CHAPTER EIGHT

In January of 1996 about 20 supporters and I went up to Battleground, Washington to the jail to serve a complaint to Lieutenant Butler.  I had named him in a racketeering complaint.  Of course, the real reason for my presence there was to intimidate him.  

“You're not going to serve papers to anyone!  Now get the hell out of here!”  

“Well, I am too,” I said, so I was arrested.  Butler put me in a jail cell there in Battleground and then I was taken to Vancouver in a police car, handcuffed.  I was held there for not too long.  A day maybe.  And this gal named Mello, who was helping for awhile, happened to be arrested at the same time.  Mello looks Mexican.  A little on the stocky side, late 20’s, early 30’s, long hair.  She used to come over to Portland with her boyfriend because the police were harassing her over in Vancouver.  I started helping them with their problems with the police.  She would come and go from time to time.  That day when I was sitting there in a cell in Vancouver, all of a sudden, in comes Mello.  She’d been maced and she was sitting there cussing the police. 

“Mello!”  And she was just like a blind person.  She couldn't see me, but she recognized my voice,

“Roger!” 

Spring of 1996 we were having a Common Law hearing someplace and I issued subpoenas without paying the fee so they weren't valid subpoenas.  I issued them to governor Kitzhaber, judges that I’ve named in this conspiracy, the Attorney General and so forth.  As I was leaving the governor’s office after giving the subpoena to his clerk, a plainclothes state trooper, about 6 foot 2, probably 220 lbs came out of the governor’s office and slammed me up against the wall.  

“You can’t leave that subpoena!  You have to pick it back up!” he threatened.  

“I’m leaving.  Get the hell out of my way.”  He followed me down the stairs.  

“You won’t even talk about this, will you…” he said in a wistful tone.

“I have nothing to say.”

One night about 10 o’clock I was riding up the driveway on my bicycle, coming home, and I saw 2 guys standing by the window with a flashlight.   The curtains were pulled inside.

“Weidner?”  

“Yes?”

“You're under arrest.”  I couldn't see any police cars.  I couldn't see anything.  It was very dark.

“Well, I want to see a warrant.”

“No, we don't have to show you that.”

“Well, I want to see some identification.”  I'd walked back by the back door. 

“No, we don't have to show you THAT.”  Because of their behavior I thought these guys might not be cops.  I didn't know.  If Dorothy Baker wanted me back in her courtroom all she had to do was call.  I want to go into those courtrooms any chance I can get.  I knew if they were a special squad, when they arrest you, they do a real number on you. 

“I want to tell my parents then.” 

“No, you're not going to do that.”  And so I yelled.  And when I did that, one of them took the mace and I ducked down because I know that is so painful to get in your eyes.  Fortunately, it hit my forehead and not my eyes.  It's a hot pepper.  When you put it on you can't think of anything else.  My parents came to the back door 

“What's the meaning of this?”  Mother demanded.  They told her to stay away or they'd arrest her too.  They handcuffed me and walked me up to the corner.  They did wipe it off.  But still, the irritant, it was not something you couldn't stand but it was certainly uncomfortable.  I was taken into custody, held for a few days and brought back in front of  judge Dorothy Baker. 

“I thought I told you not to issue subpoenas.”  

“Well, they were not valid subpoenas.”  

“Oh,” she says, “I see where you're coming from.  Well, I'm ordering that you can't issue valid or invalid subpoenas.”  

About 3 months later, summer of 1996, a Common Law Grand Jury was assembled in Salem and I issued notices to appear for this grand jury.  Paul Vetrus set up the meeting at a church.  Paul Vetrus is the owner of Thrillville down outside of Salem.  He and his 4 boys run that amusement park down there and they have these carnival rides—Skymaster, that shoots people up in the air—that they take around to these different events.  I sent out notices, not subpoenas, to appear so that I wouldn't be bothered.  One day I got a phone call.

“Mr. Weidner?”  

“Yes.” 

“I'm with the Willamette Week and we're interested in your story.”  

“Well, I'm glad to hear that.”  I'd received some previous notice, though not much, in the Willamette Week, a local news magazine.  Janette had received some too.  They did a hatchet job on her but it was still notice.  

