CHAPTER SEVEN

In May of 1994 I had Kent assign me her interest in the estate so I could appear and I went into Lee Johnson's probate court.     

“Mr. Weidner if you speak I will have you arrested,” Johnson said.  

“Well I'm here to make a record and I'm going to speak.”  So he ordered me arrested.  I was taken up to jail and brought back a couple hours later with 6 guards. 


“Mr. Weidner, I'm going to give you 2 days in jail for contempt but I'm going to give you 5 minutes to make a record.”  So, I opened up and for 5 minutes I spoke about murder, forgery, theft and corruption then off I went to jail.  I did 2 days.  I'd have done 10 days in jail for that!  I'd do a day a minute!—just to be able to get into that courtroom and make a record, something which I have an absolute right to do.  

In June I filed a racketeering complaint against a group of judges. I had filed a previous racketeering complaint in federal court that had been dismissed by judge Malcolm Marsh.  This was the second complaint I filed and it was scheduled to be heard in December of 1994.  

In September of 1994 was the hearing before the Oregon Supreme Court on the disbarment.  A couple months earlier, while I was down in front of the courthouse making a video for TV about my upcoming Supreme Court case, I encountered Wallace Carson, the Chief Justice, putting money in his meter.  Carson became Chief Justice when Ed Peterson left the court shortly after my first disbarment trial in June of 1990.  Wallace Carson is mid-sixties, about 6 foot, slightly pompadour hair, quite a bit of silver in it.  He is a very pleasant person just to talk to.  He’s got a very accommodating demeanor to him.  

“I would like to video this upcoming Supreme Court proceeding,” I said.

“I don't see any problem,” he replied.  He later confirmed that I could video the proceedings so I had a camera there in the courtroom in September 1994.

Carson’s personable nature conceals the fact that he is very very weak.  He’s admitted his problems with this corruption in the court system but doesn’t do anything about it.  He told Wilbur Gaston he wasn’t sure that he could do anything about it.  

‘…gee, there’s nothing I can do…’ for a Chief Justice to say that!  He’s in that position for a reason.  The Chief Justice of the Supreme Court is the chief justice of the court system and the chief administrator of the judicial branch of government for the whole state.  Because he is at the center of the court system he is the eye of the monster.  Everything comes through him.  Apparently the corruption has become so great that it controls him. 

 There were 7 judges empanelled and a big crowd of people there.  Usually there is a series of 3 or 4 cases to be heard in a single setting.  When they were finished speaking I got up.  It was my petition.  I was appealing, arguing the decision that was rendered by the trial panel.  George VanHoomisen was on the court at that time, Durham, Bailey, and Susan Graeber.  

“I'm not here to seek your favor.  I'm here to expose this intolerable corruption that's going on in this court system.  Nine years ago Milton Brown and Dr. Charles Hahn murdered their terminally ill partner, Don Kettleberg, by writing ‘do not resuscitate’ on his medical records, forged these documents…”  I went through this for a half an hour on video.  They just sat there.  This was the final trial in the second attempt to disbar me.  There was no credible evidence to support any of the assertions they had made.  I caught the witnesses lying at the trial panel level.  Nevertheless, the Supreme Court disbarred me.  

In October of 1994 I was called to jury duty and while I was on jury duty I went around talking to all these people in the jury room, telling them about the corruption.

“I'm going to send notices to all of these public officials to appear in presiding court on October 14th, 1994, to show cause why a special grand jury should not be formed to investigate this corruption.”  This was an unprecedented event.  I sent out the notices and we went up to the court on the designated day.  The notices were just ignored.  No one showed up and the judge wouldn't come out of the back room so I stood up.

“People, this is the time set for these individuals to appear and show cause why a special grand jury should not be formed.  We, as members of the jury pool, hereby declare a grand jury formed.”  So we formed this special grand jury.  I was the foreman.  I had 20 or so people but they all looked like kittens when they come out of a cave or someplace, timidly looking around, testing the water.  I wasn’t taking down all the names.  I probably should have but when you’re doing this it’s so stressful, so many details.  What you’re trying to do is create the event, then publicize the event to intimidate the opposition.  Chances of actually getting a grand jury were pretty slim.  I’d been trying to get one already for years.  The District Attorney can call one and the Governor and Attorney General can form one.  At this time, a private citizen cannot form a grand jury but if we get this Jail-for-Judges movement empowered that will be one of the strategies they will employ.

