CHAPTER FOUR

In late 1991, early 1992 we went into federal court with the racketeering complaint against Lindstedt and Brown.   We had early on requested that Lindstedt amend this belated lawsuit that Carolyn Brune had filed against Brown in September/October of 1988 after Kent won.  We wanted Lindstedt to amend that complaint to include a racketeering complaint against Brown.  Because that case was 3 years old, it was of long standing and was due to go to trial soon.  There had been no action on it.   It was cover for her.  That was the whole purpose of it, the reason it was filed.    

“I have no authority to amend the complaint to include a racketeering complaint against Brown,” Lindstedt said.  Later on we threatened him.

“Resign or be named in racketeering complaint!”  When he wouldn’t resign we filed a federal racketeering complaint against him and Brown.  As soon as we filed, Lindstedt amended Brune’s complaint adding what they call an O.R.I.C.O. (Oregon Racketeering Influence Corrupt Act) complaint against Brown.  What he said he had no authority to do, he did.  

When we went into federal court judge Rettin ruled that this had all been handled, all been heard by judge Johnson.  

After that we went into the court of judge Malcom Marsh.  I had a group of maybe 40 people there up in the old court building in downtown Portland, big majestic federal courts like the temples of Babylon.  Janette’s attorney Nick Albrecht was at the council table.  Marsh came swirling into that courtroom.  They swirl their robes around when they take their seats to create a tension and to try to show authority and mastery.  It is ungodly.  You can’t get any more ungodly than our judicial system. 

“This has been heard many, many, many times before,” said judge Marsh, “and I’m going to recount that on this time it was heard by judge Johnson, and it was heard by judge Rettin…”  

“Well, obviously it’s been heard,” you would say if you looked at the paper.  But those are just words on paper.  They have nothing to do with the facts in the case.  And that’s what’s so hard to get through to people.

In the core of a racketeering complaint, there is a criminal enterprise.  There is a mission that is undertaken that is the enterprise.  There are players that are involved in that enterprise to carry out some illegitimate, illegal end.  And so you name what the enterprise is, to steal this or do that, convert this, whatever it is, name the enterprise, what it is and who the parties are.  

“Where’s the enterprise Mr. Albrecht?  Where’s the enterprise?” he demanded and Albrecht could hardly even speak.  His tongue stuck to the side of his mouth and he was making these gagging, gurgling sounds.  Marsh was obviously hostile.  It’s so frustrating to me.  What I’m describing is just blatant criminal conduct that people go to jail for all the time that is not a hundredth as serious as these charges that I’m making.  But because it is so open and there are so many involved in it, no matter what you say in the courtroom, no matter what the facts are, you’re going to lose.  

Albrecht was intimidated by Marsh and he basically fumbled it.  Lindstedt moved to dismiss our complaint claiming the opposite to the judge that he’d said to us.

“Your honor, I am the Personal Representative of the Kettleberg estate and as such I am the only person with the authority to bring a racketeering complaint against Milton Brown.”  Marsh went along protecting the good ol’ boys and granted Lindstedt’s motion to dismiss. 

I was coming out of the courthouse library one day a few months later and I saw officer Sein, who works as a security guard in the Multnomah county courthouse.

“Hi, no hard feelings,” I said, because he'd been giving me a hard time down there.  

“Weidner?” he says.

“Yes…”

“Well I can't let you go.  I have a warrant for your arrest.”  

“Signed by whom?” 

“By Ellis.”  This was the upshot of Londer's directive to report me to judge Ellis.  Sein called but they couldn't find it on their computer so he let me go.  This was March of 1992.  When I got home I called judge Ellis.  I've known him for 30 years.  He used to be very friendly.  Not any more, of course.  I called his office. 

“Judge Ellis?”  

“Yes?”  

“Ellis, this is Roger Weidner.  Have you signed an order for my arrest?”

“Yes.”

“On what basis did you sign that?”

“I have reports that you are causing a disturbance down in Presiding Court.”

“Well, I want a hearing on that right now.”  Since he had an order for my arrest I had a right to insist on an immediate hearing.  If an arrest warrant is issued there has to be an underlying supporting document that states the reason for the arrest.  I was reportedly creating a disturbance in violation of his orders to stay out of the courthouse except on business.

