CHAPTER THREE

The objection hearings to the final accounting of Personal Representative Carolyn Brune started right after that in judge Lee Johnson's court.  Lee Johnson is the probate judge, the former Attorney General of the state of Oregon and a former Court of Appeals judge, so he has this vanity.   He's crooked, incompetent, he's a drunk, he is mindless, a despicable human being.  Johnson is probably 5 foot 10, weighs about 250 pounds, very dissipated, pot-bellied, heavy jowly face.  He's in with the money elite.  He is shamelessly and horribly corrupt.  I would give him zero in every category.  Minus, if you could put a minus.  He has no memory.  His brain's been pickled by alcohol.  The people that worked for him said that he'd have booze on the bench.  He has no intelligence.  He's become so corrupted that's it's just a matter of putting on a pretense. 

When a person submits a final accounting the other side can object and there were strenuous objections.  We wanted to expand those hearings to include the claim against Brown. 

“I’m not going to hear anything against Brown…”  Judge Johnson said that 16 times.  

There was a series of 8 to 10 hearings beginning in June, 1990 and continuing to February, 1991.  We were moving to block those hearings because we had filed an action against Milton Brown that was scheduled to be heard in November of 1990.  Two hearings and we could settle it all, once we had our action.  We planned to file a motion then move for Summary Judgment on it and all the facts that we had developed about the forgery and the fraud.  No fact that we ever put up was ever disputed.  It was always some procedural thing.  

Milton Brown is in possession of trust assets.  This is what people lose sight of.  The judge imposed a Constructive Trust on all these assets.  Brown, by operation of law, is a trustee of all Kettleberg assets that are in his possession.  He also, on his own, had his secretary give him a power of attorney as the Personal Representative of the Kettleberg estate.  When you perpetrate that kind of a fraud on someone you have created a liability.

Our racketeering complaint was just to implement judge Crookham’s order, to take possession of all the assets.  We did not yet know about the order of judge Crookham to turn over all the assets “forthwith.”  But I knew that they were trust assets as of the date of Kettleberg’s death.  We were asking that they be turned over, that we be given possession of them because they were Kent’s properties.  As of the date of Crookham’s order that property was hers.  Milton Brown was Kettleberg’s partner so it was half his also but he has a duty to account for the assets, for the property that he has in his possession.  Ordinarily, when you can’t come to a settlement, the assets are sold.  They’re liquidated.  That’s the remedy for that kind of situation.  He could buy her out.  If it had gone as it should have, all the properties would have been appraised and one party given the opportunity to buy out the other party.  You mortgage them and pay off the other party.  That’s the way that you resolve those kinds of situations.  I was beginning to realize that no matter what the evidence, because of the corruption, we could not get them to obey the rule of law.  We could not get the judge to order him to do anything.  

First there were the hearings on the objections to the final account of Carolyn Brune.  That stretched over 5 or 6 hearing dates.  She and Norman Lindstedt were the Personal Representatives of the estate.  As Personal Representative she makes an initial account of what the assets are, what she paid out, then she submits a final account.  She posts a performance bond, which guarantees her service.  She had posted a 3 million dollar bond.  That final account then is when the other side can protest the final accounting and charge her if she has embezzled or otherwise misused funds or assets.  Following the objections to the final account of Carolyn Brune were the 3 or 4 hearings on the Lindstedt/Brown settlement agreement Brown had entered in.  Lindstedt had signed an agreement with Brown to sell him all the assets for a fraction of their value.  But Lindstedt had signed an agreement with Kent that he couldn’t sell the assets without her consent. 

In the 10 hearings from June, 1990 until February, 1991, judge Johnson's behavior in court was threatening.  I could see what he was doing.  He was restricting witness testimony.  All evidence that he didn't want to hear he would just ignore.  

“I'm not going to hear that!  You sit down and shut-up!”  He was running police-state courts.  Johnson referred to Janette as a residual legatee.  That means that after everything is paid you get whatever is left.  That was not in compliance with judge Crookham’s order but that’s how Johnson was characterizing it, forcing her through all this new litigation against Brown.  This was all a make-up pretense to allow a litigation so they could cut Kent out.  Brown had hooked enough people and he’d hooked the system.  When Brown and his parties were put on the stand Johnson protected them by sustaining objections to any questions they were asked.  