My racketeering complaint was scheduled to be heard in December, 1994.  I filed it then moved for Summary Judgment.  Charles Markley, Milton Brown’s attorney was there, Kathleen Cegla for Londer, Ellis and all the other judges I’d named and David Buono for his partner Norman Lindstedt.  Three attorneys.  They were moving to dismiss my racketeering complaint.  I got another big crowd together.  The Chief Justice, Wallace Carson, is the one who assigns cases.  It was assigned to judge Ed Peterson.  He's a key player in all of this.  Formerly, as the Chief Justice, he was the chief administrative judicial officer for the state of Oregon.  A county Presiding Court judge is for the county.  Londer was for Multnomah county.  He and Ed are buddy-buddy.  Peterson, while he was Supreme Court Chief Justice, had been dismissing all the petitions I filed.  I had filed Writs of Mandamus and other compulsory process into the Supreme Court to stop the corruption and theft of the Kettleberg estate.  All were denied without a hearing by Peterson and Carson.  

“You're a pro temp judge are you not, Lindstedt?”  I asked when I had Lindstedt on the stand.

“Yes, I'm appointed by Ed Peterson and Don Londer.”  So, click, there's this group.  Judge Lee Johnson was locking into that, protecting them, and so were Ellis and Abraham.  Ed Peterson was orchestrating the prosecution of me through the Oregon State Bar.  He was giving me notes outside the courtroom.  His old law firm, Tooze/Marshall, is right in the middle of it.  Kathleen Cegla was prosecuting for the state of Oregon.  Kathleen Cegla is in her late thirties, cropped hair, looks like a page, a birdlike secretary look.  There are these empty kinds of yuppie or politically correct feminists in there that are doing their assigned work.  They all look like they're cut out of a cookie cutter.  Their little prissy outfits, their hair is cropped, usually dyed hair and they are just as ruthless as can be.  When Peterson came on the bench I pointed at him.

“I've named you judge Peterson in aiding and abetting…” He was sitting there in his black robe and his eyes kind of dilated.

“Mr. Weidner, I'm going to let you make your record and go in the back room but first I'm going to let these others speak.”  After everybody else talked, Peterson said he was closing the courtroom.  

“You are not closing the courtroom.  People, do not leave this courtroom.”  When I said that, Peterson and these 3 attorneys got up and fled the courtroom.  All the people were watching.

“Look at the crooks!  Look at them running out of the courtroom!”  And then the guards came in.  

“Clear the courtroom!  Clear the courtroom!”  

“People, do not leave this courtroom,” I said.  
“Well, we'll have to arrest you Roger.”  It was Rick Megolanes, one of the guards.  He’s of Mexican extraction, probably 5’10,’ dark wavy hair, but he’s got a sleeper eye.  He can’t look at you with both eyes.  One eye is cockeyed.  He’s kind of a slow-speaking nervous fellow.  He arrested me in Johnson’s courtroom in February of 1991.  

“Well arrest me!  I'm going to make a record!”  Mother was standing alongside me.  “You gonna arrest me TOO?” she demanded.  Megolanes was taken aback.

“No, I'm not going to arrest you!” he answered, trying to maintain his composure.  

They handcuffed me and she asked the guards about Peterson.

“Where is he?  He said Roger could speak!” 

“He went out the back door,” they said to her.  I saw Mother going around the corner of the bench, into the back chambers, looking for Peterson.  Peterson must have gone into the judge’s chambers, out the door, down the hall, down the steps, into the garage—he wasn’t hanging around.  He not only fled the courtroom he fled the scene.  That was in December of 1994.  I was cited for contempt.  Contempt can be anything they want it to be. 

When you push them that hard you force their hand.  They act.  When they act, you react against that.  That's the dynamic.  We're supposed to be under the rule of civil law.  Civil law is that no matter what the conflict is, it can be handled in a civil way.  That has been taken out of the system.  The guards are coming and forming protective rings around these murderers and thieves within the judiciary.  What I'm doing is not civil, it's military.  I'm physically confronting them—not violently—physically confronting them to force their hand.  But you have to know when you're pushing them that you're pushing in the right direction, because if you don't, of course, they will snag you on any little thing to jerk you out of what you're doing.  But the solution is simply doing what I'm doing.  I’ve often said if I had just a couple hundred people, we would start going to the courthouses.  I would set up meetings in each county.