“We'd like to meet with you.” 

“Well, we can meet down at MacDonald's.”  I was down there waiting at MacDonald’s and I saw this fellow come walking in kinda hunched over talking on a mic.  He saw me sitting there.  I had described myself so he'd know what I looked like.  He sat down and I handed him some papers.  I noticed he was nervous.  He wasn't asking any questions.   

“Well, you're obviously not a news reporter,” I said.  I saw a couple of cop cars drive up outside. 

“No, you're under arrest for violating this order.”  So, he arrested me over the notices I had sent out.  I was held for about 10 days.  I was then taken in front of judge R.P. Jones, who was now on the case instead of Baker.  Robert P. Jones used to be a trial attorney.  He's very arrogant, self-assuming and condescending to anyone that comes into his courtroom.  He's a state judge.  Jones sentenced me to the balance of the time that I had not served of Baker’s 180-day sentence.  I ended up doing about another 35 days.  I think I got 20 days off because I had a medical problem and he did acquiesce because of a medical problem.  

It was about this time that I met Jesse Lott, cousin to congressman Trent Lott, US Senate Majority Leader at the time.  Jesse is about 5 foot 7 I guess.  He reminds me of Pecos Pete.  He's tremendously tenacious and he goes after this corruption.  He also bites off more than he can chew but I have the greatest love for the guy.  I would do anything for him because he has this heart and he is committed.  

Later, October of 1996, the attorneys for Norman Lindstedt, Joan O’Neal and Ken Shiroshi, moved to get an injunction against me from filing any more lawsuits.  They called me a serial litigator.  Ken Shiroshi is an oriental guy, 5 foot 8, a bit portly.  Joan O’Neal is an ex-nun who was a clerk for judge James Ellis.  She was then hired by the Bar Association’s Professional Liability fund to defend Norman Lindstedt.  She was a clerk, she went to law school, then she’s working as a defense attorney.  When Joan O'Neal showed up outside the courtroom I drew attention to her as she came walking off the elevator.  

“People, this is Joan O'Neal.  She's a shameless, treacherous thief.”  She walked into the courtroom.  She began defending Lindstedt and when I confronted her she started freaking out.  

“I’m demanding that Lindstedt resign right now.  He has absolutely no right to be doing what he’s doing.”  When people flip out and they can’t control themselves they get almost catatonic.  She was looking at me and her eyes were just like the eyes of a wild animal.  I addressed judge R.P. Jones.

“I've seen vile, treacherous, shameless, murderers, thieves and pedophiles being given armed police escort in and out of these courtrooms while innocent people, who’ve had either their children, lands or other property shamelessly stolen from them, have been beaten up, maced and jailed for trying to speak in court about their injuries or witness for those who are trying to speak.  We will not tolerate that kind of corruption in this system.  If you sign that order I'm prepared to come back in here and arrest you judge Jones.”  Of course, I didn't have a big enough crowd.  When they delay you the crowd starts dwindling.  I would verbally flog the officers of the court and, as I was doing that, turn around to see who was leaving because as the crowd melted away I had to lessen my attack.  The people start talking, they start having to leave, they have to go to the bathroom, they get nervous and all this.  Judge Jones signed the order.

Years later, one afternoon when Jack Salter and I were at a copy center, I encountered Joan O’Neal.  She was inside standing there and I confronted her.

“Jack, come here.  I want you to meet this crooked attorney.”  She pounded on the counter and demanded. 

“Call the police!  Call the police!”  The attendant came and ran me off.  She resigned not long after that.  She’s no longer working.

In April of 1997 I was assisting Judy Lake in a property theft case against attorney Norman Webb.  I’d confronted him previously in the courtroom, pointing him out.

“People, this is Norman Webb.  He is involved in a scam…”  He was doing the same thing to her that Ken Schmidt did to Chet Jones.  The mother died and left some property and the attorneys were scooping all that up.  His offices are there in Salem and I’d gone down to serve him some papers.  He was to appear in court regarding this property.  Webb came out of his office and flared up.  He put on his cobra’s cape, like a cobra hisses and rises up.

“You get off this property!” he said.  “Right now!  This is my...” walking around acting officious, the hackles up on the back of his neck.