I spoke at one of the hearings, July 26th of 1990, when I was called as a witness.  We were talking about the gross under-valuation of these assets by Brune in her account.  I was called to testify as to the actual value of these assets.  This was about properties.  I had been in real estate development and I’d done these syndications so I was knowledgeable.  Johnson summarily ruled that I was incompetent.

“Well, I’m not incompetent,” I said.  

“Mr. Weidner!!” he shouted.

“I am not incompetent,” I replied.  

“Well I’m ruling, Mr. Weidner, that you are incompetent to enter any opinion about these properties.”  

“Well I’m not incompetent, I’m—”  

“MISter WEIDner. I’ll have you taken out of here!”  

“Well, I’m going to make an offer of proof, right here and now,” I said.  “I’m going to be making an offer of proof in this courtroom.”  

Nick Albrecht was standing at the counsel table, his eyes just like saucers, watching this go on.  I could see that judge Lee Johnson and attorneys Norman Lindstedt and Michael Gentry were simply running this through the system.

“I can impose sanctions on you Mr. Albrecht if I find your client Janette Kent’s claim is frivolous!”  

He sat there seething while I made that offer of proof concerning the actual value of those properties.  That was the first confrontation and his first act of open hostility toward me.  I thought that I would break through all the opposition I was encountering by putting on this offer of proof. 

Around November of 1990, during the hearings concerning the final accounting of Carolyn Brune, Norman Lindstedt, co-personal representative of the estate and Janette Kent’s attorney, was trying to settle with Brune for $11,000, the improprieties in which she had engaged.  It was just a set-up deal.  Brune created a situation where it could be claimed that she entered into some improprieties concerning the estate.  She had allowed Kettleberg’s sister and niece to take the car and she sold off some of the assets, little ones, just to make something to have this miniscule situation there.  That was a breach of her duty so she agreed to pay 11 thousand dollars to the estate.  It was just a pretense.  She was being penalized.  They were surcharging, fining her.  That was the ruse that they were using to have a hearing.  While she was settling for 11 grand Brown had actually been taking much much more than that out of all of this.  Milton Brown was skimming huge sums of money.  The properties are all still there.  He’s still collecting the rents as he always has.  All that there’s been is a little paper game, a little charade in a courtroom with judge Lee Johnson, Norman Lindstedt, Milton Brown, Carolyn Brune and Michael Gentry, all just saying empty words to achieve an objective.  We were, of course, challenging her accounting.  They had to have a hearing on the settlement.  They couldn’t have it against Brown so they used Carolyn Brune.  They listed the assets as being  worth a million and a half dollars and Brown then was going to buy those assets—Kettleberg’s half.  They grossly underestimated and put the assets at just a fraction of their worth, pennies on the dollar.  That’s how they were going to run this thing through.  That hearing then, after it had passed, all subsequent judges said the settlement hearing with Carolyn Brune was a full and complete hearing of all these issues.  I was trying to figure out some way to put the brakes on this judicial thievery.  

“I'm warning you Lindstedt,” I said threateningly, “get out of this case.”

“Now Roger, don't...” my supporters were getting on me for getting on him.  We were doing the probate, some further proceedings, and Lindstedt, who was supposed to be representing Janette but was saying everything in favor of Brown, Lindstedt was up at the counsel table speaking, openly lying.  

“I tried to bifurcate this.  I wanted to bifurcate this hearing but Roger and Kent would not allow me to do that.”    Bifurcate means to split into 2 parts the action that was pending.  Kent and I had been asking him to bifurcate and he had agreed to do so, the action against Carolyn Brune and the action against Milton Brown.  Separate actions.  One against the Personal Representative for her final accounting and the other against Milton Brown for converting the estate assets to himself through forged buy/sell agreements.  I was sitting as a spectator listening to Lindstedt saying exactly the opposite of what we had agreed.  The proceedings had reached a point at which they were going to sell all the assets to Brown for a fraction of their value.  He was absolutely lying.  Everything he said was to protect Brown.  I couldn’t stand it.  Our case was going down the tube so I stood up.  

“He's lying.  Every word that's coming out of his mouth is a lie!”   

“Mr. Weidner!  Guards!!  Take him out of here!”  When I stood up I anticipated judge Johnson would have me removed from the courtroom.  The guards took me out of the courtroom instantly.  They didn't arrest me, they just removed me.  That was the first time I was physically taken out of the courtroom.  This opposition was building.  

