CHAPTER TEN

In December, 2000, I wanted to do the same thing at the Tri-County Mobile Home Park, another Kettleberg asset in Clackamas, that we had done in Tualatin at the Tri-City Industrial Park.  Only this time, not arrest anyone, just take over the park, set up an office and divert the rental money flow into a trust.  So Jesse and I decided to do it.  

“Ok Roger, you handle the legal and I'll handle the political.”  He tried to get Janette to sign it over but she refused.

“Well, I'll just give you part of mine,” I said.  So, we went out to that park with about 20 people.  We notified the sheriffs and the police department that we were going out there to do it and when we showed up there was no resistance.  The park has 100 mobile homes paying $300 a month space rent so that is a $30,000 cash flow.  We parked Will Gaston’s trailor on there naming it the Offices of Roger Weidner, Janette Kent and Jesse Lott.  We took over.  

Jesse and Lou Sutton went to work on their own remodeling, going around and talking to the tenants.  Lou Sutton is 70 years old and hails from Scapoose out on the Columbia River.  He’s bald, good-looking guy, 5’10, ordinary frame, you can tell he works with his hands.  He made his living remodeling 11 houses that he rented and sold.  Lou is a hard-working guy.  Very responsible.  Very civic-minded.  Upset about what’s going on and doing something about it.  I met him about 5 years ago when I was someplace speaking to a group and he became interested in what I was saying.  He’s been very supportive of what we’ve been doing fighting this corruption.  

I think Jesse thought he had an inside track because of his political clout and because he was tied in with Kennemer, chairman of the Clackamas county Board of Commissioners.   He has a good rapport out there.  Jesse was going to run that on his own, collect the rents, but he was not consulting with me on how he was handling this.  Because of the stress of all this, any time somebody takes on a responsibility to do something I support him unless I see that he’s going just totally, completely in the wrong direction.  Jesse and Lou were there constantly for about 3 months and that was great.  They got one of these trailors fixed up really nice inside and turned it into an office.  He wasn’t getting all the rents, he was getting only a few of them.  Most of the people were still paying the rent to Brown.  Jesse and Lou went to Brown’s office to speak with Brown but he wouldn't talk to them. 

Finally, 4 months later Milton Brown filed an FED action to get Jesse out of there.  That's a landlord's action against a tenant.  I thought, because of the clout that had built up,  no judge would hear it. May 8th it was heard in judge Herndon's courtroom out in Clackamas county.  I was stunned.  Herndon had no business hearing that case at all because he had been affidavited and because he had been involved previously with the Kettleberg case. Herndon used to be a trial attorney.  He’s about 5 foot 10, makes a good personal appearance, but very treacherous and very corrupt. 

 
There was a crowd of us there.  Jesse didn't consult with me at all.  He was going to handle this thing on his own.  He was talking to Gustafson more than he was talking to me.  Terry Gustafson is the former District Attorney of Clackamas County.  Jesse’s strategy was to file a complaint against Herndon just a few minutes before he went into the courtroom on this hearing, thinking that would back Herndon off.  But when he went into the court he was not prepared to deal with Herndon coming down on him.  Ordinarily, when a lay person is acting as his own attorney the judge will be considerate.  Herndon wasn't being considerate.  Herndon was snapping at him because he wasn't asking questions, he was making statements.  

“NO, that's not how you do this!!”  So, I wrote up some questions and had Jesse call me as a witness and ask me these questions.  He asked me the questions that I'd given him about this and about the documents.

“All these documents that have been signed and entered in this case are in furtherance of this fraud on the court and on the Kettleberg estate.  They have no credibility at all,” I said.  I went through these documents naming them, the document and who signed it, and what was the date of it.  One of the documents was Herndon's own document!  Herndon didn't say anything when I called his own document a fraud.  He should have recused himself.  There was no way in the world he could hear this case.  I was laying out this whole story again, on the record, sworn testimony and when I finished Herndon asked Charles Markley, Milton Brown’s attorney, if he had any questions.  

“No questions.”  

So, I'm giving sworn, undisputed testimony about the fraud and criminal conduct of Markley’s client, there is no evidence to the contrary and Michael Gentry, their only witness, was impeached.  Gentry had been the attorney for one of the Personal Representatives, Carolyn Brune.  When Herndon got up and left the court for a minute Jesse turned to confront Gentry.

“You're a no good rotten thief, Gentry!  Deny it!”  And he stood silent.  Gentry froze up.  Judge Herndon awarded Brown $24,000 in fees against Jesse and the tenants are paying their rent to Brown.  I spoke to Jesse about it.  

“When you get into a fight you NEVer show weakness when you're hit.  You go on the attack!”  I counseled him to go back after Herndon.  Name him.  What I want him to do is to file a racketeering complaint against Herndon, Brown and Markley and go into the court with 100 people and do the same thing I've done, just lay this whole thing out on a Summary Judgment motion.  That's the strategy he should follow.  But they all follow their own instincts and only ask me when they get upside down some place.  He should go after them right away because they have no defense. 

 
The next issue of the Oregon Observer went out to all the judges with a picture of judge Herndon on the front page.  Brown showed up at the mobile home park a few weeks later and was selling Jesse’s trailor, the one they remodeled, as abandoned property.  He has absolutely no legal right to do that.  When I saw Brown coming on the property I went down to him with a group and publicly condemned him. 