“Get off the property!  Take this OUTTA HERE!!”  He drove me off and refused to accept service.  So, April 16th 1997 I was down in judge Dickey's courtroom in Marion county as a witness for Judy Lake on this order for a continuing hearing on her Petition for Injunctive Relief.  Judge Dicky has this purple drinker’s pallor to him and he’s as corrupt as they come.  I served papers to Norman Webb outside of the courtroom.  When we went into court I was called as a witness by Judy Lake to say that I’d done this.  Norman Webb cross-examined.

“Mr. Weidner, you are a former attorney?”  

“Yes.”  

“You’ve been disbarred?”  

“Yes.”  

“For being arrested in the court?”  

“Yes.”

“And Mr. Weidner, isn’t it true that you have been judicially proclaimed to be incompetent to stand trial?  That you have been psychiatrically determined to be insane?” 

“No, in fact, I’m the only one in this courtroom who has been certified to be sane!”  They just looked blank.  It sucked all the wind out of them.  My supporters, Lou Sutton and others were there stifling laughter.

I also went down to Clatsop County with Judy for a deposition on her case.  I was in another court hearing with judge Kahlberer sitting.  Judge Dicky started to walk in and I pointed to him.

“Dicky is as corrupt as they come,” I said.  Dicky was standing in the doorway.

“He just said I was corrupt!”  He just started whining like a little kid that I was saying that he was corrupt.  On another occasion when he was on the bench, when he came in, we didn’t stand up. 

“I’m going to go out of this court and I’m going to come in again and I expect everyone to be standing,” he says.  So he left the courtroom and reentered swirling his robes and we’re all still sitting there.

“I do not stand up in these corrupt courts,” I said.  I'm talking about how corrupt they are and, of course, they can’t come out and deny it. 

“Well, are you calling me—”  I know what I’d say if they called me that.

“What are you talking about, you son of a bitch?  Tell me what you're talking about!  I'm going to have you in court tomorrow!  You calling me corrupt?!!  We'll see who—”  

With them, you call them that, and they have to try to do something so they will find something that you've done, some rule you’ve broken, some way to discredit you.

In Spring of 1997 we organized a rally down at the State Capitol to protest this corruption that's going on.  I put an ad in the paper inviting people who had lost something to corrupt public officials to come to the rally.  During that demonstration a fellow named Larry Carver brought this effigy.  His daughter was taken by Kay Toran, supervisor of the Child Services Division, a branch of the welfare department.  Kay Toran is black so he brought a black dummy, a scaffold and hung her in effigy.  It’s been said that this was the first time in the history of the United States that a black woman was hung in effigy.  It wasn’t the fact that she was black it was the fact that she was taking people’s children, but she just happened to be black.  They tried to make that a racial event, all those gay men legislators down there at the Capitol.  They totally distort anything.  They are incapable of dealing with truth.  Absolutely incapable.  There are these ardent feminists down there like Kate Brown.  She is touted as this most effective legislator.  She and Vera Katz and all the rest of them, this cadre, this New World Order crowd, the gal that’s running for governor, Beverly Stein, they’re all cut of the same mold.  Anything that is federal government, NWO, they are pushing.  They can do no wrong in the press but the truth is absolutely repugnant to them.  They’ve been conditioned to think this politically correct thought process that is strictly NWO.    

We were outside on the steps of the Capitol and the Legislature was in session inside.  They could observe the rally on their TV monitors.  When Larry Carver hung a black woman in effigy on the Capitol steps the whole House of Representatives was called into recess, the Legislature adjourned and everybody came running outside.  I can’t think of the name of the fellow that was leading the charge but he is an openly admitted gay man, a Barney Frank sort of a guy.  He came out and attacked Larry Carver on the steps of the Capitol.  There were 5 of them but he was the ringleader.  These legislators roughed Larry up and ripped that effigy out of his hand.  Larry went after them and demanded they give it back and there they were, yanking this black dummy back and forth.  It was incredible.  It was all on camera too because the TV news station was there and we were filming also.  The TV news did run the story but they edited it and made it look like we were a racist group out there.  That was the spin.  So, we decided to file a suit against these 5 legislators.