“People, if you've been victimized by any judges or public officials, come forward and say their names.”  If you will say their names in public and there is a public awareness, then have that group act on it, going down and confronting that public official.  A group of 200.  You confront them not only in their courtrooms but you confront them wherever you see them. 

“Judge, come here.  We want to talk to you about this corruption that’s going on in the court system.”  They have nothing behind which to hide.  They're cowards.  They flee.  But to get people to come together with this common purpose and the determination to see it through, so far, is beyond my talents.  No one is getting paid.  But what they and their posterity stand to lose is incalculable.  I thought when I got arrested and they did these things, early on, that there would be this tremendous outcry.  I thought people wouldn't stop knocking on my door.

“Roger, what can we do?  How can we help?”  But they run off like barnyard chickens!  They put their heads in the sand and are just quiet!  Then, all these people, when they're at some gathering they're strutting and striding around telling you how important they are and they've done this and they've done that.  But when you watch what they do, they have no fight in them at all!  They're totally, completely domesticated, and like any other domestic animal, it will not fight the hand that feeds it.  The evil that has crept into our body politic is that we've all become so domesticated that we don't want any kind of disruption in our lives.  Most people want to stay right around the chicken coop, near the feedbag.  They're conditioned to this.  They're dependent.  

When Christ said ‘be in it but not of it,’ that's what he meant.  This is a commercial culture that we're in.  If you become of it, you become completely controlled by it so that everything you do is money-based.  When it's money-based, ask yourself. 

“Who's controlling that money system?”  Well, it’s the courtroom that’s controlling and protecting that money system.  Who’s at the center of that court system controlling it?  Well, here's this big melanoma, Milton Brown.  If you do not take that out, it will absolutely kill—and it has killed—the body politic.  People don't realize it yet but I can tell you it's dead as far as any civil rights you think you have.  What we’ve done is we've dropped a bomb down a smokestack because if they arrest me they have to take me into that courtroom.  

“You!  I’ll arrest you!!”  They threaten and most people are fearful. 

“No, no don't arrest me!” they say.  To me, it’s an integral part of my strategy.

“Please!  Arrest me!  Take me in!”  When officer McMullen arrested me I warned him.  

“You’re making a big mistake McMullen.”  

“Oh you really scare me Weidner,” he sneered.  Then we got into court and I put him on the stand.

“Isn’t it a fact, McMullen...”  I started honing in on him.  They get like little kids.  It's all bluff and show.  When I go into a courtroom, I take over.  What they’ve done to me, what I’m saying here, they cannot open their mouths.  

“You’ve known about that and you’ve done nothing about it?”  They cannot defend their inaction.  It’s essential to get as many people involved in this as possible because of the enormity of it.  They will squish you like a bug if you try to fight them by yourself.

After chasing the former chief justice, Ed Peterson, out of the courtroom, I was arrested and taken into custody but quickly released.  The trial was scheduled for March of 1995 in judge Dorothy Baker's courtroom.  Dorothy Baker looks like a spawned out singer in some downtown flophouse bar.  Mid-to-late forties, heavy smoker, very lined face.  She may have been a dishwater blonde at one time and probably was attractive but she has a wasted look to her.  Judge Ed Peterson, like judge Lee Johnson, wouldn’t show up to testify.  So, the only witness they brought in was Rick Megolanes, the guard.

“You didn’t leave the courtroom when instructed to do so,” he said.

“Well, Megolanes, you're aware of this corruption and you've done nothing about it.”  He got very quiet.  

“Well, you're aware of this corruption.  I've given you papers about this.”  

“Yes...”  

“You've done nothing about it?”  

“No.”  And so, he knows about the corruption and was not denying it.  And, of course, Baker convicted me of contempt for not leaving judge Peterson’s courtroom.   But it was just on Megolanes testimony alone that I was convicted.  When she set the sentencing I came in with a crowd of another 35 or 40 people.  I saw a lot of police cars.  They were all around outside when we showed up there.   Some of the people with me reported that there were at least 65 cops in and around the building and 3 or more snipers on the roof.  Baker came into the courtroom

“Have you read the reports, Mr. Weidner?”  There is always a pre-sentence report that is prepared.

