CHAPTER FIVE

In September, 1992, I was tried in judge Steven Maurer's courtroom for criminal trespassing.  I had this group of people with me and when we walked into the courtroom there were 7 or 8 armed guards sitting in the jury box with their feet up on the railing.  

Maurer is another one in the mold of Ed Peterson, David Buono and Norman Lindstedt.  Well-groomed, mannerly, 5 foot 10 or 11, keeps himself in good shape, maybe 170 pounds, fair freckled complexion, light red hair, intelligent and this nervousness when I'm around.  I've seen him out on the street.  He will pace back and forth like he's distracted all the time.  

There was rumbling discontent in the courtroom that day.  The District Attorney was prosecuting me for trespassing on that land.  Maurer would not let me go into the history of how Jones had been defrauded of that property.  

“The only question here is whether or not Mr. Weidner was on that property.  That's the only question.  We're not going to go into all the rest of this,” said Maurer.  I was trying to say something and he’d keep interrupting, trying to shut me down, to prevent me from making a record.  

“A piece of paper doesn't make any difference.  Only was Mr. Weidner on that property.”  I had the document that showed the transfer of ownership.  

“It makes no difference what’s on that piece of paper.  The only question in this trial, Mr. Weidner, is whether you were on that property.”  The piece of paper he was referring to was the bargain-and-sale deed that I had from Calkins.  He continued with this high-handedness, restricting testimony and blocking evidence.  He did the same thing Jim Ellis did when he tried me for contempt.  

“Now Mr. Weidner, we’re not going to try that Kettleberg case.  The only question here is whether or not you spoke up in court,” Ellis had said.

“No, now the only thing we're going to be talking about is what went on that day that Mr. Weidner was arrested.”  My supporters were protesting, not real boisterous, just reacting.  Maurer and the DA would go into a flurry. 

“Any outbursts and I will clear the courtroom!” Maurer said.  He did not clear it, he just threatened.  

They brought Cathy Mason as a witness against me.  I cross-examined but only about the event.  When I would start to try to go into the background and extenuating circumstances, which had a direct bearing on the event, the other side would object and Maurer would sustain it.  Cathy Mason didn’t have to show any paperwork of any kind that she had a right to do what she did.  He did not allow me to expose her duplicity and treachery.  So that’s how they worked that, that little dog and pony show that goes on.  

“Objection sustained.”

“Well I have a right to…”

“Mr. Weidner…”

“Well I have a right to cross-ex—“

“Now Mr. Weidner…”

He was just insistent that I not bring up anything meaningful and he was threatening to the crowd.  He was poised like a snake.  Real stiff.  Just like a cobra.  When I go in the courtroom and I see the judge has that look, he’s got his head down and he’s kinda looking up, I know he’s in the pocket of the other side.  They sit up there poised and everyone knows, by the posture, that snake is poised to strike.  And they get that vacant look, just like those snakes in India that rise up and sway back and forth.  That’s just exactly what these vipers look like.  They have to create an environment of intimidation.  They don’t say it but by their behavior they do it.  Everything they said in the Bible is true.  The whited sepulchres.  

I was only allowed to call Chet Jones.  I was not allowed to call Helen Jones, his wife.  Maurer was restricting the witnesses and restricting testimony.  He told the jury, basically, that it made no difference who owned the property.  The only question was whether I was on the property.  Lowe had awarded it to the Masons and had ordered Jones, and anyone associated with Jones, to stay off the property.  He was enforcing that prior order, refusing to allow me to challenge the issue of ownership so the jury could consider that.  Obviously, he should have been letting me do everything, put on the whole case.  At that time I was not exploding.  I was always intent, giving the judge the benefit of the doubt rather than openly challenging him.  

People think that in a jury trial they have a better chance.  But the jurors just sit like little children with the judge.  Whatever the judge tells them, they comply unquestioningly.  The jury convicted me.  He sentenced me to 10 days in jail, psychiatric evaluation, $100,000 bail and I was walked right out of the courtroom to the jailhouse.  I did the 10 days in solitary in the high security center there in Oregon City.  When I went to this Doctor Davis for the psychiatric examination I took 6 people with me.  

“You can ask me any questions that you want to Dr. Davis but, because this is a political prosecution to which I'm being subjected, I want these people to witness.”  He wouldn't examine me.  

One morning my name was called.

“Weidner!”  