The fact that this is going on and people are so mindless of it, that’s what’s so shocking.  If you go around here and ask all of these neighbors they have no idea of any of this.  

“Well, Roger’s fighting something…I don’t know…”  That’s what they would say.

It was also at that rally that I met Will and Pam Gaston.  Will is a 76-year-old hippie.  He wants to be in charge.  He always wants to be telling you what HE thinks, but if he can get someone else to do the work, he will.  He is fighting the fight though and I like him, personally.  Before they met me Will would sit in the courtroom and Pam couldn’t even come in and sit with him.  Will and Pam were struggling to retrieve his little daughter Melissa from the clutches of Kay Toran and the Child Services Division.  I didn’t know how corrupt the Child Services Division was.  I knew there were a lot of problems with it but I didn’t realize the degree.  What I was concerned about was whether they were willing to fight.  When I first got involved Will was going to court for termination of parental rights hearings.  

“You are going to have to go on the offensive against this to have any success at all,” I told them.  

We called a second rally in the Fall of 1997.  About 300 people came.  This time Mike Rinkes came down with his flatbed truck and he had 5 hangman's nooses sporting effigies.  George Hanson, the former congressman, came over from Idaho.  Hanson is a big man, about 6 foot 2 or 3, 240-50 pounds.  He had been put through all that abuse by the federal government and so he was hurting.  He came down and spoke at our meeting but because of his physical condition I think he was playing it easy.  We had 2 meetings where he showed up, one at Gladstone and then down in Salem.  Big crowd.  We had a press rally there and then we went around through the Capitol serving those complaints, all 300 of us.  The complaints contained civil rights violations against those 5 legislators that had been involved in tearing down Larry Carver’s effigy.  All the state troopers were opening the doors for us like waiters in some high class restaurant because this sea of humanity was coming through the State Capitol, taking it back.  We were getting respect because we had more numbers.  

Attorney Terry McCauley handled the case.  Ed Snook was working with McCauley so he got several other people involved with McCauley but there were a lot of angry and upset people because McCauley would take these cases, would take the money and then he wouldn’t do anything. Carver’s case was dismissed and McCauley was supposed to file an appeal.  There was a settlement offer of over a million dollars that came in during the interim but McCauley neglected to file the appeal within the 30 day limit so the dismissal became final.  

In 1998 I started going to court with Pam Gaston regularly.  Pam Gaston, at one time, was an attractive gal.  She is a little overweight.  I went out to Pam’s house quite a bit.  She had the computer out there and I would work over her legal papers not so much to make sure they were right but to make sure they were focussed because she tends to repeat herself.  I’ve been to court with the Gastons 15 or 20 times at least. 

I told them how to confront.  I taught her how to go into court and make a record.  In the beginning she would go in and just start emotionally venting.  I taught them there is a format that is in place and how to put on evidence.  If the other side speaks you don’t have to be interrupting what they’re saying.  You will be given a chance to respond to anything that they say.  One party puts on evidence then the other party is given a chance to respond.  If the judge tries to shut you down you tell him.

“I want to make an offer of proof!”  That’s how you put on evidence in a case.  I told her that it’s important to be the moving party when you come into court.  If you come in defending, in a corrupt system, then you have to explain other issues.

 “We’re not going to be talking about that,” the judge will say.  “All we’re talking about is this issue that you’ve been charged with,” he’ll tell you when you’re coming in as a defendant.   

So, you want to be coming in as the moving party, in a corrupt system.  Be the aggressor.  The best thing is, if someone files something against you, you file a complaint.  You file to strike the action they have filed or do something to it.  You’ve filed a document and any time you file something then you can come in and speak about what it is that you filed.  The party that has filed the document is the moving party so they are the first to speak.  They state why they did this and all and then the judge will ask.

“Do you want to make a response?” and you respond to that if you are the respondent. 

When the Gastons first started going into court it was Will who spoke.  Pam was backing him up.  But then she became more and more involved in these cases and started doing most of the speaking.  He would have a difficult time speaking because he was hard of hearing.  He was not as deft as Pam was at picking up what I was trying to explain.  He'd just get up, get emotional and start saying things and telling how intelligent he was.  He always got in the fact that he had 140 IQ.

