CHAPTER SIX

Around May or June of 1993 they charged me a second time in another Bar complaint.  The first Bar complaint that was filed against me they had no evidence whatsoever that I had an attorney/client relationship so they dismissed that charge.

“No misconduct.”  

Now, the second time, they brought 3 charges against me.  They charged me with notarizing a document when my notary had expired, bringing discredit upon the legal profession by getting arrested in court and paying myself earned fees on the Gannon estate without the approval of Lee Johnson, the probate judge.  

I'd represented this Tom Gannon.  He did not want to leave his money to his children because they were ignoring him.  He was a drinker.  He’d alienated his children and they wouldn’t pay any attention to him or have anything to do with him.  He said he wanted to leave his money to some parties in California.  He wanted me to handle some of his legal problems for him and draft a will disinheriting his children.  He named them but didn’t leave them anything so that they were not considered pretermitted, intentionally omitted.  If you do not name them it’s presumed that you forgot.  So, I became his surrogate son and did all this legal work for him.  He had some investments and he was getting to the point where he couldn’t keep track of things.  He had a lot of emotional problems and he was always whining about how much it was going to cost.  When I’d bill him $150 an hour it caused him so much distress it compounded the problem.  He would make such a bone about it we tried to keep the costs as low as possible.  Mother came and did some work for him too.  

After he died his children hired attorney Joel Grayson.  Joel’s brother Jeff Grayson, with whom I had attended high school, was an investment fund manager and owner of Capital Consultants, managing investment pension money.  He had just bilked those pension funds out of millions of dollars.  These loan companies were borrowing money from him.  The pension funds—all this money—they have to put it someplace.  Jeff was manipulating that money and making some bad investments.  Capital Consultants invested about 150 million dollars in this Wilshire Home Investment company.  That company went belly up and they lost their money but he made money because he was all on commission and getting kickbacks.  When that happened all these cards came tumbling down on Jeff Grayson and his son, so his son copped a plea to testify against his father.  Jeff’s mother went to prison too.  Blossom Grayson.  When we were kids in high school that was a no no subject because Blossom got packed off to McNeil Island.  Some sort of fraud.

Joel moved to have Gannon’s will set aside and then came after me for the fees that I paid myself without getting judge Johnson's approval.  And, of course, who's sitting there as the judge but judge Johnson, who granted everything to them against me. 

The next event was an appeal on one of judge Johnson's rulings on the Kettleberg case, October or November of 1993.  During the interim I was getting people motivated and aware and finding others that were in the battle.  Judge Alan Jack was involved in this case.  Ed Snook was doing investigations work at the time.  He wanted to get the goods on Jack because this same judge was working over one of his clients.  Ed was hired by this woman who kept a dog kennel.  She had a place out on 82nd street, a marriage chapel, with these dog kennels in the back.  She asked Ed to investigate these citations she was getting for the manner in which the dogs were being kept.  He went into court and saw the high-handed treatment and arbitrary way that judge Jack was dealing with her.  They were going to fine her.  Once they do that, they see an asset sitting there, they run it through a foreclosure, no one shows up and they take all the assets.  That’s a modus de operandi that a lot of these corrupt counties have.  I don’t know specifically on her case.

Ed sent his partner down to see what he could find out about Jack and they discovered that he was named as a defendant on one of my racketeering complaints.  Ed read the file and contacted me.  Ed Snook is 6 foot 6, early 40’s, a former semi-pro boxer and dog trainer.  He has a commanding presence and he has the ability to draw people to him.  He has been relentless going after this corruption.  

So Ed was tracking on this and he came together with Dal Ferry.  Dal Ferry was having a lot of medical problems.  He was in his mid-eighties and it was stressful for him.  He didn't know whether he wanted to take them on full bore.  But Ed did and he stayed with it.  Not long after that Dal Ferry’s Counterpoint newspaper ceased and Ed Snook’s Oregon Observer (www.theoregonobserver.com) began.  Ed is steadfast, taking on the responsibility of putting out that paper.  I support him 1000%.  I raise money for him.  Early on he did not discern the corruption problem and would get after me when I'd start talking about it.  But now he makes me sound like a choir boy.

And so Ed was doing some papers and we gathered for this hearing down at the Court of Appeals in Salem, the same courtroom as the Supreme Court.  This was going to be a 3-judge panel and they brought up a guard because I was down there.  

“Do not stand up when the judge comes in.  We do not stand up in these corrupt courtrooms.”  Before the hearing began I was in the courtroom standing right over Lindstedt and Buono.  

“People, these are shameless, treacherous thieves!”  Janette's attorney Nick Albrecht was very angry.

“Roger!  You stop doing this!  You have no right to be doing this in this courtroom!”  He was trying to get me to back down.  This was Janette’s appeal on one of the many corrupt rulings by judge Johnson.  The head of the 3-judge panel was Ed Warren.  He's a little older than me but I've known the guy for 30 years.  He’s kind of a mousy sort of an attorney, about 5 foot 8 or 9.  He reminds me of Mr. Peepers.  He got into the Court of Appeals and has been there 20 years.  Apparently they were in the back listening to what was going on in the courtroom.  Warren opened the door and his eyes were like saucers.  When he came out he sat down and pointed at me, wide-eyed and glaring.

