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George Jackson now awaits trial—with two other
former Soledad prisoners—for allegedly murdering
guard John V. Mills. Jonathan Jackson, George's
younger brother, tried to secure the release of the
three defendants on August 7 by taking as hostage
Judge Harold J. Haley, sitting on an unrelated case
in the Marin County (California) Courthouse. Jona-
than and Haley were killed in the ensuing crossfire.

Mrs. Georgia Jackson, mother of George and Jona-
than, talked to Scanlan's( three weeks later in San
Francisco.

Tour son George has been in prison for 10 years now and
for most of those years he's been in San Quentin. How did
vou get up therefrom Pasadena to visit with him?

We'd drive up. Usually about once a month.
So it was a little bit of an outing when you went to see him?

No. It was miserable because of the length of the
trip. It's 400 miles. It was always very expensive.
Then sometimes, after we had driven all that way,
the authorities would only let us stay an hour or two.
Who would go up with you?

The whole family. The girls. And Jonathan . . . he
always came.
What wouldyov talk about?

Home, family, things like that. George would fre-
quently tell us about the way people were treated
there—how they would never have the chance to do
any of the things they really wanted to do. George
wanted to take journalism but the guy who ran the
program just laughed in his face. They think that
black people don't have the mentality to do certain
things, and they ridicule them for wanting to.
Did he ever tell you about physical harassment?

Oh yes. That goes on all the time. He'd always tell
us about someone who'd gotten killed. Usually some
black man. The prison authorities would cover it up
and say nothing about it. They tell prisoners' families
a bunch of lies about how a man is radical or rowdy
or uncontrollable. Then if they had to they would kill
him if they thought he had a idea of his own. Once
a man gets labeled as a trouble-maker, that's what
happens to him.

That's what happened to George. I mean he was
labeled as a troublemaker from the beginning. No
matter how hard he tried to make the effort to get
away from the place, every time he'd go to the parole
board, they'd deny him and never tell us why. We
would never be able to see anybody who could tell
us about George. If we'd inquire about a counselor
they'd always be too busy. We wanted to get a lawyer
for him but George would tell us that it would only
make things worse—they have a dim view of people
who get legal help for somebody that's in prison.

My daughter Frances and I wrote letters to a man
named Stratman, I believe he's an assemblyman
from Pasadena. But he would write us back these
little pacifying letters saying your son's behavior is
up to him, and the length of time is up to him. In
other words, if he's a good boy he'll get out sooner
than if he's a bad boy. People seem to feel that when
you go to prison you're not a fit human being but
just a big conglomeration of nothing. As one of the
guards said to a girl, you're really not human, you're
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an animal. And the only thing they can do to an
animal is to kill him.
How long ago was it when Jonathan first began to realize
what was going on with George?

It was about three or four years ago. You know,
ever since George has been there we've been trying
to do something for him but we've never been able
to. Jonathan heard all of this and saw all this and he
saw the way the courts worked. Frankly I think that
the so-called justice in this country and the so-called
law courts in this country are the cause of my son
being dead today. I don't know if you went to any of
the hearings in Salinas or not, but just to go to one of
those hearings and sit there, even if you weren't con-
cerned with the people who were being tried, would
just tear you apart. I mean, for someone who's never
been involved in the courts or never been to a court
for anything, it's incredible. Even I didn't believe it
was that bad—and I've always had a very pessimistic
attitude about what went on in this country.
What made you know that Jonathan was becoming aware
of these things?

I think what really tore Jonathan apart in the last
two, or three months was that, when this first hap-
pened with George at Soledad, he went to two of his
instructors that he had a lot of respect for and he told
them what was happening. I know he really liked
one of them especially, because he thought this man
understood what was going on in this country with
black people, and this teacher said to Jonathan, "Oh,
if I Were you I wouldn't get too upset about it; you
mightn't know all the facts."

After that he just seemed not to be interested in
school any more. All he would think about was
George. All he would talk about was George. I
would tell him. I thought that if there was anything
possible to be done for George, Mrs. Stender would
see that it was done. I told him it wasn't like it was
before when we were just alone with this and nobody
cared.

Jonathan felt that George was going to be killed—
if he wasn't killed by the courts he would be killed
in prison. That's the way he felt. And he felt like
Mrs. Stender was a good lawyer and he told me,
"Momma, she works hard night and day, but no
matter how hard she works, don't you see what hap-
pens in court?" He said, "I just don't know about
that judge. That judge just sits there and he says no
to everything. He doesn't even stop to think before
he says no." A lot of the time when we'd be at the
hearings he'd get up and go out and he'd be crying.
So would my husband. You feel so helpless and frus-
trated. You say to yourself, "In this country you're
supposed to have justice from the law. If you can't
get justice from the courts, where can you get it?"
Could you tell us something about Jonathan's early school
years? Did he do well?

Jonathan was going to a Catholic school. It was
St. Andrew's. And once a teacher asked me—this
wasn't a nun, by the way, it was a lay teacher—this
teacher asked me how Jonathan got so smart. I told
him that Jonathan took after me. You know, just
joking. This teacher said, "Well, sister, he has a good
chance of being President some day, smart as he is."