Lindstedt had signed a settlement agreement with Brown.  But Lindstedt was Janette Kent's attorney and had signed an agreement with Kent which stated that he could not settle without her consent.  The question was, did Lindstedt have the authority to settle and did judge Johnson have the authority to set aside the settlement agreement.  The agreement itself says that it's subject to court approval.

We hired attorney Mike Morris who subpoenaed Milton Brown into court and subpoenaed his records.  Mike Morris is 5 foot 10, slight build, a bright attorney.  He has a nervous, rapid-talking demeanor about him.  He seems embarrassed about what he got into, but not much backbone to do anything about it.  Brown came into court and didn’t bring any records and he was there without his attorney.  Lindstedt then came in and said that he had settled with Brown.  Lindstedt was trying to settle and sell all these assets to Brown for 2.1 million dollars.  I found an investor named Bob Jarvis.  He used to own Jarvis Jeep here in Portland and he said that he would loan Janette 2.1 million if she could be named personal representative.  We were fighting them on that.  

“I want Milton Brown to submit the records…” said Mike Morris.  Brown stood up.

“That wouldn’t be fair!  I don’t have my attorney here to defend me!”  This is Milton Brown in the courtroom saying this.  Milton Brown IS an attorney.

“Yeah, that’s right.  I’m not going to make Brown produce any documents.  I don’t think I have the authority to set aside this settlement,” says judge Johnson.  Don’t try to make any logic out of it.  They were just putting on the pretense of judicial proceedings.  

 “But Mr. Lindstedt has signed an agreement with Kent saying he cannot settle without her consent,” said Morris.  

“Well, it’s too late now.  It’s done, the settlement is signed and I have no authority to set it aside,” said judge Johnson.  

 “Well, it says right here judge it’s subject to court approval,” Morris said and Johnson just gave him a blank look.  We’d caught him flat-footed.  He didn’t have a comeback.  

 “Well, ok, we’ll have a hearing to see if I have the authority to set this aside.”  It was so obvious that judge Johnson was just using this as a pretense to get out from under the pressure.  Kent had been awarded the estate.  These were her properties.  Judge Crookham had ordered Brune to “…turn them over forthwith.”  After all this threatening that was going on during these hearings, Johnson decided to have a hearing to determine whether or not he had the authority to set aside the settlement agreement that Lindstedt had entered into with Brown.  That was just a pretense.  The agreement itself said it was subject to court approval so he had an absolute right to set aside something that was subject to his approval!  It was just a charade.  It’s just words stated to make up an issue, to talk about something other than the facts in the case. 

What we didn’t know was that there were 3 other secret agreements that Lindstedt and Brown had signed together.  Brown was trying to hush that up and get this settlement through because he had Johnson wired.  WIRED!  We were fighting trying to keep that from happening.  Those secret agreements were found in 1993 or 1994 by Jack Salter after the trials and hearings were over.  Lindstedt was supposedly representing Janette but he signed these secret agreements with Brown that Brown would pay him 1½  million dollars for all the assets of the estate.  In consideration for that, if Brown had to defend himself against Kent because we were coming after him, then Lindstedt had to agree to reimburse Brown for those expenses and attorney fees out of the 1.5 million.  This was part of one of the secret agreements they signed that didn’t turn up until Jack Salter found it a few years later.  That was the core of the agreement, the payment of this certain sum of money, virtually nothing in comparison to the value of the properties.  Brown was going to get it all back anyway for his legal expenses.  Lindstedt was hired and legally bound to fight for Kent but he was working for Brown.  Lindstedt was seen huddling with Milton Brown in court.  Huddling with him!  After he’d filed a racketeering complaint against him!  Incredible.  

One of the assets that Brown got back in the deal was a note he had previously signed to the estate for a million dollars that he owed Kettleberg, so he’s off the hook to pay that million dollars.  Money came in on these different checks from Brown and here’s where it went.

500 thousand dollars went to Norman Lindstedt.

150 thousand dollars went to the Bar Association’s Professional Liability Fund to pay the attorneys who were defending Norman Lindstedt.

300 thousand dollars went to Michael Gentry, the attorney for Carolyn Brune.

200 thousand dollars went to Carolyn Brune for her fees for being Personal Representative.  

All the cash that came in, every bit of it, went to those people who were fighting Janette Kent tooth and nail to protect Brown—working for Brown—who were supposed to be working for Kent!  All of them!  Carolyn Brune has a fiduciary duty to the beneficiary of that trust.  Michael Gentry, the attorney for the estate, has a legal responsibility to Kent.  Norman Lindstedt certainly has a responsibility to her.  The estate had no cash, just assets.  It had these properties that it owned.  Brown picked up assets that are today worth 100 million dollars.  They have a market value of 50 million and the income that Brown diverted from those assets is another 50 million.