When they first filed an action against the state on those films we went in with a crowd of people.  The foster mother, Hazel Spees, had made pornographic films of Will’s little 5-year-old daughter Melissa.  The Gastons found out about the video when a box of files mysteriously turned up on their porch.  Among the documents was Hazel Spees’ detailed confession.  She had been instructed to make the video by Larry Lawson a Child Services Division supervisor.  When Spees delivered the videos to Lawson he refused to give her a letter of protection admitting his complicity.  So, she wrote a confession describing the deed and detailing his part in it.  She wasn’t going down alone.  Involving the all powerful state was her best protection.  

Paul Lipscomb was the judge.  The DA, William Howell, the Deputy Attorney General and all the court personnel were so intimidated by the crowd that they waited in the side room until there were police officers in the courtroom.  They were given an armed guard escort into the courtroom.  I went up and asked this DA Howell his name.  He wouldn't give me his name.  The judges were very hostile, very contrary to them, obviously very corrupt.  In one of the hearings, because of the heat we were putting on the system, the judge let Pam have a jury trial.

In the jury trial I had them assert, as an affirmative defense, this conspiracy that was ongoing, in answer to the criminal complaint, the contempt that was filed against them.  They asserted, and judge Ertsgaard allowed them to assert, as an affirmative defense, that they were the victims of a conspiracy.  They had been cited for contempt for printing their little newspaper A Voice For Children.  They had printed excerpts of the confession of Hazel Spees and demonstrated out in front of the school in Monitor, Oregon where Spees was a grade school teacher, handing out newspapers.  At the end of the trial the judge instructed the jury on conspiracy.  Only if they found that these judges, police, caseworkers, attorneys, foster mother and other public officials were, in fact, involved in this conspiracy, knowingly, only then could the jury find the Gastons not guilty.  The judge basically instructed the jury that they must find the Gastons guilty because they admitted that they had violated the restraining order barring them from printing a newspaper.  Only if they found, by a preponderance of the evidence, that there was a conspiracy involving these judges, and it had to be intentional, only then could they find the Gastons not guilty.  The jury ruled in favor of the Gastons.  They found that the police, judges, attorneys, caseworkers, foster mother, and other public officials  were conspiring against the Gastons.  It was a petit jury of six and five of the six jurors were state employees.  

“Those same facts,” I told Pam, “file a racketeering complaint that contains the allegations that you just proved in this contempt complaint because it's already been decided.  File a separate action against them then move for Summary Judgment on that action.”  And they did it.  

Pam Gaston is relentless in her drive to correct what she sees as a horrible victimization that they have been put through but she is a totally, completely controlling person.  She is relentless and she will attack, without reservation, anyone.  I don't think there's any person that she stands aside for.  She has no ability to lead a group though because she runs everything like a tyrant.  It has to be her way and she does not encourage or recognize anyone else's opinion.  That is very dangerous to a group.  It's almost fatal to this kind of patriot movement because she will attack most viciously those who have helped her the most.

Everything that we’re doing should be handled by the District Attorney because it’s a criminal matter what’s going on here.  But we’re bound by the rules of civil procedure when we come into court.  Only the District Attorney can bring criminal matters.  The racketeering procedure was intended to make attorney generals out of private citizens because it’s a private citizen charging criminal behavior on the other side.  That’s what a racketeering complaint is.  But the legislature jumped on that and restricted the use of the racketeering statutes so it has to involve the sale of real estate.  Probably it was motivated by my racketeering complaints because I heard once that Senate Bill whatever was called the Weidner Amendment.  The paperwork they had in there was my paperwork.  

What I see has happened to our society is that people have become detached.  They’ve become so preoccupied in their own little pursuits that they’ve become totally detached from government.  There is this cadre now of these NWO people, primarily from the large metropolitan areas.  The newspapers and the media are all owned and controlled by NWO people.  Politicians get the play in the press and the people that oppose them, like George Hanson, congressman from Idaho, and state legislator Gary George, the government jumps on them for the slightest little thing, like they’re jumping on me for the slightest little thing.  This is how distorted it is. 
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