“Dorothy, these are sham proceedings.  You make your record.  I’m here to make mine.”  She sentenced me to 3 years bench probation and a psychiatric evaluation.  She also told me not to come into the courthouse except on court business.  That was the restriction.

“This courtroom is closed!”  BANG went the gavel and she ran down the stairs back into her chambers.  

“The courtroom is NOT closed.  People do not leave this courtroom.” I said.  I took one of the fellows with me.

“Go over and hold that door open.”  So he went over and held the door and this security guard Rick Megolanes, looking like a little boy who had lost his mother, was standing there looking through the door.  I had this group of 30 people there and I was basically conducting a grand jury proceeding.  I told them I was the foreman of a special grand jury and I started speaking on the record in that courtroom about all this corruption while Baker was hiding in her chambers.  All of a sudden the door to the jury room opens up.  It reminded me of when I was a kid, down at the coast.  There was a kind of a fish, a flounder fish, a perch.  It gave birth to live babies.  They’d sorta spurt out, one, then another and so on. I looked up and—pop, then pop, pop—12 red-faced police officers had been hiding in the jury room.  In single file they emerged from the jury room, silently, and walked out the courtroom exit.  Everything stopped and everybody watched.  We were very orderly people sitting there and me speaking.  They thought this terrorist was going to take over.  About that time judge Baker reentered the courtroom all disheveled, looking like she’d been shot out of a cannon.

“I've named you judge Baker,” I said, “for aiding and abetting.  This is treason what's going on in this courtroom!”  Judge Baker held up her hand.

“Oh I'm guilty of treason.  I'm guilty—“  She was standing there in her robe, not sitting behind the bench.  Lou Beres, president of the Christian Coalition was standing there watching this go on, his mouth open in disbelief.  We had overflown the court and there was no resistance.  There was no authority figure up there holding us under control.  It just completely broke down. 

“Let’s leave people,” I said and we walked out into the corridor.  There were at least 20 police officers down each side of the hall.  They all had egg all over their faces because of what had just gone on in that courtroom.  

“Officers, all I've been trying to do for the last 5 years is come into this courtroom and make a record, something I have an absolute right to do, and I'm being arrested by you police officers on the order of these corrupt judges protecting these thieving attorneys!”  I call it the blank cow look.  Have you seen cows out in a field?  They just look at you, just a blank stare.  

“Are you in charge?”  I asked the sergeant.  He did not want to talk to me because he had nothing to say.  They try to create a posturing but once you break through that and they have to start answering questions they can’t do it.  He just turned and walked away.  Baker had sentenced me to 3 years bench probation but bench probation is a sham.  You don’t have to report to anybody so I didn’t pay any attention to it.  

By this time there were guards at the doors to the courthouse.  When I first started going in there were no guards or airport type security.  April of 1995 I came into the courthouse to file some papers, and I was arrested.  They kept me a short time, maybe overnight.  I was brought back into Baker’s courtroom.

“I thought I told you not to come into the courthouse.”  

“But you said except on court business.”  

“Well, I'm ordering you not to come into the courthouse.  Do everything by mail.”  She wanted to keep me out of the courthouse.  She got nervous.  She told me not to issue any subpoenas.  When you're a defendant in a criminal case you can issue as many subpoenas as you want to and you don't have to pay any fees.  Any time they would come after me, prosecute me criminally, I would issue 2 or 3 hundred subpoenas.  I'd issue all the members of the House of Representatives, all the state senators, judges, everyone I could think of.  I would give them a subpoena to get them nervous. 

In May of 1995 I gathered a group of people at the house to go out and citizens’ arrest property manager Ken Beople for trespassing.  We were going to take back that $25 million Tri-City Industrial Park in Tualatin.  Tualatin is a suburb of Portland and the industrial park is a Kettleberg asset.  I went out with this group of people and I called the Tualatin police department to let them know I was going to be out there.  They showed up.  There was a sheriff's car there too.  

“This property belongs to Kettleberg.  Brown forged the papers and stole the property.  I'm going to arrest Ken Beople here.”  The officers were the about the age of my kids, late 20's to early 30's.  I was way over their heads.  The way I was talking, as a former prosecutor, I could tell they were a little bit thrown off.  

“Well, how ‘bout if we give him a ticket?” they said to me. 

“For trespassing?”  