All of a sudden, it’s a fait accompli and we’re saying Lindstedt has no authority to sign that agreement, Johnson says he has no authority to set it aside, it’s an outrage and we’re pounding on the doors then.    

In February, 1991, I sent out notices to people.

“Lindstedt, Brown and Johnson are trying to steal the Kettleberg estate.  Show up.”   This was going to be the showdown, in that courtroom, February 19, 1991.

My father had been the Deputy Fire Chief in Portland for 10 years and as a young man I worked as a fireman for 12 years while I attended college and law school.  So, I sent out notices to all these firemen and I had standing room only in the courtroom that day, maybe 70 people there.

“Just fill up the jury box,” I said, when the room was full.  There were 8 retired fire chiefs sitting in the jury box.  It was a very impressive group.  

“Oh shit!” I heard Gentry say, when he came to the door and saw the crowd.  

I thought we were in a position to apply so much pressure that they could not just run this steam roller over us, that they would have to observe regular courtroom etiquette.  When judge Johnson saw the crowd he wanted to take all the parties back into his chambers. 

“Janette do not go back there,” I said, grabbing her arm.  “These are public hearings.  We want this to go on in front of this crowd.”  He had to have her back there because she was one of the key parties. 

Lindstedt, Gentry, Mike Morris, Greg Hartman and Nick Albrecht were there.  Morris, Hartman and Albrecht were attorneys for Kent.  Greg Hartman is about 6 feet tall, erect, somewhat stiff, very good trial attorney, dark wavy hair, mindful of his appearance, makes a good physical appearance and he's talented.  He was in one of the big firms downtown, Durham & Bennett.  It's now Durham & Hartman so he's a name partner in there.  But he knows this is going on and he's not doing anything about it.

Janette’s attorneys went in the back for a few minutes without her, then returned.  Because Kent would not go they had to come back out into the courtroom.  And then it was just like a volcano erupting.  When judge Johnson began roaring Janette’s attorneys started brandishing their marshmallow swords.

“Before we proceed,” Johnson said, “I want to tell everyone here that I have observed Mr. Weidner's conduct during these hearings and I find his conduct outrageous and unprofessional.”  I was standing in the back.

“I'm in the courtroom,” I said. 

“I see you,” he replied.  

“Well, if you're going to attack me,” I said, “I want to be able to come up to the stand so I can testify truthfully.” 

“Well, you've attacked me Mr. Weidner and I'm going to respond,” he said.

“And every word of it is the truth,” I said.

“Roger!  Roger!”  marshmallow sword Morris starts trying to shut me down. 

“Roger!  No!  Now…”  

“One more word out of you Weidner and I'll have you taken out of here!”

“You've done that in the past when I tried to speak the truth in this courtroom.”

“Guards!!”  Judge Johnson got up and shot through the back door into his chambers.  Henry Sirbaugh, one of my supporters, told me later.

“Roger, I saw the guard pull a gun on you.” 

Henry's 6 foot tall and balding.  He was the chief down at the fire station during the years I worked there.  His daughter Marilyn was a classmate of mine.  She was one of the nicest gals I knew.  Henry had size 14½  or 15 shoes.  Whenever the bell would hit, you wanted to make damn sure you weren't in between Henry and his car.  He would fly, and he'd run over everyone.  I was his driver for awhile.  He’s been friends of my parents and he’s shown up at court for me so, even though he used to jump on me when I worked down there, I still have a fondness for Henry because he does speak out about this corruption and he is a straight arrow guy.

There was a hush in the courtroom.  A quietness.  Lindstedt was standing at the counsel table and all the fire chiefs were in the jury box. 

“Now Lindstedt,” I said, “tell these people to their faces what you’ve been saying behind my back.”  Behind my back he’d been saying that I was crazy, that I was off my rocker.  They started this whispering campaign to try to discredit me. 

“He’s got some trouble with the Bar…” they were telling Kent.  He stood there silent. 

“You're under arrest,” the guard commanded, and off I went.  I couldn't believe they'd be stupid enough to arrest me, because if they arrest me, they have to try me!

My supporters said judge Johnson came back into the courtroom and pointed at Janette.