“Arrest him!” to the police officer there, the state trooper.  

“Arrest him!” pointing at me. 

“You mean you're going to arrest me for speaking in this courtroom?”

“Arrest him!”  The guard came over, placed my hands behind my back, handcuffs on and I motioned for Mother and Ed to follow.  It wasn't a hostile arrest.  We all went down in the elevator and they had a state police car waiting.  When I came out of the building the car was parked on the street right at the driveway that goes into the parking lot between the Supreme Court building and the Justice Center.  It was not a normal place to park so I was suspicious.  Normally they would go into that driveway and park if they were just doing ordinary business.  They had a spotter car out there with no markings on it, a black Jeep Cherokee, parked up in front of them.  Two men were standing by the troopers’ car when I was put into it.  The front seat was pushed so far back I couldn't sit up so I had to lay over on my side.  They didn't want me sitting up so I could be seen.  The 2 men got into the unmarked car and these two cars circled the State Capitol.  The Cherokee went down the driveway under the State Capitol and the trooper parked on State Street in that area marked for police cars at the west end of the Capitol.  That’s what concerned me.  I thought they were setting me up because the cop got out to leave me unattended in that car lying handcuffed in the backseat.  Someone could come by there, bump me off and say that I ran.  When you're dealing with the police you're dealing with trained, professional killers.  If they won't kill they're not hired as police officers. 

“I do not want to be left in this car unattended in handcuffs,” I said.  So, they took me into the Oregon State Police offices and I started talking to them.  

“Do you have any idea what's going on?” I  asked the troopers and I told them about these events.  The plainclothes cops were in the room that I was taken into.  They never talked to me.  There was just a single officer that questioned me.  

“I’m just doing what I’m told to do,” he said.

I had the crowd of people there so I wasn't isolated.  There were people at the court hearing who saw all this and the hearing continued.  They held me a couple hours and cut me loose.  No charges.  Nothing.  I went back up to the courtroom.  The hearing was over and people were coming out.  Janette’s appeal had been dismissed.  This was October of 1993.

In January of 1994 the 2nd disbarment proceeding was to take place on the third floor of the Justice Center.  When I went over to serve Don Londer with a subpoena to show up at the court his receptionist, this gal Debby, held the door. 

“No, you can’t come in!”  Then I went down the hall to serve judge Joe Cinoceros and he wouldn’t come out of his chambers.  Sergeant Guy Moore with the sheriff’s office said he would go with me.  Sergeant Guy Moore is a very pleasant guy, 5 foot 8 or 9, curly hair, sharp facial features, conscientious and he knew what was going on down at the courthouse.  He would actually intercede.  He went with Mother to talk to the judges and every time I see him now we have a pleasant exchange.  He’s with the US Marshall’s office and works over in the Federal Building.  Sgt. Moore accompanied me when I went to serve subpoenas on Cinoceros and Londer.  Cinoceros came out and accepted the service of his subpoena but Londer had me leave his with his clerk.  So I’m having to get sheriff’s deputies to go with me to serve these judges!  Incredible that this can be going on!   

  December of 1993 judge Lee Johnson advised us that he would be unavailable to testify at my disbarment but I could take his deposition—perpetuate his testimony—in his jury room.  I had video and there was a clerk there also.  Judge Johnson, who'd been fleeing the courtroom, was sitting with me face to face.  I asked him several questions and wrapped it up.

“Judge Johnson, you are the most corrupt, incompetent judge in the United States.  Do you understand that?  And I'm charging you with aiding and abetting in theft.  Do you understand that?”  

“I'm not going to answer that.”  

Walter Barnes was the hearings officer.  He looked to me like an old cowhand.  I think he still wants to get back on the ranch.  He's in his mid to late 50's, a little out of shape and seems embarrassed to be involved in this.  Mary Grimes, an ardent feminist attorney was a panelist and a schoolteacher from Salem was the other panel member.  The teacher was not a Bar member.  Barnes had allowed me to issue subpoenas to judges Lowe, Cinoceros, Keyes, Jack, Gilroy, Brockley, Londer, Johnson and Ellis saying that I was the subject of a conspiracy involving these judges.  Barnes was an attorney, who was sitting as a pro temp judge on the 3-member trial panel level, the first level of a disbarment proceeding.

I had a crowd of people in there.  John Barker was prosecuting.  Barker tries to play like a boy scout, 6 foot or so, balding, tries to be Mr. Nice Guy when he’s talking to you personally but he’s obviously treacherous.  He knew he was just being a hatchet man for the Oregon State Bar.  Martha Hicks was co-council.  Martha Hicks prosecuted me twice for the Oregon State Bar.  She wanted me disbarred the first time on absolutely no grounds at all.  She is as treacherous as they come.  They put on their evidence and put me on the stand.

“Did you notarize this document?”  

“Yes…” 

“…after your notary had expired?”