“Yes.”  Ken Beople—his eyes were out of focus.   When the officer said that he would give him a ticket for trespassing on the land he had been managing for 11 years he became totally disoriented because he couldn’t comprehend what was happening to him.  So, Beople was scheduled to appear June 7th in the Washington County courthouse.  I then went to Milton Brown's office and gave him $40 and a subpoena.  

“You're going to prison Brown.”  He stood there looking at me, ashen-faced.  The $40 is a witness fee.  If you don't pay them a witness fee they don't have to show up.  I was going to arraign Ken Beople in that courthouse on June 7th and I was going to arrest Milton Brown when he came into that courthouse.  I had this big crowd of people standing outside at the Washington County courthouse. 

 “Now people, when you go into this courthouse, if there is any resistance, you just say, ‘Let him speak!’”  I started seeing these heads, sheriff's deputies, all around.  I thought they were heads of security trying to intimidate me.  All of a sudden one comes up to me.

“Weidner?”

“Yes?”

“You're under arrest.”  Click.  The cuffs went on.  Uuuhh!  

“No-o-o!”  My frustration was I wanted to go into that courtroom!  The main entry way of Washington County courthouse is on the east side.  Around on the north side about halfway down the building is the entrance into the jail.  So off I went and Mother and the train of people were following me down the sidewalk.  

“What's the meaning of this?!” demanded my mother.  We have her on film doing this.  Some of the officers did come out of the jail entrance and they got taken on by the crowd.  

“What are you doing?  We want to see the warrant!”  Dal Ferry and others were laying it to them.  I didn’t see that but I saw it on the film.  So, I was taken down to Multnomah county.  I was arrested on the orders of judge Baker for a probation violation because I had issued a subpoena to Milton Brown 10 days earlier.  There was a warrant for my arrest for a probation violation.  This is how vicious they are.  They gave me a court-appointed attorney, this little gal that had been practicing for less than 6 months.  I was using her because I needed to have someone to file papers.  I was held from June 7th until July 16th in the Justice Center, a little over a month.  

While I was in jail there I was cited by police Lieutenant Roy Butler of the Battleground Police Department in Battleground, Washington for simulating process.  Butler has that kind of a grown-up football-player look to him.  Crewcut, mid-forties. 

“We're not gonna have any of that crap around here...crap goin' on...”  Tough guy.  Pretty good shape but not very bright.  I had subpoenaed him to a Common Law Grand Jury hearing.  The jury wanted him to come and testify concerning the Battleground Mobile Home Park, a Kettleberg asset.  

When we went to court in July on this probation violation my court-appointed attorney went with me and I had the crowd of people there.  I was brought in heavily guarded in one of those prison suits, cuffed until we entered the courtroom.  I fired her as we walked through the door into Dorothy Baker’s courtroom, so I could represent myself.  

“All stand,” the bailiff entoned when judge Baker entered the courtroom.  The people did not stand up.

“He just fired me!” she complained.  She was this little attorney.

“Well, I want to make a record here!”  I had all my files. 

“I'm canceling the hearing to have you examined to see if you can aid and assist in your own defense,” Baker responded.  

“No!  I want to make a recor—”  I was forced down, face down, on the council table by the guards.  They put the handcuffs on behind me and Mother started to come up. 

“You stay back or you'll get arrested too!” the guards warned her.  I was hustled out of there.  Baker left the courtroom when they started shouting at her.  

“You're gonna pay for this Baker!  This is tyranny!”  Ed Snook said as he left the courtroom.  All the people that were in the court were yelling.

“This is tyranny!  This is tyranny!  Let him speak!”  

I was returned to a jail cell and held again awaiting this mental examination.  They sent over this psychologist named Falder Colby.  Falder Colby is about 6 foot one.  If you just saw him standing someplace he kinda looks like Goober, on Gomer Pyle.  He'd wear these glasses and try to sound like he was intelligent but you could tell he was a politically correct psychologist, who was hired by the state to do all of their bought and paid for analysis.  When they took me from the jail bay, the general population, to the examiner, I had to go through a strip search.  You know what a strip search is—everything they strip—to go through the indignity of that—and he broke that up into 3 meetings so I had to go through 3 strip searches going to these 3 meetings.  The first thing he did is he read me my Miranda warnings.  He was supposed to be my psychologist.  You have a doctor/client privilege, like a priest/client privilege, so that you can speak fully and he can't be compelled to say what he was told in confidence.  He was supposed to be helping me figure out how to get out of the predicament.  But instead, he's coming and reading me my Miranda rights, like a cop!  He would not allow me to speak freely.  He kept interrupting, asking questions and writing things down.  He kept not listening to what I was trying to tell him.  