“Do you agree with what Mr. Weidner did,” he said, “because I’ll have you arrested too!”  All those firemen gave a growl, an audible grrrrrrr, and backed him down a little bit.

This encounter I was starting to have with judge Lee Johnson reached a crescendo when he ordered my arrest.  I was taken into custody and booked for contempt and held 2 or 3 days.  The trial was set for March of 1991 in judge James Ellis' court.  He was presiding court judge at the time.  James Ellis is a very treacherous individual.  He's close to 70, tall, thin, has kind of a nervous, quick laugh.  When I was in the District Attorney's office in 1975 judge Harlow Lennon expressed concern. 

“Roger, go in and monitor judge Ellis.  He's sending everyone to jail.”  He was known to be heavy-handed Jim when it came to divorce cases.  

I asked for a jury trial but they said you don't get jury trials for contempt of court.  The courtroom was packed and I brought a lot of witnesses.  By this time Dal Ferry had become involved.  Dal was in his early 80's when I met him.  He was 5 foot 8 or 9, graying hair, high forehead and looked like a professor.  He was putting out a paper called the Counterpoint.  I think it first started as a small paper, then became a newspaper when he got involved.  He had a tremendous heart committed to fighting the corruption and speaking out against it.  He was very supportive, early on, getting other people involved.  

I was stunned when I turned around and saw Lindstedt standing in the back.  I had been confronting him for months demanding that he resign and now he'd come to testify in my prosecution.  So, they called their witnesses, Lee Johnson and Norman Lindstedt, to the stand. 

“You’re a judge and you were conducting your…”  

“Yes, I was…”  

“And Mr. Weidner…”  

“Yes, he was—he disrupted…” 

That’s the types of questions they were asking so, when my turn came to cross-examine, I started trying to impeach Johnson by showing that he had no memory of the event, that he’s a contemptible corrupt judge.  That's how you impeach.  You ask someone questions--where they were, what they observed, who they observed--to force them to be precise.

“Well, where was I in the courtroom judge Johnson when I made that reply to you?” I asked.

“Well, I think you were sitting in the front, left of center…” 

“I was standing in the back,” I said.   So he had no recollection of this.  I planned to go over it in detail, turning up as many discrepancies in his testimony as I could.

“Isn’t it a fact…”  Ellis stopped me.  

“The only questions you’re going to be able to ask, Mr. Weidner, are what happened in that courtroom.  I’m not going to allow you to retry the Kettleberg case in here.”  When he said that, he shut me down.  If I tried to go beyond that I would be in contempt. 

I called my witnesses, who described what they saw and heard, affirming that I was just responding.  As the hearing continued and I tried to expose Lindstedt's duplicity and treachery, back and forth objections were being sustained. 

“Well,” I said, “I have a right to cross-examine him.  Let’s go in the backroom and talk about this.”  

“No, we're not going to do that Mr. Weidner.  Ask your next question,” said Ellis.  I wanted to go in the backroom and lay it out for him in a nutshell. 

“Listen.  They forged this document, stole this property…This is what’s going on here judge.  I want this all out on the record.”  I would have been saying in the backroom what he would not let me say on the record in the court.  None of the surrounding circumstances would he allow to be discussed.  But if you go in the back room and if you get the court reporter back there too, you tell it to him straight.  That’s what they were trying to prevent me from doing from the getgo.

“I have a right to cross-examine him,” I said.  

“Mr. Weidner, if you persist in this you’re going to have the same trouble with me that you had with judge Johnson.”  He was  threatening to charge me with contempt if I insisted on cross-examining. 

“Well let’s go in the backroom and talk about this judge,” I said.  

“What's the maximum?”  Ellis asked.  It was 6 months in jail and a $300 fine.  BANG!! went the gavel.  He couldn't say it fast enough.  So he sentenced me to 6 months in jail, a $300 fine, and ordered that I was permanently banned from entering the Multnomah County Courthouse unless I obtained court approval to come in.  I filed a Notice of Appeal and was out on an appeal bond within a couple of days.  This is a standard routine.  You just tell them you are going to file a notice and they release you, pending the appeal.   I didn't go to jail at that time but I did serve, ultimately, 180 days, the entire 6-month sentence, for contempt of court.  

We kept on trying to go into presiding court and make a record of the fact that we couldn't get our petition—to remove Lindstedt—heard in the probate court.  Don Londer was the Presiding Court judge.  