They have a big plexi-glass wall with little holes cut in it.  I walked over and was handed a subpoena from Barry Adamson, Milton Brown's attorney, calling me into court in Multnomah county on October 2nd, 1992.  Now Milton Brown, this little murderous thieving viper, whom I’ve chased out of the courtroom previously, confronting him, is the last person in the world that wants to see me in a courtroom.  He was subpoenaing me into a courtroom in Multnomah County, while I was in jail in Clackamas County.  It was a set-up.  I felt that a trap was being set to shut me down permanently because of my activities.  I was going all around town,  passing out flyers and talking to everyone I could.  You know the kind of response you get—none from the people you know.  Everyone that is comfortable runs off.  I had been ordered by judge Ellis to stay out of the Multnomah County Courthouse except on court business.  Because there was this order of exclusion I was subject to being arrested for coming in.  But I was subpoenaed in.  I might be arrested before security knew I’d been subpoenaed.  If I did go into the courthouse, and if I did not go into the courthouse, either way, I was subject to arrest.  So, I decided to go into presiding court and make a record of that fact.  

When I entered the courthouse I sensed this stress and this nervousness in the air.  I and my supporters, this big crowd, went down to courtroom 210, the courtroom to which I was subpoenaed, to see what was going.  There were 3 or 4 guards around the door.  
 

Some of us were heading back down to presiding court when I saw Bill Keyes, whom I've known for years, coming out of judge Abraham’s courtroom. Keyes is 260 pounds or so, 6 foot one or 2, full freckled face, dark red hair and in years past he would try to act friendly.

“Oh, how ya doin' Rog...” showing a friendly personable side, but he's a lapdog kind of a guy.

“Judge Keyes, come here I want you to talk to these people,” and he ran onto the elevator.  I went up and held the doors open.

“Come here Keyes.  These people want to talk to you.”  He was standing in the back with his head turned to the side.  He wouldn’t look at me.  

We went on down to presiding court.  Judge Bearden was the presiding court judge. We waited for a period of time but the judge wouldn't come out so I stood up and spoke to my supporters. 

“People, these courtrooms belong to you. This corruption in this court system is going to end.  People are having their children and properties stolen.”  

While I was standing, in came John Herring, a Multnomah county sheriff's deputy.   Herring is about 6 foot 3 or 4, slim build, crewcut, in shape, just doing-what-he's-told kind of a police officer.  He was accompanied by officer Rita Berman.  Rita has that eats-or-drinks-too-much look to her.  She fills out all of her uniform and then some.  Mid-fifties, dyed red hair, kind of a ruddy, flushed complexion.  

“People, this is John Herring.  He’s arrested me and he knows about the corruption that's going on.  Herring, is there anything you want to say to these people?”  He said nothing.  Brown opened the door and I spotted him. 

“Come in here Brown!”  As I walked toward the door Rita Berman tried to step between us to protect Milton Brown.  She was nervously standing in front of me but she wasn’t making a firm presence.  She wasn’t sure of herself.  I walked around her, went to the door and saw him going down the corridor and around the corner, scurrying along the wall like a rat.  

I went back into the courtroom and pretty soon along came David Simpson, a former Portland police officer, now head of security for NIKE.  David Simpson is a lady's man.  Dapper looking guy.  He was a lieutenant in the Portland police department when I was in the District Attorney's office in 1975.  We hit it off.  He's a sharp guy.

 “C'mon Roger, we're going to move this all down to 210.”  They had all the security down at 210, guards all over the place.  By now the tension was just pulsating.  It was palpable.  We went down there and I spoke to my supporters.

“People, I have an absolute right to go into that courtroom and make a record.  If anyone tries to stop me you just say, ‘Let him speak!’”

I was stressed.  I walked up to the door and here stands Herring right in the door, kind of checking as you go through.  Mother had already gone inside as most of the group had and as I came up to the door with Dal Ferry Mother stepped forward.

“It's over,” she said.

“It's over?”  I looked questioningly at Herring.

“You’re under arrest!  You've assaulted me. You're under arrest,” he snarled.  And I thought, my God, they are going to do it!  When he said that I thought they were going to do me in.  He accused me of assaulting him because I inadvertently touched him as I was walking by.  I don't like to rub up against someone's body.  You know, if you're in a tight group you kinda hold your arm up as a barrier and that's all I was doing.

“Do not let them arrest me!  Do not let them arrest me!” I shouted.  Herring put his hand on me.  I started to punch this one sergeant because he was the closest.  My thinking was I was going to punch him to create such a commotion that they couldn't take me off and do me in.  I thought they were going to kill me if they just walked me out of there.  I was not going quietly.  They were getting one squawking chicken!  I did not want to be taken out of that courtroom.    

“NO!” Mother said and I dropped my punch.  I didn’t hit him.  

I used to box.  We started boxing when we were kids and then I boxed when I was in college.  I was the light heavyweight champion back at Brigham Young University.  I'm not a polished pro but I know how to punch.  I'm pretty good at doing that.  

