorities cam., 1 anxiously asked them was it true that ny ¥om was in jail?
They were amazed and wanted to know who told me this. I told them what I had
overheard. I asked them could I go and see her. Soon the authorities made
arrangements for both my brother and me to see our Nom. It was good being with
py brother again, but we could not waitf to see our kiom. It took us six long
hours to get to Nuncy State Correctional Institution. We impatiently waited
in the visiting room until the anthorities brought our lom to us. She was a
beaut?ful little lady about five feet tall. As we stared her up and down,
she_hkewise stared us up and down. Her first expression was, iy babies, my
babies, well you're all grown up.” She then hugged us affectionately. Along
with the superintendent sitting in, we spent the visiting hour trying to get
acquainted with each other, talking about likes and dislikes. The hour was
soon over and Johnny and He- reluctantly kissed our hom good~oye. As she turned
away from us, I noticed a tear twinkling from her eyes. Although we did get -
to visit our hom a few more times before she was off on payrole ten years later,
this one visit alone had a negative effect on both my brothexr's and my own
actions. We were both resentful and hostile of the fact that we could not be
with our hom. I especially took on an arrogant, rebellous attitude--no longer
wanting to be subjected to the instructions of my foster parents and supervisoxs.
Consequently, things didn’t work out at the Arnold's foster home. I was re-
moved from the Arnold's foster home to the Rotelle's foster home. The super—
visors here tried to teach me-how to be a lady. They introduced me to the
proper vway to eat, dress, talk and walk. They also introduced me to this rich
Judge who wanted to adopt me. The Honorable Judge escorted me throughout his
house exhibiting his luxuries and wealth to me and informed me what comforts of
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life I could partake of if I would allow him and his wife to adopt me. How-
ever I had no lust for the Rotelles bourgeois taste. Therefore I xan away
from the Botellds foster home located in Arber, Fennsylvenia to the Catholic
Charity Sureau Children's Shelter Home in Philadelphia, Pennsylvenia. I went
there to talk to the one nun, Sister Paul Farie, who I felt that I had a2 good
rapport with. I explained my situation to her and asked her could I go and
live with my Dad. She spoke with a Judge concerning the matter. %he decision
was to allow me a temporary permit to reside with my Dad until my court case
regarding permanent placement with my Dad took place.

When I first moved into my Dad's house everything was just fine. by
stepsisters told me fxom the beginning that I'd be sorry. ‘hey warned re
that I should go back to the foster home. It was not until later that I
found out that they were refering to my Dad‘s violent temper. Ke would get
angry with ry sisters and started beating on them. ZLater, when I begin to
be atiracted to boys and vice versa, my Dad's anger also became directed at
torerds me. se had no tolerance for'my relating to males. Evidently he had
. some type of sexual hang-up because at times he would display such obscene
behavior, such as masturbating in front of me. He would only do this when
we were in a room alone watching T.V. or something. On one occasion he
started off holding me around the waist, and ended up slipping his hand down
into my pants exploring my privete parts. After this, I made it a. point to
exit vhenever my Ded started going through these changes. He would often
tell ne,"You look just like your kom."™ When I questioned my stepsister re-
garding ny Ded’s interaction with her, she said that he never tried this
#ith her. Eventually my Dad started physically directing his irrationzl
anguish at me. He would get violent and beat on me for the slightest things
I did to mazke him mad. I finally decided not to take any more of his beatings,
80 I again ren away. .
At the a2ge of fifteen, I found out the hard way how difficult it was to
survive in a créel, uncaring world. At this age, I was xaped .
by a married nen. I care in contact with lhafiz-like members of gargs who
pronised me that they loved me and would give me the world. Instead, they
gave me babies, drugs and pains once I would not succumb to their wishes
to prostitute, xob and steal etc. They would beat the hell out of me and
txry to force me- . .