“Yes, but I did it inadvertently.  I didn’t realize my notary—“

“…and you paid yourself fees?”  

“Yes—“

“…without getting judge Johnson’s approval?”

“Yes…”

“…which is a violation of the rule that you’re supposed to get the probate judge’s permission?”

I said I had inadvertently done it.  The fees were owed and I showed the work that I did to earn the fees.  I wasn't practiced in probate.  I paid myself the time that I had billed but I was supposed to get that approved by the probate judge.  No one disputed the truthfulness of what I was saying. Sherwood Stillman, Cathy Mason and their other witnesses were in the courtroom waiting while I testified in my own behalf.

“People this is Captain Sherwood Stillman who came in and locked the doors and shuttered the windows and arrested me out there in Clackamas county court…” I said, pointing him out to people in the courtroom.  He sat there glaring at me.  Then he was called as their witness to testify that I got arrested.  I cross-examined. 

“You came in, did you, with 6 other officers?”

“Yes…”

“Isn’t it a fact that you had no warrant when you…?”  He was evasive.  

“Well, there was one, I was told that there was one on file.”  They always give these evasive answers.  

Dal Ferry of Counterpoint newspaper was there.  Ed Snook with the Oregon Observer paper was there.  My mother and a big crowd was there and at the conclusion of the hearing Walter Barnes let me call 9 witnesses.  I went on the attack.  I called Martha Hicks as an adverse witness and impeached her credibility.  She had been parroting false charges of the previous disbarment, which was dismissed.  I went through them and she just sat there with a blank look.  She denied authoring a document that I introduced.  I had a photo copy of this document she had signed.  It was a document that she had written about the complaint that had been filed against Norman Lindstedt and Milton Brown.  She was claiming that she found no violations of the code of professional conduct by Mr. Brown and Mr. Lindstedt.  

“Is this your signature?”  

“No,” she said, “it’s not.  It’s not my signature.”  It was a reproduced smaller version of her document so she was being evasive. 

“Well, it’s a copy…” I said.  

“Well, uh, no, it's a replica of my signature.”  I took her apart on the stand.  I had 8 judges, including Londer, Keyes, Ellis, Lowe, Gilroy, Jack and Cinoceros on the stand.  Cinoceros is 5 foot 8 or 9, glasses, dark hair, intense.  He has an Italian, swarthy look to him.  Judge Sidney Brockley did not respond to the subpoena.

“I've named you, haven't I judge Londer, in aiding and abetting….”  

“Oh, you've filed some paper.  I haven’t read it but you filed something…” and they all gave very evasive answers. 

“We’ve known each other, have we not, for a number of years?”  

“Yes we’ve practiced law here…”  quietly blustering down into their suits. 

“I’ve never had any problem…?”

“No, we’ve never had any problem with you…” mumbling with a mouth full of rocks, red-faced, as they should.  

“And you know who Milton Brown is?”  

“Oh I’ve known him ye-e-a-a-rs ago.”  They would distance themselves from Milton Brown.

“Isn’t it a fact judge Ellis that you and Milton Brown practiced in the same law office?”

“No—uh, well, he was down the hall but no, we didn’t practice together…”  They were not forthcoming and they had nothing to say.  The other side didn’t refute or challenge any of it.

“No questions,” they would say when I got through.  One of the members of the trial panel, Mary Grimes, asked Janette Kent the name of her godfather.  She threatened Janette with jail if Janette, who was just a witness, didn't reveal who her godfather was.  The viciousness of it!  

The Oregon Spectator newspaper reported that it appeared the judges were all Alzheimer’s patients.  When I put them on the stand they couldn’t remember anything.  When judge Ellis left the stand he was actually bumping into the wall trying to find the door, he was so nervous and disoriented, mortified that he was being prosecuted by one that he'd thrown in jail.   What I was seeing was that the whole system was attacking the innocent.  For the Bar to come after me a second time, after I've yelled foul and corruption, I could see the deep-seeded enormity of it.  Every time something like this happens it is so monumental!  It is exactly like catching a police officer holding up the store.  But people are so unaware, they just don’t get it. 

At the conclusion of that trial we were openly talking—Walter Barnes, Dal Ferry, Ed Snook, and myself—in court about what can be done about the corruption problem.  Walter Barnes was the chair of the 3-member panel.  He conceded that the court systems are corrupted and asked the group what we could do about it.  They had no credible evidence at all to support any of their charges against me. 

“Well listen,”  I said, “there's no evidence here but I want you to suspend me for at least 60 days.  If it's a 60-day suspension then I automatically get a review by the Supreme Court.”  I wanted to get back into that Supreme Court and tell again what had been happening to me.  They had no credible evidence for the assertions they made.  It was trivial and they would never disbar or even discipline someone for that, not when he’s done nothing intentionally wrong, if he just was careless and there was no injury.  I notarized someone’s affidavit!  Instead, they voted to disbar me.  After I discredited all their witnesses and we talked openly and sincerely about the corruption, the opinion, which was written later, ignored all the facts and recommended disbarment on no evidence.  What you prove in court means nothing.  It was to go to the Supreme Court.
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