The time came for the hearing to decide whether I could even assist in my own defense for violating my 3-year bench probation by issuing a subpeona to Milton Brown.  By now it was late July or early August of 1995.  Fred Lenzer was prosecuting and I was representing myself.  Lenzer called Falder Colby to the stand.  

“Have you examined Mr. Weidner?” 

“Yes...” 

“And what is your diagnosis?”  

“Well, I find that Mr. Weidner has a persecutorial delusion.  He thinks that these judges are corrupt.”  He testified that because I have this delusion I am incapable of aiding and assisting in my own defense.  

“Now, Mr. Weidner, you may cross-examine.”  I asked him several preliminary questions then came to the crux of the matter.

 “Colby, isn't it a fact that the only reason you stated that I have a persecutorial delusion is because you personally do not believe that those judges are corrupt?  Isn't that a fact?!!”  His eyes got real big.

“Ye-e-s...”  BANG!!  Baker slammed down her gavel. 

“I'm sentencing you for no longer than 180 days to the maximum security ward of the Oregon state insane asylum in Salem, Oregon.” BANG, went her gavel a second time and she fled the courtroom.  180 days was the maximum for contempt.  Of course, she was trying to get me salted away, that I'm nuts, because I was doing all these crazy things.  She wanted to revoke the probation and make it jail time. Baker copied Ellis’ technique.  She ordered me out of the courthouse except on business but when I came in on business I was arrested.  

So, I was chained up, shackled up, hand and foot, put in a van, and driven down to Center Street in Salem.  I was brought into an area similar to a military depot.  It's nicer than jail.  The problem was that the rooms were very noisy.  

“I do not want to have any needles stuck in me,” I told this Beverly Brylski the head doctor in charge.  She's an attractive woman in her mid-to-late forties, very prissy and businesslike.  She decides whether or not you are competent.  

“You say I have these delusions,” I said to her.  “What am I delusional about?  A delusion is a belief not based on fact.  What belief do I have that's not based on fact?” 

“Well, I'm just gonna write down whatever you say,” she replied.  One morning I was told not to eat anything because there was going to be a blood draw.  

“There's not going to be a blood draw.  I have a doctor that will come in if that's necessary.”  I went back to my cell to get a phone number and all of a sudden these 4 big goons appeared, held me down and a nurse came in with her bag and drew blood.  Other times I was shackled up and walked under Center Street.  On each side of Center Street there are state buildings connected by underground passages.  I was walked from the one on the south side to the one on the north side and up into a doctor's office.  They put electrodes on a table, electrodes on my head and flashed lights in my eyes.  On another occasion I was bundled up, chained hand and foot and taken downtown to a doctor’s office for a catscan.  They walked me through a reception area where people sat wide-eyed, looking at my chains.  No name tags on the medical personnel.

“What’s you name?”  No answer.  I thought they were gonna cook my brain in that catscan. 

I met a few lucid people in the nuthouse.  I could have discussions with some of them.  The one right next to my cell was strange.  Martyr.  He changed his name to Robert Martyr.  Shortly after I got out of the District Attorney's office in the late ‘70’s I was appointed attorney for him.  He was charged with a murder.  When I first met him in jail—his eyes—obviously he had problems.  I went over with the police officers to the house in SE Portland and looked around where the event took place.  It was a boarding house and apparently some neighbors came up to the door and were complaining about something.  He pulled a gun and shot them.  They had a sanity hearing and they found that he was insane.  He went to the insane asylum on that sanity hearing and he'd been there for twenty years.  All of a sudden I looked in the next cell and it’s Martyr.  He’s still there.  I mentioned that to him.  He would try to befriend and he'd been there so long he had a full house.  Everything was like a home there.  He had books.  I would go down and look at the encyclopedias.  I always like to read history.  Almost all those were underlined, this heavy underlining by Martyr.  But he would be so contentious.  If I said the slightest thing he'd just fly into a rage. 

“Ok, give me back...!!” so I tried to keep a distance from him.

There were no other political prisoners there at that time though Bill Mayhar, a political activist and brilliant Constitutional scholar, went to the same place a few years later.  One of the staff told me some news one day.