Here in Portland, years ago, they used to have the Broadway gang.  The guys would go downtown and they'd turn their collars up, grease their hair back, this kind of a cool act.  Londer reminded me of this—that he was once a Broadway gang guy and he never got over it.  He was pleasant but he was very stiff because of what I was charging, very stand-offish.  He was not intellectual at all and he wasn't a really successful trial attorney but he was in that little money clique.  5’8” or so, full-faced, full-nosed, balding, he looked Eurasian, eyes like Yeltzin.  That Eurasian look is from the Tartars and the Asiatic peoples that overran eastern Europe.  They have that look, that is, the leopard’s eyes.  When you hear about wolves in sheeps’ clothing, that’s Londer.  He put on the robe to dignify himself and he would strut and come in with great pomp when he entered the courtroom.  He had this affected voice.  Everything was an affectation, an act.   

When I ran the Consumer Fraud Department in Portland in 1975 and 1976 Londer was trying to become a pro temp judge so he would be very nice.  He’d go out of his way to be congenial when he saw me because I was in the District Attorney’s office and viewed as having political clout.  Later, when he got on the bench, I had one case with him when he was acting a little strange.  He didn’t rule for me but I didn’t put 2 and 2 together.  It wasn’t a big deal.  Londer became the Presiding Court judge and Johnson became the Probate Court judge so that any attempt by the victims to get their cases into court would have to go through them.  Those positions were assigned by Chief Justice of the Oregon Supreme Court, Ed Peterson.  

Presiding Court is the court that's going on all the time.  They have what they call an ex parte time when, twice a day, you can go into court and get on the record.   In major populous areas you have a Presiding Court judge that handles all preliminary matters and all case assignments.  He is the judicial director of the court activity.  He assigns specific cases to specific judges.  Londer would just assign our cases back to judge Johnson or one of the other corrupt judges—Abraham, Ellis or Cinoceros— members of this little cadre, this little gang that was running the court system.  That position of Presiding Court judge is supposed to rotate every year because it is so powerful.  But Londer became the permanent Presiding Court judge in 1985 or 1986 and was there for 14 years or so.  I was in front of him quite a few times.  He was Presiding Court judge so I was trying to get in front of him.  When I would come in and try to make a record he would keep me from speaking.  

“These are MY courts!” says Londer.  He was brazen enough to say that, the inference being that he could do anything he wanted, let anybody speak that he chose to let speak.  I do not see them as being his courts.  That’s a courtroom.  He just happens to be working there.  He was doing this to try to chase me off.  We were pushing to get a hearing in the Probate Court on our petition to remove Norman Lindstedt as the Personal Representative of the Kettleberg estate.  Johnson would not hold the hearing and when I would come into the court to try to speak he would threaten me with arrest.  So, I started going into Presiding Court with Janette and a crowd of people.  I wanted to make a record that I was being threatened with arrest by judge Lee Johnson for trying to go in and have this petition heard on the record.  

“You don't think I'm so hot either do you Weidner?” Londer said when I walked into the court.

“You know Milton Brown.”

“Oh, that was ye-e-a-ars ago.”  Later he came back in the courtroom and made an announcement.

“I want everyone in this courtroom to know that I don't know Milton Brown at all.”  

Because of the politics, the money and because he was corrupt he became Presiding Court judge and in that powerful position he could protect Brown.  He gained that position right around the time that Brown wiped out Kettleberg and also Kittelson.  

Ray Kittelson was another partner of Milton Brown.  He developed Hazel Dell shopping center in Hazel Dell, Washington.  Brown put up the money for it as a private lender and Kittelson did all the work.  Brown was the money man and Kittelson was the developer so Brown had control of the accounts.  When it was done, Brown forged some documents and foreclosed on the loan that he had made to the partnership.  By the foreclosure he then took over the possession of it.  

That’s what Brown does.  He gets control of the rents coming in.  The other partner, when he’s developing his property, he looks at what the property’s worth and what’s owed on it and what the net worth is.  That’s what keeps him like a horse chasing a carrot.  He thinks he’s going to get that carrot.  Brown holds that carrot out in front of that partner, he keeps chasing that carrot and after the horse has done the activity and created all the wealth Brown takes and eats the carrot.  When they went to court this judge Herb Schwab, who was a former Court of Appeals chief judge—according to Kittelson judge Schwab and Milton Brown just looked like 2 peas in a pod.  They were just like baby cubs schmoozing with each other while they stripped Kittelson of that interest.  