Jonathan really did well in school. Everybody at
St. Andrew's loved him—he didn't have any enemies
at all in school. He never had any trouble at all until
he went to public school. It was at Pasadena High,
I think, that he had his first fight—and then it wasn't
a fight, a boy just hit him and I don't think that
Jonathan wanted to fight. It seems the boy who hit
him—I don't know if he was white or not—he was
making some remarks about black people and of
course Jonathan was defending himself verbally.
After that, I had him transferred to Blair. Blair is a
good mixture of black and white and chicano and
everything else. At Blair Jonathan just coasted along.
He never really studied very hard on any one subject.
He took karate to build himself up. He played basket-
ball for a while but he kind of lost interest. He was
interested more in his brother than in anything else,
I think, when he got big enough to realize how bad
his brother was being treated.
George's troubles had a great influence on Jonathan. How
was he affected by what was happening to George?

He would try to do everything he could to help.
But he still told me he didn't think it would do any
good. He said all judges are racists. He had been go-
ing around looking at different places. He went to
the trial they had during the school thing in Pasa-
dena, about desegregating the schools. He would go
and sit and listen to the way they would talk and act.
He would go around to the courts in Los Angeles and
watch the way they would treat people. You know
that in the courts in Los Angeles they actually
chained a guy to his chair one day when Jonathan
was there. He came back and told me about it.
"Momma," he said, "they didn't even allow him to
talk. The judge just said 'confine him' and they got
up and chained him to a chair."
Tou mean Jonathan was investigating the court system be-
cause he thought it was so unjust?

That's what he was doing. He was noticing what
went on in all of them. He said that there wasn't any
justice in court. He said that when people go to
court everybody thinks they're guilty—they don't
even have a chance to defend themselves. He said
that unless people did something it would get worse.
Because all people were doing was sit around and
talk, talk, talk—and then when the court date came,
things just happened the same way that they hap-
pened before. People would go to jail and stay there
for years—the best years of their lives.

Jonathan felt that just talk wouldn't solve it be-
cause these people in the courts just didn't care. You
know, I've spoken with a lot 6f people on the streets,
a lot of people in Pasadena, a lot of people here and
LA and everywhere. They feel the same way, that
it's so much talk and the courts really aren't just. But
nobody seems to be able to do anything about it.
Jonathan did what he felt he had to do about it—how did
that come about?

He didn't tell me what he was going to do. I didn t
know he was planning to go into any court with a gun
or anything. Probably the way he felt was frustrated
and upset so he just made up his mind to do some-
thing about it. I know it's nothing like people say it
is—conspiring. Jonathan never conspired with any-

body. He never was a kid that ran around the streets,
never had any gangs, never ran around with any-
body. No matter what the police say, I know, because
he's my kid.
What do you think about their naming Angela Davis as a
conspirator?

I think it's just another stupid thing they are doing
because :they think no black person in America has
the sense to do anything on their own. They either
have to have Angela Davis or the Panthers to help
them. There are plenty of black people in the country
who are brave, and plenty of black people in this
country who think—Angela Davis is not the only one.
I don't have anything against Angela—what makes
me so angry is how the newspapers work so hand in
glove in trying to humiliate. It's like the humiliation
of the FBI following me when I'm burying my boy.
Now what in the hell were they looking for. The only
thing I was doing was putting him in the ground.
When was this?

When I took him to Mt. Vernon to bury him, the
FBI was there. They were across the street in a park-
ing lot taking pictures. Now what do they want? Just
to harass and humiliate.
Did Jonathan ever talk to you about death—about dying?

We talked about death when my father died about
three years ago. He was very upset about my father,
and he looked around and he said, "Do you think
anybody cares that Papa is dead." "Well," I said,
"you know that I care." He said, "I mean beside
you." I said, "Of course people care. I have three
other sisters, and your sisters and your brothers care."
He said, "I was just wondering if anyone really cared
when an old man died."

And then we were talking one night back in June
and he said, "Momma—if I die—or if I die in any
way that makes you sad—I want you to know that I
died the way I wanted to die."
How did that come up?

We were eating dinner and we were talking about
the committee and so I guess George was on his mind
—you know, about going to the gas chamber. And
he was talking about how a few people should care.
He said that there wouldn't be too many people who
care. Because too many people wouldn't know about
it. I said that was what we were trying to do---to let
the people know what really goes on. I said people
who have never been to court in their, life have to be
told about what is really going on. And it got to the
point where he didn't want to eat very much—and
you know he really loved to eat—because he was
really so worried.
Then he said this thing about dying the way he wanted to.

And then we started talking about the revolution—
the conversation just dragged on. I remember I was
angry because I didn't get the dishes started early
enough. And he ended up by saying that thjng about
dying the way he wanted to.
/ wish I knew more about what was on his mind.

I don't know what was on his mind. Really I don't.
I wish that I did, because if I had known I probably
could have gone and helped him. I wouldn't let any
of my children do anything without my help if 1

. could help them. And I don't care who knows that.
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