“Judge Baker called today,” he said. 

“When will Roger be able to come home?” Baker asked.   

“He was able to come home the day he arrived,” he said to her.  So, they all knew what was going on.

My supporters organized a big demonstration out in front of the State Capitol and outside of the mental institution, down on the street.  They had a big crowd protesting my incarceration.  Alan Gustafson from the Statesman Journal, Salem’s largest newspaper, came also and I scored a couple of front page covers on the Statesman Journal.  I was all bundled up in chains but it wasn't bad what they wrote.  The major media—Portland’s largest newspaper, The Oregonian, local TV news stations—they wouldn’t touch it.  One of my supporters, Yvonne Heinrichs, a grandmother activist from Salem, drove round and round the building, day after day, with signs plastered all over her van.  FREE ROGER WEIDNER  AND ALL POLITICAL PRISONERS.  Her son had been convicted on spurious evidence and sentenced to 9 years in prison for a sexual abuse charge.  She said she was just an outdoor woman before that, busy in her garden until her son got put away, then she came to life and started getting active.  She had big red, white and blue bunting on her van and some pictures of me—old ones when I was in the service—prominently displayed on the side.  Ed Snook, editor-in-chief of the Oregon Observer newspaper, arranged to have a skywriter come.  The skywriter was the old-fashioned kind where the plane actually writes in the sky rather than pulling a banner.  They wrote ROGER up in the sky and it’s on video, Roger in the sky.  

I became a regular guest on the Jamison White talkshow calling on a payphone from the nuthouse.  The show emanated from Portland but was broadcast nationwide.  For 40 days I talked to Jamison White every day for at least 15 minutes.  One time he called judge Dorothy Baker on the air while I was on the other line and she picked up the phone. 

“Hello?  Yes?”  

“Judge Baker?  This is Jamison White on talk radio in Portland and we have Roger Weidner on the line—“  

Click!  He got pulled off the air shortly after that.

I was also interviewed by Inside Edition.  It was a nationally syndicated program.  I got to see it when it aired.  They edited a lot out of it.  There was just a very brief blip.  I think I saw it in the nuthouse so it would have been some time before October 16th.  They did not show the skywriter or Yvonne.  

I filed a petition for a Writ of Habeas Corpus and the court appointed an attorney for me, Steve Gorman, a man in his mid-forties.  He interviewed me at the nuthouse.  I was taken down into the Marion County courthouse, shackled and chained, into the courtroom of Marion County presiding judge Paul Lipscomb.  They had a huge crowd down there.  When I entered the courtroom it was packed.  The first motion that was heard was a motion to dismiss my petition for a Writ of Habeas Corpus.  You could just feel the tension in there.  Everyone knew they were trying to sock me away for good.  

“Motion denied.”  There was so much pressure on the judge he denied the motion.  I got on the stand, shackled, sworn and I testified about all this corruption.  Judge Lipscomb sat there beet red.  When I finished he asked state defense attorney Kathleen Cegla.  

“Any questions?” 

“No questions,” she replied meekly.  Ed Snook took the stand.

“Was it as bad as Weidner said?” my attorney asked.

“It was worse,” Ed replied. 

“Any questions?” the judge asked Cegla.  

“No questions.”  My previous court-appointed attorney was also called as a witness to indicate the circumstances under which judge Baker sentenced me to the insane asylum.

“We still have the Writ of Habeas Corpus in this country,” judge Lipscomb ruled and he granted my writ.  So I was cut loose, brought back up to Portland, kept overnight in the drunk tank then brought the next day, the 16th of October, into Baker's courtroom.  This time the crew from channel 12 was in the jury box.  They had a tripod and were filming the whole thing.  It had an obvious effect.  I don’t know who called them to come down.  The only times I received attention from the major media were when I was disbarred or thrown in the nuthouse.  

Baker looked totally different.  She spent some time at the beauty parlor to get up for this.  She was all coiffured and saying that she sent me down there for my own good or something.  I was having some medical problems compounded by stress.  That compromises you when you have medical pain.  Baker asked me if I would comply with something.  I said I would comply with whatever it was because my attorney warned me that if I didn’t they might send me back to jail.  I'd served 100 and some odd days of her sentence but I still had time.  She could still send me back so I didn't say anything.  I was released mid-October of 1995.  
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