Now I was getting this violent reaction from Presiding Court judge Don Londer.

“Mr. Weidner!!” 

“I’m just trying to make the record,”  I said and I started speaking on the record.

“I’m warning you Weidner!”  

“Well I’m just here to make a record judge that I can’t be heard in judge—“ 

“WEIDner!!  I’m warning you!  Report him to judge Ellis,” he said to the District Attorney on one of these occasions in November or December of 1991.  I'd been sentenced by Ellis to 6 months in jail but there was an appeal pending.  I was under sentence and I had been ordered out of the courthouse except on business.  We went 6, 7, 8 times.  Janette and I were trying to get judge Londer to act on the petition to remove Lindstedt.  I was trying to make a record, asking him to hear certain matters. 

“I have recused myself from hearing anything about the Kettleberg case,” said judge Londer.  “All those matters have been assigned to judge Gallagher.” 

“Well I want to bring up this petition,” I said.  “I want to have this petition to remove Lindstedt heard.”

“You can bring that up with judge Gallagher,” Londer replied.  “You can take anything up with him that you want.”  I filed petitions and left copies with Gallagher and also with Londer because I could see what Londer was doing.  He was being evasive and trying to throw me off.  So, I went with a group into judge Gallagher’s courtroom.

“I cannot hear any of these matters pertaining to the probate,” said Gallagher.  “I was told by judge Londer, specifically, that I cannot hear these matters.  You have to go into Probate Court to get that petition heard.”

“Well I can’t go into Probate Court because judge Johnson will arrest me if I come and try to speak in his courtroom.  And judge Londer has threatened to arrest me if I speak about this case in his courtroom,” I said.  Gallagher was on the bench.  

“Well he can’t arrest me,” he said.  So, Gallagher went with Janette and me down to judge Londer’s chambers.  When we first showed up there Londer was in chambers, we were out in the courtroom and Gallagher was kinda standing in the door.  Janette was going to go in and talk to judge Londer and Gallagher just exploded.  

“You can’t go in there!  You go back and sit down right now!” he  hissed at Janette Kent.  We then were sitting down in Presiding Court and the door into Londer’s chambers was swung about halfway open so I could see between the door and the doorjam.  I saw Gallagher bent over whispering in judge Londer’s ear, figuring out what they were going to do.  Those judges are not supposed to confer at all.  They are supposed to be totally autonomous but this is how brazen they were.

Sometimes Ellis would be Presiding Court judge so it wasn't Londer all the time.  Ellis is nervous and he would track me.  Once the security gal was standing next to me and I heard Jim Ellis' voice on her radio.  

“He's in the courtroom and he has a camera.”  When he sees me coming he runs across the street.  I've confronted him in the elevators.  

“People, this is Jim Ellis.  He's as corrupt as they come.”  

On one occasion I was taken through the courtroom and the clerk’s office was right there. There were these double doors and I could see through the office door and the second door was into the chambers.  Both doors were standing open and I could see Londer in there, “kkk, kkk, kkk…” and Ellis was in there with him, snickering like little kids in the judges’ chambers after sentencing me to jail.

“Mr. Weidner I’m warning you!  I’m not…” Londer threatened.

“I have an absolute right to—“ 

“Mr. Weidner!!” 

“—make a record in this courtroom—”  

“MISter WEIDner!  GUARDS!!” and they would come and grab me.  On one occasion the guards arrested me in the courtroom and started to remove me. 

“I’m going to give you one more chance Weidner,” and the guards released me.  I was not arrested that day.

One time when I went in with one of these crowds there was Londer peeking out of the chambers doors. The door would open and I’d just see an eyeball coming around the edge of the door.  

On another occasion the door was open and Londer was standing in his chambers looking out to me standing out there in the courtroom.  He nodded to me.  I’ve known him for a long time and I nodded back.  Now and then he’d come out of the court house and see me outside.  I saw him coming out of the justice center walking up the street one day.

“Hi Roger,” he acted friendly, pretending like this wasn’t happening.  He recused himself shortly after he started doing this.  He wouldn't hear it.  

Londer died a few years ago, way Way WAY too late.  I was going to go to his funeral just to make sure it was him.  I wanted to go get a backhoe and deepen his grave by about 50 feet to make damn sure he didn't come out of there because, deep down, they're really ok.  He’s probably one of the best arguments for abortion that I can think of.
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