“Well, I'm short of staff and I can't find my file.”

“Judge Ellis, are you aware that Janette Kent's godfather is a retired US District Court judge?”

“Are you threatening me Weidner?”  I detected a warning in the tone of his voice.

“I'm not threatening you, I'm just stating a fact.”  Janette’s godfather’s identity is a well kept secret because we were afraid that they would bump him off.  Because he was a higher power figure he could exert some pressure on the court.  They thought that he would instigate an investigation and compel the FBI to become involved. 

I prepared a motion, a Show Cause order, for judge Ellis to appear in Presiding Court and show cause why that warrant should not be withdrawn.  Again I came in with a crowd of people.  Judge Frank Bearden was now sitting in the Presiding Court.  Frank Bearden is a dapper looking guy, probably in his mid-fifties.  Bright.  Sharp.  A good-looking male and he has kind of a diffident personality.  He doesn't have a thrusting personality.  

And so we were sitting there waiting, I had 30 people with me, one fellow brought a video camera and no judge was coming out.  All of a sudden, BAM!  The doors flew open and in came these 4 sheriff’s deputies.

“Weidner?”

“Yes?”  One of the deputies grabbed my hand and shoved it up behind my back.

“Well, I'm just wanting to make a record!”

“No!  You're under arrest!” and out we went.  The cameraman was filming this.  As they were taking me out the door I spoke into the camera.

“I'm being arrested.”  

“What are you being arrested for?” asked the cameraman.

“Because of my work on the Kettleberg case.”  

Down the corridor we went, hand up behind my back, along the east wall down to the end and around the corner and if you've ever gone the wrong way down a one-way street you know the reaction that I was watching.  People were just literally falling away on both sides.  

“What are you arresting him for?” inquired my friend Jim Kight as he made a big motion to step aside.  This time I was in there 21 days, 6 days in solitary.
When they arrest you they ordinarily put you in a concrete bunker first, with your handcuffs on.  They make it uncomfortable.  Initially, you're in an uncomfortable position.  You're anxious to get out of there and so you are accommodating.  In the second phase they put you into a holding cell.  You're not handcuffed but the temperature is uncomfortably cold and you're just in your street clothes.  You get a single blanket.  You're always shifting and turning and you're very anxious to get out of there.  And so you become very compliant.  When they took me out of there they placed me in maximum security in one of those little cells where they put the most violent criminals.  It was in a protective bay and there are only 3 cells in that bay.  I was given only one hour out each day, to shower basically.  My food was slid under the door on a tray.  It wasn’t solitary.  Inmates could speak in between cells and in the other 2 cells one was taunting the other calling him the freeway raper.  

“Freeway raper!  Freeway raper!” he chanted mockingly..

“You #%&@$#&% !!” the other cursed and growled back.

“Freewa-a-y raper!  Freewa-a-y raper!” in a singsong voice.

“Why you #+%&$@# !!”  They kept this going back and forth and I couldn't sleep.  I was there from March 9 until I was released April 1st of 1992.  

I started going around the city circulating handbills through all the business districts, passing out flyers with pictures and a political cartoon.  ‘This is what's happening.  They're stealing down there in the court.’  I got a call from pastors Helen and Chet Jones.  Chet is about 5 foot 10, my age, very talkative, demonstrative in his mannerisms, pleasant engaging kind of an impulsive type of a personality.  Very self-confident and somewhat naïve.  Helen had been widowed.  She professed to be a pastor too.  She was an attractive woman, kind of a busty robust type, very serious but pleasant when I met them.  They owned American Showcase.  They said they were calling me to support me.  They had bought a farm out in Beaver Creek, Oregon as a Christian retreat.  Jones bought the property from Cathy Mason, whom they met through the church.  They put down a sum of money and got a 5-year lease/option to purchase it and then started investing time and money into it.  Cathy Mason was divorced from her husband Don Calkins and in the divorce settlement the Beaver Creek property was awarded to Calkins.  He was the owner but she had possession.  When Cathy and Don divorced he moved to California.  The reason he walked away from it early on was because of the debt being more than the value of it.  There were 2 or 3 other investors also.  One had a first mortgage the other had a second mortgage.  She was trying to sell it and the agreement was that she would get any amount over and above what was owed on it.  The investors were to get back whatever their investments were.  She wanted to get out from under those payments so she had to get someone in there to fix it up and she got pigeons.  Mason said Chet Jones could lease it for 5 years and exercise the option at the end of that 5 years.  He’s a carpenter.  He and his wife Helen then started working on it tooth and nail.  