When they took me into custody the cops circled me just like a bunch of dogs.  One of them jumped me and put a choke hold on me.  As I was going down I turned and Mother—this Rita Berman had her arms pinioned behind her back.  

Mother was 82 at the time.  Everyone knows her.  She's as straight as a string and she's always had this intolerance for anything crooked or corrupt.  She’s also blind to the shortcomings of her family or friends.  But when I’ve been under attack, in the courtroom, my mother is the one that is making the instinctive moves forward to help.  I do whatever I can to make her life as comfortable as I possibly can.  My mother spends no money on herself at all.  Extremely thrifty.  With that frugality she's been able to underwrite my activities.  

So, as I’m going down I see Mother, arms pinioned, over on one foot to kick.  All the rest of the men and everyone else around—have you ever seen sheep’s eyes when they get spooked?  All my supporters were transfixed while this commotion was going on.  I was yarded out of there, roughly, and taken upstairs.  Everywhere I went I kept talking loudly.

“My name is Roger Weidner.  I'm being arrested on false charges,” to make a commotion about what I was doing.  To everyone in the hallways and as I was walking down the row of jail cells to the cell they had for me I continued speaking.

“This is political people.  My name is Roger Weidner and I'm being arrested for working on the Kettleberg case.”  

I was put in an iron cage for about 8 hours.  This was an unusual old cell, kinda out-of-the-way place.  I was left by myself.  I didn’t know whether my mother had been arrested but I figured it calmed down after I was taken into custody.  As it turned out she was not arrested.  A fellow was there taping with the video camera.  I was being held for the contempt that had occurred in judge Ellis’ court.  He'd sentenced me to 6 months in jail.  I had been released, pending an appeal.

I was held in the justice center from October 2nd, 1992 until I was released just before Christmas, December of 1992.  The justice center houses the Portland police department, 3 or 4 criminal courts and then it has the jail up above it too.  I had only been out a few days from the September 17th trial, the 10 days for contempt.  

October 20th they brought me in and tried me in judge Marshall Amiton's court for this assault.  I've known Marshall Amiton since we started practicing law about the same time.  He’s intelligent, a little stand-offish and has a nervousness about him when he meets you or talks to you.  High forehead, sharp features, knows what's going on.  When I was being tried in his courtroom he allowed me to put on the evidence, call witnesses and make a record.  I got on the stand and stated all of this.  When you are in jail it's not quite the same.  I didn’t feel quite as free as usual.  But judge Marshall Amiton allowed it to be videoed.  

Fred Lenzer was prosecuting me.  Fred Lenzer looks a lot like Norman Lindstedt.  Graying, 5 foot 8 or 9, 175 pounds, maintains a good appearance, but he's unprincipled because he will prosecute politically.  When he came in he said they had charges against me that could result in a maximum prison sentence of 2 1/2 years.  The charges were basically assault, contempt and another contempt.  He asked me if I would waive a jury. 

“Absolutely not!  I will not waive a jury.”

 So they dismissed all the criminal charges and tried me on the infraction of resisting arrest.  I was convicted by Amiton of that.  I think I was fined $250 but no jail time.  However, I was still being held on judge Ellis’ order until just before Christmas of 1992.  Did I pay the fine?  Absolutely not!  I paid not a nickel!  I did 3 months of the 6 months contempt order, at that time, but that was just the beginning of these jailings that went on for the next 4 years.

Some of the inmates that had a sophistication about them would come over and talk with me.  When they found out I was an attorney they'd want to tell me their stories.  I'd help them to the extent that I could.  I didn't want to get embroiled in their cases because of the fatigue of dealing with people's problems.  I talked to them about the corruption, of course.  Guards, everyone.  Every where I go.  That's all I want to talk about is the corruption.

While I was incarcerated I filed a racketeering complaint against Cathy Mason, Ken Schmidt, judge John Lowe, judge Sidney Brockley, judge Alan Jack  and judge Pat Gilroy for covering up and allowing the theft of that Beaver Creek property of the pastors, Chet and Helen Jones.  They had the hearing while I was in jail and they dismissed it on the grounds that I'd failed to put my name and address on the complaint.  So I filed a motion to set aside that order of dismissal and that was scheduled for April or May of 1993 in Clackamas County.  I went into presiding court to serve judge Alan Jack with a subpoena to appear.  

Alan Jack has to be in his early 70’s, tall, 6 foot 2 or 3, looks like he maybe played basketball in high school.  Still wears a crewcut.  Long angular face, tries to be a kind of a cowboy type of a guy, quiet talking sort of a fella.  I’ve known him socially, not well, for 30 years.  We’d be at a Bar convention and talk back and forth. Visit.  He had a boat down at the Portland Rowing Club.  We’d say hello. Not at all intellectual.  His father was a judge so he's tied in politically, a political hack.  One of the gang out there in Clackamas county.