“This is Milton Brown, he’s a shameless treacherous thief.  He murdered his partner, forged the documents, he’s wiped out every partner he’s ever had…” and he was just tweeking, twitching back and forth while I said this about him.  He had his auctioneer with him.  

“If you come down to number 8 Brown I’m going to arrest you,” I said.

I went down to number 8, went in and called the sheriff’s office and said I was going to perform a citizen's arrest.  They said to call 911 and then Sergeant Johnson from the Gladstone police department showed up.  Johnson is mid-forties, gray/blond hair, 5-10 maybe 180 pounds, has kind of a drill sergeant persona about him.  He tries to project that hard edge military type.  When Johnson arrived with another police officer down there at number 8 I told him that I was going to arrest Milton Brown for murder and theft.  He was writing this down. 

“You’re not going to arrest anyone or I’ll arrest you,” he said. 

“Listen Johnson, I’m a former prosecutor.  I didn’t ask you for your advice.  I just asked you to come down here and stand by.”  So that kinda backed him off a little bit.  I went over to Brown and I grabbed him by the arm. 

“I’m arresting you Milton Brown for the murder of Don Kettleberg and the theft of that property,” and his eyes—I’ve known the guy for 30 years and I’ve never seen his eyes because they’re right down in the corner of his nose.  When they’re real crooked like that they won’t look at you.  They always look down.  You cannot get eye contact with a thief because he cannot look at you because he’s lying.  You have to be a very accomplished attorney to lie with your eyes open.  Of course, an attorney is usually not lying, he’s getting someone else to do it.  I was kind of fascinated to see what color his eyes actually were.  He’s a Shylock.  If you want to know about Milton Brown read The Merchant of Venice and you’ve got a picture of Milton Brown.  These little beady eyes, he’s had his nose bobbed, he’s had his ears laid back, he’s had a hair transplant to make himself look ordinary, but if you saw him in his natural configuration he would be bald, big out ears, long pointed nose— an absolute Shylock—and these Eurasian eyes, slightly slanted back, a kind of unusual gray color, like a wolf’s eyes.  So I arrested Milton Brown and then Brown ran around and hid behind Sergeant Johnson.  

“You stay away from me!  You stay away from me!” he says standing back behind Johnson, looking over his shoulder while Johnson’s talking to me.  I wasn’t intending on taking Brown into custody.  

 “Did you get pictures of all this?” I asked one of my supporters.  Someone bought #8 and then they went to another unit, number 2, to auction that off.  I  was pointing out Brown.

“He’s stealing this one too,” and just making these statements to intimidate him.  I’m fascinated by Milton Brown because of his genealogy and what he represents.  Milton Brown is the antithesis of everything that I believe in and the epitome of a miser.  Everything for him is money.  Everything is bought and paid for.  He is totally devoid of any kind of moral conscience at all.  That fascinates me that he has been able to corrupt to the extent that he has, to the extent that our culture has become a money culture.  He is the center.  He has the whole state, the whole court system, the state government circling and protecting him.  He is what the laws are written to protect us against.  It’s completely upside-down.  The thought that that little viper could do that is just mind-boggling.  I had no idea when I became involved in this.  I thought, naively, that once I exposed some of this they would be forced to break loose.  Instead, there’s been this coalescing around him by the whole system.   

We left out of the Tri-County Mobile Home Park and there were 2 police cars parked about a block away with 4 officers in each one.  They were waiting as back-up in case something happened.  We went down to the Gladstone Police Department to report to chief of police King because I’d told King previously what was going on.  King is about 5 foot 10, bald, cuts his hair short, pug-nosed, looks like he had maybe been a boxer at one time.  He has that small face, fairly husky fella, maybe 180 lbs.  When I’d spoken with him before he was a little bit nervous talking to me, but not threatening at all in our previous conversation.  Now I was back to tell him that Johnson threatened me with arrest.  We walked in and asked for King.  He came around the outside and Johnson was with him.  I started to explain to him what I was doing, arresting, and that I was threatened by Johnson.  

“Well I’ve read all that stuff that you submitted and it’s a bunch of crap Weidner,”  he said. 

“Well King, it is not a bunch of crap.  I’ve testified to this in court repeatedly and…”  Glaring, with Johnson standing by his side, he interrupted me. 

“You’re full of shit Weidner.”  I couldn’t believe it.  

“Well, you’re obviously very corrupt King and in the pocket of Milton Brown,” I said, “but you’re not very smart King because you’re saying this in front of all these witnesses here,” and we left.  I went over to the city council and said that I wanted to speak at the next council meeting, which was coming up on June 11th.  Gladstone.  I showed up out there on the appointed day with 8 to 10 people.  I’d asked King to show up and he showed up.  Retired Marion county sheriff Jack Utterback and his wife Dixie showed up also.  When they called my name I got up in front of that council, said who I was, pointed to King and said what I did out there. 

“We will not tolerate this kind of corruption by our public employees.  A paid public employee is down here to protect innocent people…” and he was sitting there beet red while I was doing this to him.  And then when I got through Mother walked up to him.

“You should be ashamed of yourself!” and that was that.  He didn’t say a word.
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