Mason was professing such a strong religious belief.

“Oh this is God's miracle work!”  Chet fell for it because he's religious too.  But when Lynn Springer, the real estate agent, signed this lease/option he used some pretense not to give Jones a copy of that agreement.  

“I need to have someone else sign off on this.” Springer says, “and I’ll get back to you.  I’ll have to bring you a copy of it because I don’t have…”  Well Chet, trusting, didn’t follow-up.  Thinking that everything was ok Chet forgot to get his copy.  So he had no way of proving that he had a lease/option.

So, they just sat back and waited while Helen was fixing up the garden and Chet was remodeling.  Cathy Mason would come out and stroke them and tell them what a wonderful job they were doing, fixing up this Christian retreat. 

Chet did about $200,000 worth of improvements on it and had about a million dollars in fixtures stored there.  Because of the work that he did the property was worth a lot more than what was owed on it.  So, Cathy and George Mason filed an FED action, what a landlord brings against a tenant, and ordered Jones off the property claiming there was no lease/option.  They claimed that he was just a tenant.  There were some hearings before I became involved.  There was a lot of wrongdoing going on by this Ken Schmidt, the crooked attorney representing Cathy Mason.  Schmidt came and grabbed some documents away from Helen in judge Pat Gilroy’s courtroom.  Gilroy is pushing 280 pounds at least, very heavily jowled.  When he talks he talks like it's just causing him all kinds of problems to get it out.  A mafiosa  kind of talk.  I think he’s intelligent but he's so corrupt.  All these events were working a hardship on Jones’ marriage.  Helen was in a situation where Chet’s father was in the store all the time and antagonism built up.  She also questioned Chet’s fidelity, suspicions broke out and their relationship wore thin.  

Calkins felt terrible because of what was being done to these pastors.  To remedy that he came up from California and sold to me, on a promissory note, his interest in the property.  Don Calkins is about 5'10, sandy blond hair, a little bit heavy.  I was still unable to get on active status with the Oregon State Bar so I couldn’t fight for the property unless I owned it and the pastors wanted me in the courtroom.  I gave Calkins a promissory note for 20 thousand dollars and he gave me a bargain-and-sale deed transferring his interest in the property to me.  I became the legal owner of the property.  So then I told Helen and Chet Jones to stay on the property because I’m the owner of it.  Officer Terrence Shaeffer came out and ran them off at gunpoint claiming that judge Alan Jack signed an order to clear the property.  I can’t believe I could be as naïve as I was.  Jack was involved early on.  He told Jones that he was the door to his property.  Jack was a central player in this.  

In June 1992 I went out there with one of Chet’s associates, Jim Gordon.  Gordon was a religious devotee of Helen and Chet Jones and hung around and worked around the store for the religious side of it.  He was in the house while I was across the street, talking to a neighbor.  As I was relating the story to the neighbor a police car pulled up.  I think the cops were just sitting down the street watching the property because I’d told the Joneses to come back.  I opened the gate, walked inside the fence and stopped.   

“Who are you?” I said to this officer standing there.

“My name is officer Shaeffer.  Who are you?”  

“Well, my name is Roger Weidner and I'm the owner of this property.”  

“I'll mace you!  I'll mace you!  You're under arrest!”  he said, putting his hand on his gun.  He arrested the two of us for trespassing.  We were held, booked and released.  After I was arrested Cathy Mason filed a trespassing complaint against me and the trial was scheduled for September 17th of 1992.  

In the meantime there were several hearings for Chet and Helen, beginning in July.  Judge Sidney Brockley had been very treacherous.  5 foot 10 or 11, blond hair, round high forehead, he kinda reminded me of Torquemada, Inquisitor-General of the Spanish Inquisition.  When he watches these events go on he has this little bit of a rocking motion while he's watching.  He will cut you to pieces too.  He'll hang you for the slightest heresy.  When you call him corrupt, that's heresy.   