They have a call process where you come into court and wait until they call your case.  I was waiting in line.  My turn came and I walked up to the counter and started to walk towards him. 

“I have here some process for you judge,” I said to him while he was sitting on the bench.

“You stay away from me!  You stay away from me!  You give it to the bailiff.”  He was startled and he had guilt written all over him.

They brought in judge Gregory Milnes from Washington County to hear it.  Greg Milnes is obese and out of shape.  He eats way too much.  His face is losing it's contour, it's getting so fat.  You see the face all of a sudden disappear.  The fat takes it.  He's 280-90 pounds.  He's intelligent enough, though unprincipled and corrupt.

I had quite a large group of people with me including newspaper reporter Dal Ferry.  The hearing was to set aside this order of dismissal of our racketeering complaint.  Chet Jones was at the counsel table and so was I.  We were both plaintiffs.  The judge asked Chet a question and he started speaking.  Like so many of them, they follow their own inclinations.  But they don’t have that courtroom savvy.  Jones was trying to explain something to the judge and the judge was encouraging any dialogue to keep me from speaking.  If I started to speak and Jones started speaking too, he recognized Jones.  I tried to shut Jones down so I could make this record but when I tried to speak Milnes kept shutting me down.  

“Now, Mr. Weidner—Mr. Wei—Mr. Weidner, now…” Milnes saying this to me.  I can’t remember the specifics of what Jones was making reference to but Milnes was blocking me from speaking.  

“If I’m not going to be allowed to speak in this courtroom then I’m going to leave.  Let's leave people.”  

“Ah…well…no—Mr.—now Mr. Weidner...”  He was turning pale and looking past me while he was speaking.  I turned around to see what he was looking at and saw Captain Sherwood Stillman, armed, with 6 armed deputies, coming into the courtroom and locking the doors and shuttering the windows.  Sherwood Stillman has the look of a killer, unlike officer David Simpson.  Police officers are hired killers.  If they won't kill they're not hired as police officers.  But, some of them have no hesitancy and Stillman was that kind.  5 foot 9 or 10, 170 or 80 pounds, he has a very cold, empty look in his eyes, kind of a vacant look.  He would bump you off in a minute.  If he was leading a squad to go in and wipe someone out he wouldn't have any trouble doing that.

“Roger, they’re going to arrest you!” Chet said to me.  All of a sudden here's this Sherwood Stillman, just like a junkyard dog and this frenetic activity, chairs being thrown around in their haste to come and grab me.  A couple of guards were kicking open the door.  

“You're under arrest,”  Stillman growled.  Mother was on her feet in a instant, confronting the judge. 

“What's the meaning of this?”

“I’m not leaving this courtroom without a warrant judge Milnes.  I’m holding you responsible for my safety,” I said.  To have armed guards coming in there and locking the doors and shuttering the windows!  I thought, my God they are going to do it!  I thought they were setting it up to do me in.  This short sergeant in the back, like a little kid he pipes up.

“Oh I'll go get the warrant!”  I could see his eyes.  They were like banjos.  

“I’ll go get it!”  He did not want to be there with what was going on in that courtroom.  When he left the courtroom in pursuit of a warrant things calmed down a bit.  Then Dal Ferry stood up.

“I'm Dal Ferry with the Counterpoint newspaper and what's the meaning of this?” he demanded.  That had the effect of blowing a whistle on charging dogs.  All of a sudden the momentum was broken.  The hostility subsided.  Stillman released me and we completed the hearing without the hostility then I was taken into custody in a civil fashion.  They didn’t find a warrant and the sergeant never came back but I was arrested anyway, in reaction.  That’s how they are in a corrupt system.  I was taken into custody on grounds that I had disobeyed an order and failed to appear for my psychiatric evaluation.  Stillman came up with something where Maurer had ordered my arrest because when I went to see that psychiatrist, Davis, and I took those people with me, Davis would not examine me, so he said I didn’t show up.  I was arrested, released, then charged with contempt and rearrested in Milnes’ court.  They took me into custody and the next day or later that afternoon I was brought into judge Sealander’s courtroom in shackles and chains.  I had a waist chain, they hook your wrists into that, ankle cuffs and 4 guards, 2 fore and 2 aft. 

Sealander was kinda wall-eyed and nervous.  He’s around 6 foot, maybe 50 years old.  Pretty astute.  He knows what's going on and tries to ride the fence.  A little stiff .  When he looks around his whole body turns.  I don't know why that is but that's a trait of people who consider themselves important.  He wasn't hostile at all.  Sealander's never been hostile to me.  I was held a day or two and released.
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