_ At }he a2ge of nineteen, I was savagely raped by x m2a in

R Phile de(phie = — lunatic who throughout the whole ordeal held an

lgqxﬁpf—;:rz: v at my throat., Since I was trying to come off of drugs at
the timey my body was already sick, weak, and feverish from the
withdrawisyftoms. This madman had entered my house through the
bedroom window., He warned me to stop screaming and to shut my
baby up from screaming or he would kill me., He then enacted all
of his sex fantacies on me in front of my two and one half year
0ld daughter who went hysterical, I sincerely felt that this
night would be my last night alive as I begged the man to please
leave, I promised him that I would not tell the cops.” VWhen he
finished, he threatened to kill me if I spoke one word to the po-
lice. Feeling dead already, I reported the matter to the police
and went through a series of interrogations and medical examinationss

After this incident, I was always fearful, thinking this
rapist would find me,s I became highly paranoid,” Every place I went
I vias on the lookout hoping that I wouldn*t run into this rapist
again, My inflamed state of paranoia finally led me into a com~
plete mental breakdown. As a result I spent two and one half months
in a psychiatric ward and I was an out-patient for three years.

I continued to indulge with the hoodlums in the ghetto streets.

At one time I finally thought that I had found me a peace of
mind when I married a preacher man. Our rela*l;__:‘.onship vas good for
a little while then suddenly all hell broke lose. We had severe
conflicts of ideas over religion, domestic affairs, and finances.
Contributing to our religious conflicts, my husband's brother would
interject his two cents into the matiter to inform my husband that I
was a devil. 1In desperate search of the truth, my husband and I
both found ourselves in the Blue Horizon Auditorium in Philadelphiay
There I came in contact with Pastor Jim Jones, minister of Peoples
Temple, He was having an Inspirational Neeting along with several
hundred peogle he had brought along with him from Californiaon eng
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I was astonished at the courageous ma.nne;:' in which Pastor Jones

'spoke. He ‘talked about the apparent inconsistencies in the Bible.

He spoke about the plight of the minorities in their struggle for
equality and self determination. Every word that proceeded from

his mouth reflected strongly on the realities of today. _Although

he spoke with much authority, he presented such modesty in his actions
and interactions with others. I can truly say that I was impressed
by this man and his humanitarian spirit.

Shortly afterwards my husband and my difference of opinions
reached a climax so we went on our separate ways. Due to the fact
%hat T did not have sufficient funds, I found it impossible to take
good care of my children, I therefore temporary placed them into
foster homes until I cpedd get financially stable. When I finally
could barely make ends meet, I requested my children backs The
authorities at the foster homes acted as if they did not want to
give me my children back stating that I was not financially able to
keep them, After sitting up several nights crying over the situa-
tion and spending several days dealing with legal pexrsonnel and .
demanding my-children back, they were turned back over into my cus~-:
'body o .

I moved into a small apartment and went back o schodl to
learn a trade, My mind continuously thought about the Bving atmow
sphere I had witnessed in Jim Jones' meetings. The following sum-
mer when Jim returned to Philadelphia vacationing with several hun-
dred people of all races, religious backgrounds and ages, I too made
up my mind to travel with them. I packed up my childrents and my
own luggage and boarded the Temple buses with . the rest of the peoples
T ended up staying in California for a few yearsy There I got to
know even more the man called Jim Jones, I saw the consistent life
he not just talked about, but actively lived. A total life of sacra-
fice giving of himself and sharing with others. He took on the
burden of educating the people to be sensitive to the needs of one
another, AIthough many self-centered people opposed his equalitarian
beliefs and practices, in times of antagonism, I have seen him take
a firm stance for what he felt was right. I never noticed him to
take @ stance motivated by the need to accomplish something for his
ovn perconzl gain or self esteem, Instead he would take a stance in
support of those whom he knew were being unjustifiably mistreateds
He would take a stance to uproot the outcasts of society out of the
depis of “their oppressive hell, And for this, he was hated by many
within and without the movement.

Eventually for the safety of his people, Jim Jones made a reality
out of the dreahs of such people as Martin Iuther King and larcus
Garvey., He provided a place for his people where they would no longer
have to suffer from the pains of racism, sexism or poveriy caused by
the lack of money. The place he provided is named Jonestown. And I
am proud to be a resident of this beautiful 1ittle community located
in Guyana, South America,’ I am presently a primary school teacher
helping to educate the minds of our youth., This is a privilege I never
would have dreamed of experiencing in the States,” But the most won-
derful thing of allyfor the first time in my life, all of my fears
have been eliminated., It is a good feeling to be able to walk the »
gtreets after dark and have Py one harass or molest you. Also to me,
it is an extremely good feeling to be able to leave your windows and <
doors open and not have to worry about some raging maniac coming in »
and raping you. For my own safety and the safety of my children, I
am gratefuls
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