Ken Schmidt was the attorney for the other side.  Ohhh, that viper!  Ken Schmidt is probably 60-years-old, kind of a mousy face, narrow set eyes, always assessing what’s going on.  He masterminded this deal to steal that property.  Schmidt is ruthless and outspoken.  You wouldn't want him to be standing around at a social event because he is overbearing in his mannerisms, talking loudly and disheveled in his appearance.  

The judge was John Lowe and the trial, which lasted several days, took place in the Clackamas County courthouse.  Lowe is about 6 foot one, soft-spoken, red jowly face.  He looks like he suffers from high blood pressure or like he's embarrassed about something.  His wife Cathy Lowe is a state Representative.  Lowe is a politically correct unprincipled attorney, who got his job because he goes along with the good-ol'-boy network.  He has that mentality.  

When Cathy came to court—ohhh, she had this horrible illness and she had to be lying flat out on the floor there in the courtroom behind the counsel table.  She was playing that she had to lie down for some reason and her husband/boyfriend, George Mason, was rolling his eyes.  The Masons claimed there was no lease/option, that Chet and Helen were renting tenants, that she gave them notice and was entitled to possession.  They said that I was claiming an interest in that property but that I had no interest in it.    

Ken Schmidt, this snake, the attorney for Cathy Mason, was asking them questions and telling them the answers under his breath during the hearing.  Judge Lowe was just sitting up there paying no attention.  

“Schmidt,” I said, “you’re not…” 

“Oh, everyone does it!”  It was a charade.  I cross-examined Cathy Mason and just devastated them.

“Isn’t it a fact that you…” she was denying the lease/option.  

“All this remodeling work that he did?”

“Yes…”    

“…and he was just doing that you think to enrich you?”


“Well I don’t know why he was doing it.  He was just fixing the place up.”  She was being evasive.

“Why would he be out there fixing the place up, doing all these capital improvements on it, if he’s just a month to month tenant?”  

“Well, I don’t know.  You’ll have to ask him that.”  That kind of answer.

At the end I was sure we had won because all the facts and evidence were so overwhelming. Chet Jones and Jim Gordon laid it all out. The private contractors, who owned the mortgages, were called as witnesses too.  The Masons and their cohorts had all been impeached.  They admitted it all though they denied signing a lease/option.  But Cathy Mason prevailed.  Judge Lowe ruled in her favor, ignoring all the evidence.  I was in a state of shocked disbelief.  

The only time that innocent honest people come to court is when something has been wrongfully taken from them.  When you’re in a corrupt system the courtroom is the shearing shed because the only time the crooks come to court is to take something!  They’ve got the system wired.  The judge’s advantage in ruling against the evidence is that he gets paid to rule against it!  Someone is paying him off.  Also, because it’s so unusual the kind of thing I’m doing, and I’m under so much stress, I often don’t have the time to compile detailed questions.  Just to get the event to happen takes so much energy.  It’s very fatiguing.  

After the hearing Schmidt offered me his hand to shake.  

“I do not shake hands with thieves, Schmidt.”  Our little group looked at him and the guards gave him escort service out of the courthouse.  

They took over a million dollars in property from the pastors.  Witnesses saw Cathy Mason and others scooping up all of Chet’s property while the sheriff protected them.  The pastors had stored a lot of their store fixtures and equipment there.  Those were all fungible assets and there is a ready market for them.  Schmidt and Mason sold the fixtures and equipment, everyone was paid off and Schmidt got all the leftover money in attorney fees, that’s how ruthless they were.  That’s always how it works.  Chet said it looked just exactly like a battle zone, with everything stripped out of there.  

Cathy Mason is a consummate con artist.  She posed as a fellow church member and, you know, they just drip with this sanctimoniousness.

“Oh we love God and we love you and we all just love Love LOVE!!”  until they see something to snatch and grab and then WHAM!  They grab it.  

“MINE!”  That’s what they do, just like little kids.  Their bodies get big but they act just like little spoiled children. 

I thought pastors would be peaceful people but they ended up being anything but pastors in their behavior toward one another.  In her mind, because of his foolishness Chet had impoverished them by allowing that farm to be taken and she thought he should provide for her.  Chet was indignant that she was upset with him.  They started fighting viciously with each other, they divorced and became horrible enemies.  
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